
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    EVERY WOMAN DESERVES A MAID 
 
    By Lisa Rose Farrow  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Every Woman Deserves A Maid by Lisa Rose Farrow is published by Lisa Rose Farrow Productions. 
 
      
 
    Copyright © October 2021 
 
      
 
    All rights are reserved.  No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form whatsoever without expressed written permission of the publisher except as permitted by United States Copyright Law. 
 
      
 
    First edition October 2021 
 
    

  

 
  
   EVERY WOMAN DESERVES A MAID 
 
    Contents 
 
    Contents 
 
    Dedication 
 
    Preface 
 
    Prologue.  Every Woman Deserves A Maid 
 
    Chapter 1.  Prim And Proper 
 
    Chapter 2.  A Secret Shared 
 
    Chapter 3.  Sleepless Night 
 
    Chapter 4.  No Doubt 
 
    Chapter 5.  Embarrassment 
 
    Chapter 6.  Corner Time 
 
    Chapter 7.  Afterglow 
 
    Chapter 8.  Potty Mouth 
 
    Chapter 9.  Morning Delight 
 
    Chapter 10.  Aftertaste 
 
    Chapter 11.  A Short Lesson 
 
    Chapter 12.  Breakfast Is Served 
 
    Chapter 13.  Laundry Night 
 
    Chapter 14.  Being Helpful 
 
    Chapter 15.  Apprehended 
 
    Chapter 16.  Maid Betsy 
 
    Chapter 17.  Scheming 
 
    Chapter 18.  Serious Business 
 
    Chapter 19.  Shopping 
 
    Chapter 20.  Jackpot 
 
    Chapter 21.  Dinner Time 
 
    Chapter 22.  Swish Of The Crop 
 
    Chapter 23.  Surrender 
 
    Chapter 24.  The Employer 
 
    Chapter 25.  The Girl In The Mirror 
 
    Chapter 26.  Madam Karen 
 
    Chapter 27.  Mistress Of The Manor 
 
    Chapter 28.  Forgetful 
 
    Chapter 29.  A Request 
 
    Chapter 30.  Surprise Dinner Date 
 
    Chapter 31.  Prim And Proper 
 
    Chapter 32.  A Good Girl 
 
    Chapter 33.  Humiliatrix 
 
    Chapter 34.  After Glow 
 
    Chapter 35.  Servitude 
 
    Chapter 36.  Donna Enjoys 
 
    Chapter 37.  Agreement 
 
    Chapter 38.  Staff Supervisor 
 
    Chapter 39.  Party Time 
 
    Chapter 40.  Proposition 
 
    Chapter 41.  Play Room 
 
    Chapter 42.  Boudoir Servitude 
 
    Chapter 43.  Hair Stylist 
 
    Chapter 44.  Surprise 
 
    Chapter 45.  Mom’s Secret Helper 
 
    Chapter 46.  Authentic 
 
    Chapter 47.  Well Done 
 
    Chapter 48.  Contemplation 
 
    Chapter 49.  Click of Her Heels 
 
    Chapter 50.  Retro Housewife 
 
    Chapter 51.  House Guests 
 
    Chapter 52.  Good Night 
 
    Chapter 53.  Madam Jenna 
 
    Chapter 54.  Party Redux 
 
    Chapter 55.  Miss Lorraine 
 
    Chapter 56.  On Loan 
 
    Chapter 57.  Old-School 
 
    Chapter 58.  Bedtime 
 
    Chapter 59.  Dining Room 
 
    Chapter 60.  Windows 
 
    Chapter 61.  Scatter-Brained 
 
    Chapter 62.  Supervision 
 
    Chapter 63.  The Hairbrush 
 
    Chapter 64.  Cheeky 
 
    Chapter 65.  Domestic Bimbo 
 
    Chapter 66.  New Assignments 
 
    Chapter 67.  Miss Brianna 
 
    Chapter 68.  Performance Review 
 
    Chapter 69.  Her Best Bra 
 
    Chapter 70.  Boudoir Service 
 
    Chapter 71.  Desire 
 
    Chapter 72.  Satisfaction 
 
    Chapter 73.  Lady Elizabeth Downing 
 
    Chapter 74.  Great Outdoors 
 
    Chapter 75.  Just A Kiss 
 
    Chapter 76.  Jenna Returns 
 
    Chapter 77.  The Banquet 
 
    Chapter 78.  A Choice 
 
    Chapter 79. Thoughts 
 
    Chapter 80.  Consideration 
 
    Chapter 81.  A Visitor 
 
    About The Author 
 
    The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    
 
  

 
   
    Dedication 
 
      
 
    Every Woman Deserves a Maid is inspired by a chance encounter with my good friend Deanna.  Our conversation regarding married women and who should do the domestic work in the home was inspirational for us both.  This book is dedicated to her. 
 
  

 
   
    Preface 
 
      
 
    Sissy maids are not just for single women who want a better life.  Married women often simply have had enough of housework and they come to their senses.  They decide for themselves that homemaking is not for them. 
 
      
 
    In fact, Every Woman Deserves a Maid, is inspired by a true incident that happened to a friend of mine who is married.  Of course I’ve also added a few fantasies of my own to the story. 
 
      
 
    Submissive males do turn up unexpected in the strangest places!  My friend’s husband now wears the apron in her family, proving once and for all that domestic work is not meant for women. 
 
  

 
   
    Prologue.  Every Woman Deserves A Maid 
 
      
 
    Married women have a way of relegating themselves to a lifetime of domestic drudgery.  It doesn’t have to be that way!  All it really takes is proper motivation to turn a reluctant husband into a doting domestic maid. 
 
      
 
    In this story, Brandon is a husband who shows submissive tendencies, though he hardly knows how to show them to his wife Karen.  Brandon simply needs a bit of encouragement for his full potential to blossom. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, Karen has a few friends who are more than willing to help her out. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 1.  Prim And Proper 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Karen Livingston was hardly the sort of women to engage in any kinky sexual practices whatsoever.  In fact, quite the contrary, she was a very conservative woman.  Isn’t that the way married women are supposed to be? 
 
      
 
    Her marriage to her husband Brandon had settled into what some might call a comfortable relationship.  The Livingston family was successful by every measure imaginable.  Early business success had yielded a small fortune that gave them a huge home in the suburbs along with steady income from investments.  Life was good! 
 
      
 
    Fulfilled in every way imaginable, there was only one need that Mrs. Livingston had.  She longed for freedom from the drudgery of housework.  While they were financially successful, hiring a maid was still a far-fetched idea.  It was something that Karen could only dream about. 
 
      
 
    It was a chance encounter with a long-time friend that that caused Karen to see things in a different light.  She met her, one Sheila Wright, while shopping for a dress at a little boutique in town.  They talked for a while and then Karen was invited over for tea.  It was there that Mrs. Livingston made an amazing discovery.  
 
      
 
    Sheila had always been the wild one.  In school she had been a boy-crazy party girl who was known to drink far too much. Sheila was the kind of woman who was always at the center of every party.  She often dated several guys at the same time and she was big on doing daring things. Karen had lost contact with Sheila when she married Brandon.  What started out to be a simple reunion of old friends turned out to be so much more.  Seeing Sheila again presented problems for Karen. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t Sheila that was the problem.  The woman was ridiculously well-off and she lived in a magnificent home.  She was the epitome of success.  She even had a maid, of all things! 
 
      
 
    When the maid first appeared, timidly pushing a Victorian teacart, Karen drooled with envy.    The maid seemed to be perfect, like she was ordered straight from a website that catered to the wealthy.  She wore a sharp, spotless, formal uniform, that was pressed to perfection.  She didn’t have a hair out of place.  Her makeup was perfect.  The maid seemingly couldn’t do enough to satisfy Sheila.  The maid appeared to be a remarkable find in every respect.  How did Sheila ever find such a girl? 
 
      
 
    Karen was intrigued by the thought that her friend had managed to hire a maid.  How had Sheila done it?  These days help was not only hard to find, it was expensive.  Karen just had to know more.  Maybe she could do it too.  She tried to remain coy. 
 
      
 
    “How nice to have such a fine home and not to have to keep it up on your own!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dear.  It’s the only way to live.” 
 
      
 
    After the maid served tea and went off to tend to other chores Karen just had to know. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila, how ever could you afford such a maid?  Surely she is only part-time.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila was casual in her reply. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, Cora is a full-time live-in maid. She’s quite handy, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Karen spoke wistfully. 
 
      
 
    “She seems so polite and so charming!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled.   
 
      
 
    “I can see your interest.  No need to hide your curiosity.  There is more than one way to acquire a maid.  I took a different, a rather unique, approach to getting mine.  I do believe that every woman deserves a maid.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was jealous the moment she laid eyes on Cora.  Things became even worse when Sheila gave a little giggle.  It was like Sheila knew something that Karen didn’t know.  Perhaps it was the secret to having such a perfect domestic.  Karen thought she might be laughing at her, so she had to ask. 
 
      
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila just had to explain.  She couldn’t help herself. 
 
      
 
    “I can see how envious you are.  I can assure you that things aren’t quite what they seem to be.” 
 
      
 
    Now Karen was really intrigued. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila paused for a moment.  She was about to go down a path that only went one way. Though she planned to do just that, she still wanted to be sure. Karen was a life-long friend.  Their relationship went way back.  Sheila had to be careful. 
 
      
 
    Sheila had in fact dated Brandon before he met Karen.  She actually wanted to marry him but he fell for Karen like a load of bricks.  For Sheila, Brandon was her one and only.  He was the one who got away.  Every time she saw Karen she was reminded of that. 
 
      
 
    Of course, she knew that Karen was different than she was.  The truth was that Karen was rather prudish.  Sheila wasn’t sure that Karen could possibly understand things.  It wouldn’t be easy to explain the situation to her.  But Karen persisted, so what choice did Sheila really have?  Karen waited patiently for an answer. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” 
 
      
 
    So Sheila decided that she should spill.  What harm could it possibly do? 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 2.  A Secret Shared 
 
      
 
    Sheila leaned back in her chair and took a sip of tea.  She placed her teacup on a side table and took a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to tell you a secret Karen.  But you have to promise to keep this between us.  Promise?” 
 
      
 
    Now Karen was really fascinated.  What could possibly be so secretive about having a maid?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila slowly began. 
 
      
 
    “Like I said, things aren’t what they seem to be.’ 
 
      
 
    Again she took a deep breath before she continued. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, the truth is that Cora is actually my boyfriend Richard.” 
 
      
 
    She paused for a moment to let the revelation sink in. 
 
      
 
    Karen laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    Karen’s mouth opened but no words came out.  She sat with a puzzled look on her face while she absorbed what Sheila had said.  She was stunned! Cora was not only Sheila’s housemaid, she was in fact Sheila’s live-in boyfriend, Richard!  Really?  No way!  Being a traditional woman, at first Karen couldn’t even grasp the concept.  Cora certainly didn’t look like a guy, nor did she act like a guy.  Besides, no guy would put on a maid’s uniform and perform domestic duties for a woman.  Or would he? 
 
      
 
    The room was quiet for a few moments while Karen pondered what she had learned.  Finally Karen managed to pose a question. 
 
      
 
    “But how?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila was relieved.  Karen had taken the news much better than she had thought that she would.  She felt it was safe to go on. 
 
      
 
    “Cora is a particular type of personality.  She is submissive.  She enjoys humiliation.  She also likes to be disciplined by a woman for poor performance.  All of that is driven by her exquisite adoration of women.  She can hardly resist us. 
 
      
 
    Take for instance that dress you are wearing.  If Cora had her way I’m sure that she’d rip it right off of you and take you right here and now.” 
 
      
 
    Karen immediately regretted wearing her chiffon dress.  It was a bit revealing but she enjoyed the feel of the soft fabric.  She gave a little tug at her hem to try to cover more of her legs. Sheila laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Not to worry dear.  Cora is well restrained in her chastity.  She couldn’t possibly do a thing.  With her bits restrained the way they are, well, she is really more woman than male.  Only if she is extremely careful is she even capable of sitting to pee.  You couldn’t be safer dear.” 
 
      
 
    Karen took a sigh of relief.  The last thing that she wanted was to fall victim to a rape, even if it was with her friend’s boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    Sheila noted that Karen had relaxed so she continued on. 
 
      
 
    “Cora is called a sissy maid.  Think of her to be a sexually charged eunuch and you’ll get the right idea.  She enjoys dressing up like a woman and performing the duties of a female maid.  She lives to serve me, it’s in her nature.” 
 
      
 
    Karen could hardly believe what she was hearing.  Yet she had seen Cora for herself.  Surely Sheila wouldn’t make up such a story. She had to know more.  Yet her own upbringing didn’t allow her to simply accept the fact that Sheila’s boyfriend had willingly become her domestic maid. 
 
      
 
    Still in a bit of shock, Karen said that she had to go.  They exchanged cell numbers and Karen went on her way. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 3.  Sleepless Night 
 
      
 
    Karen wanted to deny what she had seen but she was unable to get the thought of the perfectly attired maid out of her head.  At home that evening, cleaning up after dinner, her head was spinning with thoughts about Sheila’s maid. 
 
      
 
    What puzzled her was that Cora hardly looked like a guy.  She had a clear picture of the maid in her head and she could see that the attention to detail was stunning in every respect.  The maid was feminine from head to toe.  It was not just the uniform dress that Cora wore, it was everything about her.   
 
      
 
    From the lace cap on her head, to her matching apron, to her mid height heels, Cora seemed to be a woman.  Her hair was long and it was perfectly coiffed.  Her makeup was understated but impeccable.  Her glossy pink lipstick was cute and quite feminine.  Her nails were polished to match.  She even had long eyelashes that batted seductively when she blinked.  If all of that wasn’t enough, even her lovely fragrance was ladylike. 
 
      
 
    Karen glanced over at her husband while she finished with the dishes.  He was lounging in the den with an after-dinner drink while she was working in the kitchen.  She couldn’t even imagine being able to transform him the way Cora had been transformed.  It was impossible!  Real guys don’t do housework! 
 
      
 
    She could only conclude that Sheila must have been playing a joke on her.  Sheila was like that.  She had got her, that’s for sure.  If it was a joke, Sheila had done a great job of it.  She fell for the gag, hook, line, and sinker.  Male maids?  Hah! 
 
      
 
    Even so, that night in bed, Karen could still hear Sheila talking.  Perhaps the fact that Brandon had completely ignored her and had just fallen asleep in bed had something to do with it.  She had needs that Brandon wasn’t tending to.  The thought that Cora was sexually charged but restrained in chastity was intriguing.  
 
      
 
    What did she mean by “Cora is a particular type of personality?”  Karen recounted what Sheila had said.  “Cora is submissive.  She enjoys humiliation.  Cora also likes to be punished by a woman for poor performance.  All of that is driven by her exquisite adoration of women.  She can hardly resist us.” 
 
      
 
    The thought of the maid being so excited that she could “have her way” with the maid was titillating.  Karen decided that she would call Sheila first thing in the morning and go to see her to find out more. If it was a joke, then she would know for sure. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 4.  No Doubt 
 
      
 
    Karen sat sipping her drink.  It was only noon, but this time Sheila had insisted on wine instead of tea.  Karen had wanted to have this discussion with a clear head, but obviously that wasn’t going to be the case.  She was already on her second glass and that was quite unusual for her. 
 
      
 
    Sheila had explained that everything that she had previously said about her maid was true.  Sheila’s housemaid, Cora, was a sissy maid!  When Karen discovered that Sheila not only didn’t do any housework, she had a fantastic sex life, well that was the last straw.  That was when the wine had come out and things began to change for Karen. 
 
      
 
    To be sure it was Sheila who suggested that Karen let her hair down.  Sheila had an interesting mantra.  “Nice girls don’t get good sex.”  It had worked for Sheila in school and apparently it was still working for her.  Karen, on the other hand, was a nice girl if ever there was one.  Maybe that’s why she didn’t get good sex.  Karen would never forget the words that Sheila said that changed her life. 
 
      
 
    “Karen dear, let me loosen you up a bit.  Let me explain a little bit about titillation.  They say that there is an irresistible charm about the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable.  Well, it’s true.  Very true.  Wearing female clothing is a big taboo for boys, so it is erotically exciting for them.  Who would think? 
 
      
 
    We certainly don’t like to be objectified, but for sissy girls things are entirely different.  While we are turned off by such nonsense, sissy girls actually desire it.  Becoming a mere object to be used by women is an important part of the sissy maid lifestyle.  They crave that sort of thing.  They have a deep-seated desire to serve women.  It’s a sexual kink for them.  Don’t ask me why, it just is.” 
 
      
 
    It was an interesting concept for Karen to grasp.  Very intriguing for a woman with a marriage that had become mundane.  Karen knew that she had to do something to spice up her life.  It was apparent that Sheila knew just the right way to do it.  Karen had no idea what was going to happen to her and how it would change her life.  But she was willing to know more. 
 
      
 
    It’s not like Karen went all crazy all at once.  Quite the contrary.  It was just the opposite.  Sheila started Karen down the path of female domination slowly.  Karen hardly knew what was happening.  It all began for Karen with Sheila explaining how she turned her boyfriend Richard into her maid.  Sheila explained things quite succinctly. 
 
      
 
    “The key to having a sissy maid is to excite the male libido to the point where he will do anything for sex.  It is as simple as that.” 
 
      
 
    For Karen it really wasn’t that simple at all.  She wondered, just how do you do that?  Sheila had even said that she was disciplining Cora.  Karen stopped her when she got to the whole pain is pleasure thing. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila, what do you mean that pain can intensify pleasure?” 
 
      
 
    “There are submissive individuals who enjoy a certain amount of pleasure from pain if it’s applied just the right way.  For instance, a good spanking can be a turn on for these sorts of personalities.  The pain, along with the humiliation of being paddled like a child, is erotic to them.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was appalled by the idea. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t even imagine that!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled and gave her lips a lick. The thought of taking a prim and proper married woman over her knee was tempting.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Perhaps you would enjoy a turn over my knee.” 
 
      
 
    Karen felt a jolt of excitement flow through her body.  Her face blushed a bright red.  She didn’t realize it, but the notion of a spanking did cause a certain amount of arousal.  She quickly denied it. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not!  I would never get excited…” 
 
      
 
    Sheila gave a little laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Stop right there.  I can see that you are lying to me.  Don’t bother denying it.  I can tell.  Perhaps a demonstration is in order.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila picked up a little bell that was on the table next to her and gave it a ring.  Cora immediately appeared and gave a little curtsy. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Cora, bring the spanking chair and the paddle.  Miss Karen would like a demonstration of a discipline session.” 
 
      
 
    Perhaps thinking that she would be the object of the session, Cora’s face flushed red.  But the maid didn’t hesitate.  She immediately went to fetch both items just like she had been instructed to do.  Feeling relief by thinking that Sheila was about to punish the maid, Karen came to the sissy girl’s defense. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no need to spank the maid.  I think that I get the picture.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila grinned. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 5. Embarrassment 
 
      
 
    Cora stood just a few steps away from Sheila.  Sheila sat on the wooden chair that Cora had placed in the middle of the room.  Holding her paddle in one hand, she motioned Karen over with the other to stand next to her.  Karen’s heart raced with anticipation.  Was Sheila really going to spank her? She didn’t think so. 
 
      
 
    Most likely she just wanted Karen to have a better view of Cora’s punishment.  Certainly her long-time friend was bluffing.  Yet Karen couldn’t seem to resist the lure.  She took timid little steps forward until she stood precisely where Sheila had ordered her to stand. 
 
      
 
    Up to this point, Sheila had been talking in a friendly manner.  Almost like a switch had been flipped, Sheila took Karen’s hand and spoke in a stern voice. 
 
      
 
    “Karen’s been a naughty girl.  She’ll have to be taught a lesson.” 
 
      
 
    With that she pulled Karen over her lap.  Karen was so surprised at the movement that she didn’t even offer any resistance.  Karen gave a little playful giggle.  She felt silly over the knee of her good friend in such a childish position.  Bent over like that she was completely helpless.  She found herself glad that she had worn her favorite leisure dress. She wore it deliberately because it offered full coverage.  She didn’t want to give Cora any ideas.  It was a comfortable peasant dress that fell to her ankles.  At that moment it was very reassuring. 
 
      
 
    The feeling didn’t last very long.  To Karen’s surprise, Sheila spoke an order to the maid. 
 
      
 
    “Cora, lift her dress.” 
 
      
 
    Karen felt the hem of her dress brought up to her neck.  The maid had raised her dress and exposed her panties!  Before she could react to the indignity, Sheila gave the maid another command. 
 
      
 
    “Panties down.” 
 
      
 
    Karen felt the maid’s hands tug at her panties and then pull them all the way down to her ankles.  She felt a rush of anger at the embarrassment.  She could see that the maid had moved next to where her head was positioned.  At the position she was in all she could see was the maid’s legs and her well-polished heels.  Karen managed to summon a protest. 
 
      
 
    “Stop, I don’t want…” 
 
      
 
    She felt a light tap on her right buttock’s cheek.  Oh, she thought, this wasn’t going to be so bad.  Another light tap fell on her left buttock’s cheek.  These were just love-taps!  Sheila spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself naughty girl?” 
 
      
 
    Karen quickly replied. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m…” 
 
      
 
    She felt a hand brush her in a very intimate place.  It caused a tiny little wave of pleasure to ripple through her body.  Sheila now spoke in a stern voice. 
 
      
 
    “Liar!  You’re already damp with lust!” 
 
      
 
    A flurry of love-taps alternated between cheeks.  These were harder than the previous ones.  Karen could feel her bottom warming up.  Again a hand gently brushed her most private place.  This time the touch caused a stronger wave of pleasure and her nipples swelled to firm attention. 
 
      
 
    Karen was embarrassed for herself.  She had responded to Sheila’s titillation like a virgin school girl.  She knew that once her nipples hardened that she would quickly lose control of herself.  It had happened to her before, though usually there was intense lovemaking involved at the moment.  She was a married woman and she felt that a married women shouldn’t be partaking in these sorts of activities even if the spark had faded from her marriage to Brandon.  Her thoughts were interrupted. 
 
      
 
    “Is my mischievous bad girl enjoying herself now?” 
 
      
 
    Realizing what Sheila was trying to do to her, Karen summoned what little resistance she had left.  She wriggled in an attempt to get up. Sheila was quick to put an end to that. 
 
      
 
    “Cora, hold her down.” 
 
      
 
    The maid immediately put her hands on Karen’s shoulders holding her firmly in position.  Now Karen could smell the scent of the maid’s perfume mixed in with the scent of precum.  There was no secret to the fact that the maid was turned on watching Karen being punished.  She found comfort in knowing that the maid was fully chastised.  Or at least she had been told that. 
 
      
 
    There was another flurry of spanks that alternated left to right on Karen’s buttocks.  These were substantially firmer.  They came with a loud smack that caused Karen to flinch and pump her hips in a very immodest motion. 
 
      
 
    Karen realized that she was embarrassing herself, in a very unladylike manner, over the knee of her friend, while the sissy maid hungrily watched her humiliation.  But her initial instincts were correct.  Now she was far too excited to do anything about it.  She no longer had the will to extract herself from the juvenile position that she had allowed herself to be put into. 
 
      
 
    The next feather touch between her legs sent her into a sexual frenzy that needed to be satisfied.  A girl has needs!  Sheila taunted her. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch!  You’re juices flow freely like a Paris whore!  You’re soaking wet!” 
 
      
 
    The next flurry of swats with the paddle smacked Karen’s bottom with a sound that echoed through the room.  Karen couldn’t help herself any longer.  She could hear Sheila laughing with every whack of the paddle that caused Karen’s hips to wildly buck in a manner normally reserved for her husband during straight traditional sex. 
 
      
 
    While the orgasm welled up deep inside her, Karen gazed at the maid’s legs.  They were pretty.  They reminded her of that girl she knew in high school who always wore those short skirts.  Oh, wait, Karen thought.  That was Sheila!  Then there was the time that Sheila tried to… 
 
      
 
    With that thought Karen’s orgasm came to full fruition.  She pumped her hips like a horny tart into Sheila’s lap in an attempt to maximize the pleasure.  She could no longer hear the paddle landing on her rear. 
 
      
 
    Instead all she could hear was Sheila laughing. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 6.  Corner Time 
 
      
 
    It was bad enough that Sheila had humiliated her with a spanking and with a forced orgasm, but then she had made Karen kneel in the corner with her nose against the wall.  Her panties were still down around her ankles and the maid had pinned her dress up so that her red bottom was on display. 
 
      
 
    Karen’s bottom felt like a swarm of bees had stung it.  But Sheila had forbidden her to rub her own bottom for any sort of relief.  Karen was so groggy from her fantastic orgasm that she hadn’t even attempted to resist.  She just did what she had been told to do.  
 
      
 
    She knelt there, nose against the wall, thinking about what had happened to her.  The entire episode had been extremely humiliating, yet intensely exciting.  She had never had an orgasm like the one she had just experienced.  It had been a mind-blowing rush of euphoria that had left her panting and limp like a child’s rag doll longing for more.  She really couldn’t deny it.  The dampness that had dripped onto her inner thighs confirmed it.  If that wasn’t enough, her nipples still hurt from being so hardened for so long while she had thrashed in the throes of passion over Sheila’s lap. 
 
      
 
    Karen felt like a slut who had been ridden hard and then had her brains fucked out.  Oh dear, Karen thought, she had thought the word fuck!  Good girls don’t say that word, yet she had just thought it to herself.  Fuck!  Oh, she said it again!  Yes, she not only felt like a slut, she was a slut.  Her feeble resistance had vaporized like that of a horny teenage girl out on her first date.  A grown woman isn’t supposed to act like that! 
 
      
 
    How could she ever look her husband in the eye after such a breathtaking experience?  By comparison Brandon was, well, there was no other way to say it, wholly inadequate.  He had never done to her what Sheila had managed to accomplish with a paddle and a few well-placed feather-like touches of her hand.  How could she ever look Sheila in the eye again either? 
 
      
 
    Worse than all of that, Sheila’s sissy maid Cora had watched the whole sultry affair unfold.  She could have denied everything had it only been Sheila’s word against her own.  But the maid had seen everything.  The maid was a witness to her humiliation.  Such disgrace!  She could never live it down. 
 
      
 
    Just then she heard Sheila’s voice. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you can come out of the corner now.  I’m sure that you’ve learned your lesson.  Cora, straighten our guest out.” 
 
      
 
    Karen managed to slowly get to her feet.  The maid was standing right there behind her.  The maid carefully bent over and very reverently pulled Karen’s panties back up for her.  Karen was surprised by the burning sensation that was caused by the soft nylon against the warm flesh of her bottom.  It caused her for a moment to forget the indignity of having her friend’s sissy maid tend to her panties for her.  Then the maid unpinned Karen’s dress and allowed it to flow back to her ankles where it belonged.   
 
      
 
    Sheila beckoned Karen over to where she was sitting.  Apparently Sheila had been in the room all along. She had been sitting where she could silently observe Karen, and her glowing red bottom, all the while. 
 
      
 
    “You had better stand here in front of me dear.  I don’t believe that you will be comfortably sitting for quite a while dear.” 
 
      
 
    Karen hadn’t thought about that.  It was obvious that it would sting even more if she were to sit down. More than likely, she would feel the sting of the paddle for days to come.  How could she hide that from Brandon?  She would have to deal with that. 
 
      
 
    Karen could still feel her heated flesh.  Oddly, she found the sensation to be slightly arousing.  She had been left with an orgasmic afterglow that left her wanting to experience more. 
 
      
 
    She stood in front of Sheila like a chastised little girl who had been taught a lesson by a strict schoolmarm. She found that she couldn’t look her friend in the eye.  Sheila spoke first. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll send you on your way to contemplate the blissful feelings that you just had.  I think that you can now understand how a submissive sissy maid feels and why they want to serve us so willingly. 
 
      
 
    I could apply that treatment to you several times leaving you hopelessly addicted to the paddle.  But I won’t.  There is far more to having a sissy maid than just housekeeping. We’ll talk more next time I see you.  Karen, you may go.” 
 
      
 
    With a wave of her hand Sheila sent Karen on her way.  Karen had been spanked and then dismissed by her friend like she was her servant!  How humiliating! Yet she left just like she had been ordered to do. 
 
      
 
    That night Karen couldn’t sleep.  She stayed on her stomach in bed, wide awake, next to Brandon, unable to sleep because her bottom could still feel Sheila’s paddle.  The quiet of the night seemed to intensify the sensations on her bottom.  She found herself feeling unbelievably amorous. She wanted to take Brandon and have him fuck her brains out but she was afraid he would discover that she had been paddled.  How could she ever explain that? 
 
      
 
    There, she had thought that naughty dirty word again!  Fuck!  Had she used the word when she was a little girl she was certain that her mother would have washed her mouth out with soap.  What was becoming of her?  Karen was such a prim and proper woman, yet now she had sex on her mind.  It was all because of Sheila! 
 
      
 
    She found that she couldn’t wait to see Sheila again so that she could find out more about sissy maids and about intense orgasms.  She decided that she would visit Sheila the first thing the very next morning. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 7.  Afterglow 
 
      
 
    This time when Karen knocked on Sheila’s door it was Cora who came to the door and opened it.  The maid led Karen inside where Sheila was seated comfortably in a plush chair.  Sheila smiled and welcomed her friend. 
 
      
 
    “I knew that you would be back this morning.  Didn’t sleep well last night?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila gave a knowing little chuckle that left Karen feeling uncomfortable.  Sheila knew darn will why she hadn’t slept well!  Sheila continued on. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose that you want to know more about sissy maids and more about sexual submission. Pain and humiliation are a strong combination even in moderate doses.  But you know that now, don’t you dear?” 
 
      
 
    Karen flushed with embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I do.  I have to say that it was…pleasant.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was being modestly deceitful.  It wasn’t pleasant sex at all.  It was in fact the very best sex that she had ever hoped to experience.  She came back that morning because she wanted to know how she could experience such euphoria over and over again. Karen was already absolutely hooked.  Sheila gave Karen a disapproving look. 
 
      
 
    “I sense that you are lying to me Karen.  You are going to have to be honest with me or I won’t be able to teach you a thing.  Now tell me the truth.  Did you enjoy yourself yesterday?  Tell me how much you enjoyed yourself.  Was your orgasm everything that you expected it to be?”
  
 
    The maid entered the room pushing the tea cart just in time to hear Karen’s response.  She couldn’t resist a moment longer.  She blurted her words out. 
 
      
 
    “It was the most mind-blowing orgasm that I ever had!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I thought so.  Now just imagine how a sissy maid feels. She not only experiences the same shame and humiliation that you felt, but she has the added humiliation of being dressed up like a common female servant while she experiences it. The sissy maid finds it all quite fulfilling, leaving her longing to serve a Mistress who knows just how to treat her.” 
 
      
 
    Karen looked at Cora and pondered the thought.  No wonder Richard had willingly become Sheila’s maid.  The sexual fulfillment alone was certainly worth whatever menial housework that the maid had to do.  Heck, the way Karen felt at the moment, she would become Sheila’s maid if it meant that she could experience more orgasms like the one she had the day before.  She found herself already aroused at the thought.  Karen’s thoughts were interrupted while Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “The secret is to take little tiny steps all leading up to sexual servitude.  Once your sissy girl is addicted to the thrill you simply teach her how to satisfy you in the manner that you like.  She’ll willingly comply.  I find that the oral servitude that I get from Cora to be simply superb.  She is quite adept with her tongue.” 
 
      
 
    Karen looked over at the maid.  The sissy was standing at attention with her face flushed red.  It had to be humiliating for a guy to be talked about like that by his girlfriend in front of a female friend.  Particularly when dressed up like a woman!  Of course all of that most likely excited the sissy girl.  Karen laughed to herself.  Too bad Cora was wearing that chastity! 
 
      
 
    Sheila broke Karen’s concentration.  It’s all about little baby steps.  Perhaps you would like to experience a little more of that today?  Is that why you came here this morning?” 
 
      
 
    For a moment Karen forgot herself.  She was so horny she couldn’t concentrate.  Her butt was still stinging from yesterday, sending little tiny messages straight to her clitoris.  Her body begged for more. She had to have sex. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I fucking want sex.  More of it!” 
 
      
 
    She put her hand over her mouth.  She had said precisely what she was thinking but she didn’t mean for it to come out that way.  Sheila was surprised. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, did I just hear you say fucking? I’ve known you for years and I’ve never heard you say such a naughty thing.  I always thought that you were a good girl.  A sophisticated housewife like yourself shouldn’t be using such dirty language!  I do believe that now you have potty mouth.  You’ll have to be taught a lesson.” 
 
      
 
    Karen wasn’t sure what had come over her.  She had never spoken like that before yet it had slipped out. 
 
      
 
    Sheila wasn’t about to let the moment get away.  She looked over at the sissy maid. 
 
      
 
    “Cora, restrain the bitch for me.  Give her the potty mouth treatment.  I’m going to change while you take care of her.” 
 
      
 
    Karen had no idea what was going on.  She stood silently while both Sheila and her maid left the room. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 8.  Potty Mouth 
 
      
 
    Karen could hardly believe what she had allowed the sissy maid to do to her.  While she had waited for Sheila to return, the maid had returned and placed a leather collar around her neck and then used leather wrist cuffs to attach her arms to two of the three rings on the collar.  The last ring dangled out in front, right under Karen’s chin.  Once her hands had been restrained out of the way, the maid had pinned her dress completely up and pulled her panties down again. Then the maid had unclipped her bra and repositioned it above her breasts leaving them completely exposed. 
 
      
 
    Karen was so excited that she hadn’t protested in the least.  She felt like a cheap whore, but it didn’t matter at the moment.  She could only wonder what tempting sexual treats were soon to come her way.  Her fragrant musk confirmed precisely what she was thinking.  Karen stood there like that waiting for Sheila, as horny as hell, while the maid stared at her ogling her body like she was a tasty dessert just waiting to be taken.   
 
      
 
    Karen kept reassuring herself that the maid was fully chastised and that while she was exposed, she was still quite safe.  She found a bit of humor in the thought that the maid couldn’t take her even though she was standing right there just waiting to be had.  It was only then that she wondered if she should have resisted the maid.  But it was far too late for that. 
 
      
 
    When Sheila entered the room Karen was stunned by what she saw. Sheila had completely changed clothes.  Now she was wearing a black leather strapless bustier along with black leather daisy-dukes shorts and matching black stiletto heels.  If all of that wasn’t enough to give her the appearance of a strict Dominatrix, the black riding crop that she was holding certainly was. 
 
      
 
    When Karen first saw her, she felt a tremble of lustful desire.  She was ready for another earth-shattering orgasm and this was her opportunity to get it!  The Temptress walked right up to her before she spoke to Cora. 
 
      
 
    “Give me the soap.” 
 
      
 
    The maid handed Sheila a sliver of soap that looked like it had been cut from a full bar of bath soap.  Sheila took the soap and held it right in front of Karen’s face. 
 
      
 
    “This will deal with your fucking potty mouth.  You will open your mouth and I will place this under your tongue.  You will keep it there until it dissolves completely.  If you make any attempt to spit it out there will be severe consequences.  Do you understand me bitch?” 
 
      
 
    Karen was breathless.  She couldn’t even speak.  Instead she nodded her head in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Open.” 
 
      
 
    Karen complied and the Dominatrix placed the soap under Karen’s tongue.  Karen closed her mouth to keep the soap in place.  The foul flavor immediately overwhelmed her taste buds.  All she could think of was how humiliating it was to be punished like a wayward adolescent girl just for saying fuck.   
 
      
 
    Fuck!  There, she thought the word again!  How could she?  She had always been such a good girl. She had never been paddled as a child, let alone had her mouth washed out with soap. Yet there she was, a full-grown woman, with soap in her mouth and a bottom still stinging from a sound paddling she had received the day before. 
 
      
 
    The shame and humiliation of the punishment swirled in her head.  She should never have allowed it! She looked away from Sheila for a moment only to see the sissy maid leering at her naked breasts!  She realized that she was putting on quite a display for the sissy but that only caused her another tingle of wicked excitement.  Damn it!  Fuck!  What was happening to her? 
 
      
 
    Sheila flicked the riding crop over Karen’s breasts.  The touch of the leather caused Karen’s nipples to gorge to a lewd shape.  With her nipples jutting out like those of an eager, willing trollop, Karen responded with a lewd moan when Sheila stroked her willing cunt with the crop.  Sheila was enjoying titillating Karen far too much. 
 
      
 
    “Why Karen, you are becoming such a slut!  You’re already wet and I haven’t even begun to tease you yet.” 
 
      
 
    The Dominatrix casually flicked the tip of Karen’s nipples with her crop.  First the right, then the left, then the right again.  Karen wanted to moan with pleasure, but she didn’t want to give the temptress the satisfaction.  Instead she closed her eyes and felt waves of pleasure ripple through her body with each touch of the crop. 
 
      
 
    When Sheila tired of teasing Karen’s nipples she went behind her and cracked the crop across the horny girl’s bottom.  The sting, definitely enhanced by her previous paddling, caught Karen by surprise.  She flinched in pain while Sheila whipped her bottom several times.  Then the Dominatrix came back around and used her crop to gently pat Karen’s aching clitoris. 
 
      
 
    Karen was dripping with anticipation and shaking with arousal, so much so that her legs could barely support her.  Sheila noticed her trembling and thought that she had warmed up her friend more than enough for the moment. 
 
      
 
    “Now Karen, I’m going to show you the true value of a sissy maid.  Cora, attach the leash please.” 
 
      
 
    The maid clipped a leather leash to the metal ring that was on the front of Karen’s collar. Then she gave the leash to Sheila.  The Dominatrix gave a tug on the leash. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    It’s not like Karen had a choice.  With her panties down at her ankles, Karen was forced to take little tiny steps, otherwise she would have tripped.  The Temptress led Karen down a hallway to her bedroom, with maid Cora close behind. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 9.  Morning Delight 
 
      
 
    When they got to the bedroom, Sheila took a long look at Karen.  The normally sophisticated appearing woman was completely disheveled.  Her face was flushed red with arousal.  With her panties down at her ankles, with her bra unhooked, with her dress pinned up, and with her hands clipped to her collar she looked like a bawdy whore just begging to be fucked senseless. 
 
      
 
    The Temptress sat on the bed and issued instructions to her maid. 
 
      
 
    “I think we’ve heard enough lewd noises.  Silence her.  Put the leather penis gag on her.” 
 
      
 
    The maid approached Karen with a leather penis gag.  The maid didn’t even have to ask.  Karen was so aroused that she opened her mouth willingly and allowed the maid to insert the penis gag.  The rubber phallus pressed down on Karen’s tongue. Underneath her tongue, the soap was still slowly dissolving leaving a foul taste in her mouth. Then the maid fastened the gag behind Karen’s head ensuring that the soap couldn’t leave Karen’s mouth and that she couldn’t utter a word. 
 
      
 
    While the maid was busy inserting the penis gag, Sheila had found a pair of scissors.  She handed them to the maid and gave a short command. 
 
      
 
    “Full cutdown.” 
 
      
 
     The maid immediately dropped to her knees and used the scissors to cut off Karen’s panties.  Then to Karen’s amazement, the maid began cutting on her dress.  The dress had been one of her favorites.  It had been a fancy blue lace chiffon that she had purchased from an exclusive dress shop downtown.  She had worn it because it made her feel sexy.  In seconds, it dropped to the floor in shorn pieces.  After the maid cut the straps on her bra and removed her heels, Karen stood naked in stunned silence. 
 
      
 
    The maid took a moment to take a long look at Karen’s nude body.  Karen was a married woman, but she had kept herself in good shape. Yoga classes can do that.  But she still felt ashamed to be treated like a sex object that was on display for the maid’s pleasure.  Sheila also looked on, but all Karen could think was that she was glad that the maid was in chastity.  Then she thought more of it.  She was in chastity too, right? 
 
      
 
    The maid seemed to know exactly what to do next.  Karen mused that Sheila must have done all of this before with other women.  Regardless, her interest was piqued.  She couldn’t wait to see what was next. 
 
      
 
    The maid brought out the same wooden chair that Sheila had sat in when she spanked Karen the previous day.  The maid had Karen sit down.  The cold hard wooden chair didn’t make Karen’s bottom feel any better, but at least she wasn’t standing anymore.  Now she was facing the bed where Sheila sat casually taking in Karen’s humiliation. 
 
      
 
    The maid then went to a dresser drawer and took out several lengths of rope. In no time at all, Karen was tied to the chair with her legs spread wide apart and with rope under her breasts pushing them firmly up with her nipples jutting obscenely out. 
 
      
 
    Karen had no choice but to sit still while the maid put the final piece in place—an antique full length cheval mirror.  From where the mirror was placed, Karen could see herself tied securely to the chair.  She was barely recognizable.  Karen stared at the naked woman with her mouth gagged and with her hair bedroom tousled.  Her legs were tied wide apart giving a clear view of her glistening pussy.  She was hardly the vision of the prim and proper woman she liked to appear to be.  Nevertheless, she found her degrading position to be strangely erotic. 
 
      
 
     She also had a clear view of the bed where Sheila was watching her.  Karen decided that she had not recognized her friend for what she was.  Sheila was not a Dominatrix at all.  No, Sheila was a Humiliatrix—she was clearly fully enjoying putting Karen through her paces in a most humiliating manner.  Sheila was being pleasured by humiliating her maid and Karen! 
 
      
 
    With all of the bondage completed, Karen had nothing to focus her mind on other than Sheila, the image of the bound woman in the mirror and the awful taste of soap that permeated her gagged mouth. 
 
      
 
    She decided that Sheila had pushed her too far.  After all, she was a married woman who certainly didn’t play kinky sex games!  She tried to tell Sheila to let her go. Instead, trying to talk just caused her to make a muffled noise and to suck on the penis gag that was secured in her mouth. Sucking on the penis gag just made the soapy taste that much more disgusting. 
 
      
 
    Sheila grinned at her subdued friend.  Then she turned to Cora and uttered just two words. 
 
      
 
    “Pleasure me.” 
 
      
 
    The maid dropped to her knees in front of Sheila.  Then the maid reverently removed the Humiliatrix’s daisy-dukes and her thong panties.  Then, after Sheila repositioned herself, the maid buried her head in Sheila’s clean shaven love nest and began to orally serve her. 
 
      
 
    Karen could hardly believe her eyes.  Yet she couldn’t manage to divert them from the obscene display of homage that the maid was paying to the Humiliatrix.  The maid seemed to know precisely how to maximize Sheila’s pleasure.  She slowly, tenderly, caressed every part of Sheila’s willing genitalia while Sheila tried to scream and moan behind her gag in a sexual frenzy. 
 
      
 
    Karen found the scene intensely erotic.  She wanted to join in but she was helpless to do so.  She pulled at her bonds, but they held firm.  She watched herself struggle helplessly in the mirror, trying desperately to find a way to pleasure herself. 
 
      
 
    It was of no use. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 10.  Aftertaste 
 
      
 
    The maid managed to bring the Humiliatrix to three shuddering orgasms before both Mistress and maid collapsed in exhaustion. Sheila fell into a blissful sleep while the maid left the room so her Mistress could peacefully enjoy her afterglow. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile Karen was still securely bound to the chair.  The soap had finally fully dissolved in her mouth, leaving her with a nasty aftertaste that she was sure would never go away.  She reasoned that one can’t drink water to rid oneself of a soapy mouth.  Even if she could, that would only make the taste worse.  It was no wonder that the punishment was so effective on children! 
 
      
 
     She looked at herself in the mirror.  She saw a frustrated, poorly groomed, naked woman who longed for sex but was unable to even pleasure herself.  How had she come to this? 
 
      
 
    Karen had no idea how long she sat there daydreaming about an orgasm that wasn’t to be hers. Finally, Sheila stirred and woke up.  Sheila left the room and sent the maid in to release Karen from her quandary.  Karen thought that her ordeal was over but there was even more humiliation to be heaped upon her. 
 
      
 
    When Karen was released from the chair by the maid she found herself wondering how she was going to get home.  After all, her clothes were in tatters on the floor.  She was so absorbed with the problem that she didn’t notice that the maid was busy securing her in a substantial chastity belt.  Then, not only could she not touch her own sex, but the maid put her into a metal chastity bra that was secured by a locking metal band and chains that went around her neck.  The metal cups would prevent her from touching her nipples. The metal around her waist that held the metal strap between her legs would keep her hands away from her own sex.  It would be impossible to masturbate herself even when she got home! 
 
      
 
    Karen wanted to protest, but the penis gag was still in place and her wrists were still secured to her collar.  It was only after the maid was finished securing Karen in full chastity that Sheila appeared back in the bedroom.  The Humiliatrix took a long condescending look at her victim before she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Karen dear, you have gotten yourself into quite a predicament.  You’ll have to be careful when you pee or that chastity will make quite a mess. Did you enjoy yourself today?” 
 
      
 
    Karen realized that Sheila was about through with her for the day.  Her mind raced with the indignity of the situation.  Sheila wouldn’t! She couldn’t!  How could she ever hope to hide her chastity from Brandon?  How could he not notice?  What would he say?  How could she explain it?  Sheila brought her back to reality. 
 
      
 
    “Well dear, did you?” 
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t believe how her voice responded. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it was awesome!” 
 
      
 
    “That is another lesson for you. Sissy maids enjoy teasing and denial just like what you received today.  Heavenly, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila was right.  Karen did feel a peculiar contentment from the long teasing session. She wanted an orgasm, but she was satisfied to be put in chastity.  The euphoria she was feeling was similar to an orgasm but at the same time it felt different.  She didn’t want the feeling to ever end. 
 
      
 
    The maid came into the bedroom carrying a complete French maid outfit.  The skimpy uniform even came with a lace apron and lace cap.  It even included racy lingerie to go with it.  Karen’s eyes widened when she realized what was going to happen.  Sheila gave a haughty laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Yes dear, it’s for you. We can’t send you home in just your chastity now, can we?” 
 
      
 
    There was nothing that Karen could do.  She stood still while the maid tied her into a corset, clipped stockings on her garters, zipped her into the dress, put a lace cap on her disheveled hair, and then tied an apron on her.  It was only after the maid had her step into a pair of six-inch stilettos that the maid unclipped her wrists from the collar.  The maid left her collar in place. 
 
      
 
    All the while Karen watched herself being transformed into a French tart in the cheval mirror.  The thing about a French maid outfit is that every woman looks like a strumpet in one.  Karen was no different.  How could she possibly go home looking like that? 
 
      
 
    She had no choice.  Cora led her to the door and opened it for her.  Karen wobbled on her stilettos when she went out the door. She certainly wasn’t used to wearing heels that high.   
 
      
 
    Karen felt completely and utterly humiliated.  She looked like a French tart, her mouth was filled with the awful taste of soap, and her bottom stung from her spanking.  She couldn’t wait until she got home so she could get out of the outfit and rinse her mouth out.  She knew that there wasn’t much she could do about her bottom.  
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 11.  A Short Lesson 
 
      
 
    For Karen, it was a long drive home. She had been given strict orders by Sheila not to remove her maid cap until she arrived at her home. Karen was so self-conscious that along the way she kept looking at the other drivers to see if they noticed how she looked.  She wasn’t a maid and she certainly wasn’t a French tart! 
 
      
 
    The Humiliatrix had found a way to humiliate her even more than she had by giving her a bare bottom spanking.  She had sent her out in public looking like a tawdry French maid!  Karen was relieved when she finally pulled the car into the garage and closed the door behind her.  Fortunately Brandon wasn’t home when she arrived so she could change clothes without him ever seeing her. 
 
      
 
    Karen changed into jeans and a sweater in order to hide the bulky chastity restraints.  The maid uniform found its way to the back of the closet where it would be well hidden.  There was no reason to allow Brandon to get even a hint of what she had been doing behind his back. 
 
      
 
    Of course she was still stuck in chastity.  She tugged at the metal constraints and she found that they were actually quite secure.  Had she not been married, and had she not already been well-fucked, she could easily have remained a virgin for life in it.  If the flame in her marriage hadn’t gone totally out, then the chastity belt would surely extinguish anything that was left of it.  She had to face the facts.  Her sex was firmly locked away and wasn’t coming back out unless Sheila allowed it to.  Her situation was driving her crazy. 
 
      
 
    Again that night Karen had trouble sleeping.  Brandon hadn’t noticed her chastity, so her secret was safe.  She had concealed everything under a cotton nightgown.  But she was still as horny as hell.  Like most nights he hadn’t even touched her.  Oh, how Karen longed for mind-blowing sex!  One little goodnight kiss and that was it.  Really? In her condition?  She had to find a way to do something about it.  By the time the sun came up she knew that she had to visit Sheila again—if only to plead with her to remove her chastity belt. 
 
      
 
    That next morning Karen went straight over to Sheila’s without even eating breakfast.  This time Karen wore an older dress just in case things got out of hand again. She wasn’t about to trust another Armani to Sheila and her kinky sissy maid!  Again the maid answered the door when Karen knocked. 
 
      
 
    Sheila had Cora prepare a light breakfast for the ladies.  After they ate, and the maid was busy cleaning up, Sheila sat with Karen and they talked.  For Karen, it was time to get down to business. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila, I have to ask, do you plan on removing my chastity today?  I really need…” 
 
      
 
    Sheila interrupted her. 
 
      
 
    “No sweetie, hadn’t even given it a thought.” 
 
      
 
    “But…”  
 
      
 
    “But what?  I put you in chastity to encourage you.  I have the feeling that it’s doing the job.  I can tell by those rosy cheeks of yours.  Does Karen need her fancy tickled?  I bet she does!” 
 
      
 
    The sarcasm that dripped from that remark didn’t help Karen feel any better in the least.  Sheila continued right on.   
 
      
 
    “Now you know precisely how sissy maids feel in uniform and why they are so interested in serving us.  You did say that you didn’t think that you could put Brandon in a maid uniform, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Karen knew that she had alluded to not being able to imagine her husband working like a housemaid for her.  So she nodded in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Yes I did.  I know it would be difficult and I can’t even imagine it.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well, no problem. No problem at all.  That’s where the encouragement comes in.  I’m not going to let you out of chastity until I see Brandon, all dressed up like a sweet girl in a maid uniform, serving us a nice dinner.  Until then, you’ll just have to become accustomed to your new underwear.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila pulled on the gold chain necklace that was around her neck that brought a key out that had been hidden in her cleavage.  She held the key up so that Karen could see it. Then she let the key dangle back down inside her blouse where it nestled safely in her bra.  
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t believe what she had heard.  She was going to be held sexually hostage until she turned her husband into her maid!  She almost managed to protest. 
 
      
 
    “But…but…” 
 
      
 
    Sheila interrupted her. 
 
      
 
    “That’s quite enough!  I don’t want to hear it.  Your lesson is over for now.  Back home with you, and get started on that husband of yours.  He should be very convincing with that mousy little voice he has.  I’m sure you can’t wait to see him in uniform!” 
 
      
 
    Karen thought for a moment.  Her mind envisioned her husband eagerly tending to housekeeping duties.  She could live with that. 
 
      
 
    He did have a rather feminine voice… 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 12.  Breakfast Is Served 
 
      
 
    When Karen returned home she had difficulty concentrating.  She was all too well aware that her sex was locked away and that she wasn’t likely to be freed any time soon.  How in the world does a wife get started turning her husband into her maid?  She had no idea. 
 
      
 
    By the time they went to bed that evening Karen was so sexually frustrated that she knew that she had to try something.  Desperation can do that to a girl! 
 
      
 
    They had just gone to bed when Karen tried to be coy bringing up the subject. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, do you remember meeting my friend Sheila?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon hadn’t seen her lately, but he still remembered Karen’s friend.  He had dated her and at one-point things had become serious between them.  But when he met Karen he had broken up with Sheila.  He smiled.  He remembered Sheila to be was an attractive woman who was easy on the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, what about her?” 
 
      
 
    “Well I ran into her the other day, and we had tea together.” 
 
      
 
    Karen thought it best to leave out the part about the wine.  She continued on. 
 
      
 
    “Can you believe that Sheila doesn’t do any housework?  She has a lovely maid who sees to everything for her.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s nice dear.  Don’t even think about it. We can’t afford a maid.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was incensed.  So he thought that she was the maid?  How dare him!  She snapped at Brandon, using the time-honored complaint that she shared with many women who had come before her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so you think that I’m a maid? Maybe you’d like to be a maid for a while and see how it feels!” 
 
      
 
    But Brandon didn’t hear her.  He had simply turned over and he had fallen asleep.  That only served to infuriate Karen that much more.  Ignoring her only added to the frustration that her chastity was already providing her with. 
 
      
 
    Karen was so aroused that she couldn’t sleep that night.  Not for a moment.  The chastity prevented her from finding any relief from the arousal that kept her wide awake.  She spent the time staring off into the darkness and planning how she was going to get Brandon to not only help her with housework, but to do so wearing a maid uniform. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Saturday, they were both home from work.  Karen was exhausted because she had not slept at all.  She went into the kitchen and sat down at the table still half asleep.  When Brandon came in Karen was far too tired to prepare breakfast.  Without giving much thought to what she was saying, she gave an order to Brandon. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, you make breakfast this morning.  I’m too tired.” 
 
      
 
    Karen always made all of the meals so she wasn’t expecting Brandon to be very accommodating.  To her surprise, Brandon had no problem with that.   
 
      
 
    “Sure honey.  Are scrambled eggs with sausage okay with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that would be great.  Just what I need.” 
 
      
 
    Karen watched with re-energized interest while Brandon prepared breakfast.  Brandon even poured orange juice for her before he sat down to eat breakfast with her.  It was actually the first time since they were married that Brandon had prepared a meal for her. She wondered, why does everything taste so much better when someone else makes a meal for you? 
 
      
 
    When they finished eating, Brandon left the dishes on the table for Karen to clean up.  The pans were still on the stove along with the utensils that Brandon had used.  She looked at the mess that Brandon had left behind while he walked out of the room.  She managed to whisper her hope out loud.  She spoke softly with a touching whimper. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, are you going to help me clean up?” 
 
      
 
    But Brandon was already out of the room.  He didn’t hear a word.  Instead he had left Karen to clean up the mess he had left by herself. 
 
      
 
    She wondered if it would have been too much to ask of Brandon to help clean up.  She could have called out to Brandon, but she decided not to push her luck.  While Karen cleaned up the dishes, she was still encouraged.  After all, he had prepared breakfast for her.  She had a flicker of hope that, just perhaps, she could still find a way to get Brandon in uniform. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 13.  Laundry Night 
 
      
 
    By Sunday night Karen was scheming for a way to get Brandon to do more housework.  She had spent so much time with Sheila that week that she hadn’t done any laundry.  So she had an extraordinary amount of laundry waiting to be done.  She was finishing up folding the last wash when Brandon walked by the laundry room. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m getting tired.  I could sure use a hand.  Could you please help me out?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon came nearer and Karen handed him a pile of folded towels. 
 
      
 
    “These just go in the bathroom closet.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, glad to help.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon took the towels off he went to put them away.  Then he came back. 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything else that you need?” 
 
      
 
    Of course there was!  Karen picked up a stack of her jeans with her intimates on top and held them out for Brandon.  Her clean panties rested on top of the bras.  A couple of pairs of panties slipped off the stack and dropped to the floor.  Karen immediately took advantage of the situation.  Instead of putting down what she had in her hands, she kept the rest of the load in her hands so that she couldn’t get to the panties herself. 
 
      
 
    “Could you get those for me sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon picked up both pair of panties and held them out.  Karen couldn’t very well take them, she had her hands full! 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, could you fold them for me and put them on top?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon was clearly uncomfortable folding the panties, but he complied anyway.  When he finished, he placed them on the top of the clothes that Karen still held.  Karen then presented the clothes to Brandon. 
 
      
 
    “Put these away for me dear.  While I get started with dishes you can come back here and put the rest of these clothes away.” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you sweetie!” 
 
      
 
    Brandon went off to put her clothes away while Karen went into the kitchen.  While she loaded the dishwasher she watched out of the corner of her eyes while Brandon obediently put all the remainder of the laundry away just like she had ordered.  She wondered if he had any idea where things went.  She decided that it didn’t matter.  She could show him later. 
 
      
 
    Karen realized that having Brandon help out was the start of a good thing.  Just like that she could see the possibilities. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 14.  Being Helpful 
 
      
 
    In the week that followed, Karen continued to give Brandon chores to do around the house.  First she had him putting dishes away, then putting more laundry away, and even running an errand to the store for her. In every case, Brandon did precisely what she asked him to do.  His obedience only served to embolden Karen. 
 
      
 
    When Saturday came again, Karen asked Brandon to wash the kitchen floor.  When he filled a bucket and brought out a mop Karen told him that he was doing it wrong.  She insisted that he get down on his hands and knees to wash the floor.  Of course she would never wash the floor down on her hands and knees, but she wondered if he would do it for her.  It was a test to see what he would do if she asked him. 
 
      
 
    Much to her amazement, he complied!  Karen stood nearby and watched with her arms crossed in front of her making sure the floor was perfectly cleaned.  Brandon, down on his hands and knees, went into every corner of the kitchen.  He even doubled back over a few spots where Karen pointed out that he had missed. 
 
      
 
    Karen was ecstatic. She couldn’t believe how easy it had been to get Brandon to wash the kitchen floor.  She was so excited that she decided to push him further. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, the bathroom floors need to be washed too.  Would you be a dear and do them for me?” 
 
      
 
    When Brandon picked up the bucket to move to the first bathroom he splashed a bit of water.  Karen immediately took notice. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute honey.” 
 
      
 
    She returned a bit later holding a pink pinafore apron—the frilly one she always used when she cleaned house. 
 
      
 
    “You wouldn’t want to get your clothes wet dear.  Let me put this on you.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon’s face reddened while she tied the clearly feminine apron around his waist holding it in place with a big bow in back.  He felt silly putting on a garment that his wife always wore when housekeeping.  He was well aware that from the front it looked like he was wearing a dress over his clothes.  He knew that in back, there was a pretty pink bow that Karen had tightly tied.  Now, dressed in the pretty apron, Brandon went off to the bathrooms to wash the floors just like she had instructed. 
 
      
 
    When Brandon emerged from washing the floors in both bathrooms, the apron was crinkled and had water spots on it.  Karen immediately took notice. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you got your apron dirty.  You’ll need to wash that and give it a quick iron. In the meantime, there is another apron in the utility closet.  Fetch one before you do the laundry.” 
 
      
 
    Without giving it much thought, Brandon went straight to the closet and changed into a clean apron.  Then he started in on the laundry.  Karen smiled her approval.  This was going to be easy! 
 
      
 
    When Brandon took his apron out of the dryer and set up the ironing board, Karen suppressed a giggle.  When he began ironing the apron Karen could hardly contain her glee.  He looked so sweet! 
 
      
 
    Karen enjoyed herself so much that day that she just had to do something to make the arrangement permanent.  While Brandon did the housework, she had been reading a romance novel.  She only put her kindle down occasionally to do quality control inspections on her new housekeeper.  It had been like heaven! 
 
      
 
    She did make dinner that evening, but she had Brandon clean up.  Afterwards they sat together and Karen made her move. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I was thinking. I just got a big raise at work, and I know you don’t like your job very much.” 
 
      
 
    She knew that he didn’t like his job. She knew that he had no idea how much money she made because they kept separate accounts.  The fact was, she hadn’t gotten a raise, but he didn’t know that! He agreed with her. 
 
      
 
    “I really don’t like my job.  The boss has been terrible.” 
 
      
 
    “So I was thinking.  You don’t really have to work anymore.  We don’t need your income.  Why don’t you just quit that job and stay home and then you can do all of the housekeeping work?  That way you can say goodbye to that awful job and I won’t have to clean the house anymore.  What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause while Brandon absorbed the proposition.  Then he gave a rather indignant response. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to stay home and do all the housework?  You might just as well put me in a dress and treat me like some sort of maid!” 
 
      
 
    Karen was disappointed.  She thought it would be easier than that.  She snapped at him. 
 
      
 
    “Well you just spent the whole day doing housework.  I thought you enjoyed it.  Besides, what’s wrong with wearing a dress?  I wear them all the time.  I suppose you’ve never worn one before.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon might have gotten off without housekeeping duty because Karen was frustrated and had no idea what to say next.  Except after she spoke his face flushed a deep red. He could feel the heat spread across his cheeks.  Brandon was in trouble now because there was one thing that Karen knew about him that had been true from the moment she had met Brandon.  She could always tell when he was lying. 
 
      
 
    There was silence again before Karen realized what his flushed face meant.  Then she smiled.  She had him right where she wanted him!  Then she reeled him in with the most sarcastic tone that she could summon. 
 
      
 
    “You have worn a dress before, haven’t you!” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 15.  Apprehended 
 
      
 
    It was the one secret that Brandon had kept from his wife.  In fact he had never told a soul about the most humiliating moment in his life.  He wasn’t about to share the whole story now either.  He thought that if he denied it that Karen would leave him alone. 
 
      
 
    “No Karen, I’ve never worn…” 
 
      
 
    She cut him right off.  Now she mustered up the most demanding tone that she could. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t lie to me mister.  I can see that you are lying.  You know I can always tell when you are being deceitful and right now you being dishonest with me.  I want the truth. Give me the whole story right now!” 
 
      
 
    Brandon knew that he was trapped.  He really didn’t want to tell Karen the story, but he had no choice. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, fine.  But only if you promise not to laugh.” 
 
      
 
    “Promise.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon squirmed a bit before he continued.  He decided that perhaps he would just leave out a few parts and that would make it easier. 
 
      
 
    Karen new that this was going to be juicy so she patiently waited for him to speak.  Finally, he summoned up the courage. 
 
      
 
    “I was only sixteen years old at the time.  My Mother was at work and my younger sister Lorraine was visiting her best friend Donna.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon found that he was so embarrassed that he couldn’t look at Karen while he told the story.  He fixed his eyes down at the floor.  Karen knew that this just had to be good!  She couldn’t wait to hear the rest. 
 
      
 
    “Well, go on, don’t stop there!” 
 
      
 
    Now Brandon was speaking in a whisper.  Secrets are best shared in a whisper so that was fine with Karen. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why, I suppose that I was just curious. Anyway, I went into my sister’s bedroom and I rummaged through her panty drawer.  I guess I just wanted to know her secrets and I thought if she had any they would be under her panties.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was loving this.  Things couldn’t be going any better!  She could tell this was difficult for her husband to confess.  He sounded like a meek little boy confessing to his Mommy.  So this time she spoke in a much more understanding voice.  
 
      
 
    “Go on, I’m listening.” 
 
      
 
    “I had never held nylon panties in my hands before.  I had seen panties before but I had never touched a pair.  The fabrics were so soft!  She had a scented sachet in her drawer and the panties had such a wonderful fragrance.  I couldn’t help myself.  I held a pair of panties to my face to sniff the fragrance.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon stopped there.  He really didn’t want to continue.  His face burned from embarrassment.  He hoped that Karen would leave it at that.  Of course there was no way that Karen was going to let him stop there.  She wanted to know the whole humiliating story from start to finish.  This was even better than she could have possibly hoped for.  She urged him on. 
 
      
 
    “I’m waiting.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon reluctantly continued. 
 
      
 
    “The scent was a real turn-on.  Then, I don’t really know why, I decided that I had to know what it felt like to wear the panties.  So I took my clothes off and slipped into a pair.” 
 
      
 
    Karen wanted to laugh for joy.  Visions of her own housekeeping maid danced in her head.  But she managed to maintain her composure.  Instead she kept a serious, yet understanding, expression on her face.  She knew that she was learning a deep dark secret that had been kept from her.  Her understanding whisper was barely audible. 
 
      
 
    “I know.  It’s okay. You can tell me.  I understand.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon didn’t look up.  He took a deep breath and continued. 
 
      
 
    “They felt so soft.  I was just curious.  I wanted to know more. She had a lace bra, garter belt, and stockings all in the drawer under her panties.  I put them on, one piece at a time.  When I looked in the mirror I couldn’t believe how I had changed.  I looked like a girl!  So I decided to put on one of her dresses.  It was a short little red thing that I had seen her wear many times.  It looked perfect on me.” 
 
      
 
    You could hear a pin drop while Brandon continued to confess his secret that had been hidden, even from his wife, for years. 
 
      
 
    “By then I was so turned on by it all, I couldn’t stop.  I couldn’t help myself.  She had a long black wig that she had used one Halloween.  I felt a shiver of excitement when I put it on.  Then I went over to her vanity.  I made myself up the best that I could.  I did my eyes, I used her blush, and I even used her pink lipstick.  The final step was putting on a pair of her heels.  They were red to match my dress.  The height felt strange, but they were exciting too because my legs were held in a different position, just like I had seen girls standing.  Then I stood in front of her full-length mirror and I just gazed at myself.  The transformation was incredible.  My heart was pounding and I could feel precum in my panties.  It felt so good that I could have stood there gazing at myself forever.” 
 
      
 
    Again Brandon stopped to try and calm himself. Karen tried to encourage him. 
 
      
 
    “I can just imagine.  I’ll bet you looked great.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon gave a weak smile. 
 
      
 
    “I thought so at the time. But then things came crashing down on me. I didn’t hear my sister come home with her girlfriend.  They both came up to her room and they caught me red-handed standing there admiring myself in the mirror.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 16.  Maid Betsy 
 
      
 
    Karen contemplated just how humiliating that must have been for a sixteen-year-old boy to be caught wearing his younger sister’s cloths in her room. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my gosh, what did they say?  
 
      
 
    A single tear formed in Brandon’s eye while he continued. 
 
      
 
    “My sister Lorraine and her best friend Donna both saw me at the same time.  They laughed hysterically and they teased me for dressing up like a girl.  It was so humiliating.  I tried to run out of the room but they blocked the doorway.” 
 
      
 
    The mental image of Brandon in his sister’s clothes being restrained by two younger girls was too much for Karen.  She managed to put her hand over her mouth to cover her grin. 
 
      
 
    Brandon didn’t notice.  He continued right on. 
 
      
 
    “Lorraine was able to take all of my boy clothes away while Donna kept me in the room.  Then they made me come downstairs and sit with me between them on the sofa until my Mother came home from work.” 
 
      
 
    “You were still dressed up like a girl?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.  They kept teasing me and saying things like they had to take me shopping for more clothes.  They even gave me a name and they kept calling me by it.” 
 
      
 
    Karen just had to know. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a name?  What was it?” 
 
      
 
    “Donna thought of it.  She said that I was a sissy.  She said that since I looked like a girl that I should have a girl’s name.  She called me Betsy.  Then Lorraine called me Betsy too.  I begged them to stop, but they kept calling me Betsy and they kept me dressed like that until my Mother came home from work.” 
 
      
 
    “What happened then?” 
 
      
 
    “All the laughing stopped.  Lorraine said that I had invaded her privacy and that she was humiliated when her friend saw me in her clothes.  Lorraine said that they tried to get me to change clothes but that I wouldn’t. They said that I liked dressing up like a girl.  I said that wasn’t true.  Donna backed up her story.  She said they tried to convince me to change clothes but I wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    Mom agreed with Lorraine’s version of the story.  She decided that I had to be punished for getting into Lorraine’s things and for lying about it.  Mom was very firm regarding what she had in mind.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon paused for a moment.  It was clear that he was extremely humiliated by having to retell the story.  But Karen was enjoying it immensely so she prodded him to continue.  Karen could see that the longer Brandon spoke the better her odds were of getting the maid that she coveted. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay sweetie.  Take a moment before you continue.  What did you say your Mother had in mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Mom said that if I was dressed like a girl that I should be punished like a little girl.  Then Lorraine chimed in that since I was really a girl I that I should be called Betsy.  Then Mom said that Betsy was going to get a spanking. 
 
      
 
    I begged and I pleaded not to be spanked while Lorraine and Donna giggled at my fate.  Mom wouldn’t have any part of my pleading.  She took her wooden hairbrush out of her purse and before I knew it she took me over her lap.  Then things got even worse.” 
 
      
 
    Karen’s eyes grew wide.  What a delightful story!   She couldn’t wait to hear more about it. 
 
      
 
    “Worse?  Tell me everything about it!” 
 
      
 
    A single tear formed in Brandon’s eye and trickled down his left cheek. Then he continued his story. 
 
      
 
    “It was so humiliating.  Mom pulled my dress up and then…” 
 
      
 
    Brandon stopped for a moment. Karen urged him on. 
 
      
 
    “Then what?  Don’t leave me hanging!” 
 
      
 
    With great difficulty, Brandon managed to go on. 
 
      
 
    “…Then she pulled my panties down.  Lorraine and Donna laughed with glee while my Mother spanked me like a little girl until I cried.  She lectured me about a girl’s privacy and she punctuated every word with the smack of her hairbrush.  That hairbrush really stung! 
 
      
 
    When she finished I had to stand up. Mom made me thank her for spanking me.  She told me that since I was such a naughty girl that I couldn’t call her Mom.  She made me use her first name.  I had to address her properly with Madam Gloria.  Then I had to say “Thank You Madam Gloria for giving me the spanking that I so richly deserved.  I’m so sorry that I lied to you.” 
 
      
 
    Then, with my panties still down, I was told to hold my dress up in front of the girls and to apologize to Lorraine for what I had done.  I had to say “I’m so sorry Miss Lorraine for dressing in your clothes.”  Then I had to apologize to Donna. I said “I’m so sorry for being naughty in your presence Miss Donna.” 
 
      
 
    Right after that, Miss Donna added another level of humiliation.  She noticed that I was fully erect from all of the humiliation.  She pointed to my penis and she pointed out that I had enjoyed my spanking.  Again the girls laughed hilariously at my predicament. Then Mom made me stand in the corner, dress up and panties down, for well over an hour. 
 
      
 
    I had to listen to my sister and her friend Donna while they talked about what they had seen and how they had to tell all of their friends about me.  After that day, I was teased for months by their friends.  Every time they saw me they would call me Betsy. 
 
      
 
    Of course I learned my lesson, and I never again went into my sister’s bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    Karen smiled and tried to sound sympathetic.  It wasn’t easy.  A younger sister watching her older brother get paddled is every girl’s dream!  Karen had to work hard not to laugh at the beauty of it. 
 
      
 
    “I can understand why you felt so humiliated.  It was a difficult way to learn an important lesson for sure.  Have you ever worn female clothing again since that day?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not ever.” 
 
      
 
    “But you were excited by wearing your sister’s clothes, right?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon nodded his head.  Then he whispered softly. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was intrigued by the whole episode.  She really wanted to know more, secretly hoping there was much more to the story. 
 
      
 
    “Just out of curiosity, whatever happened to Donna?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I think that she became a realtor. I understand from Lorraine that she is quite successful but I haven’t seen her since we got married.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that the whole story?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon hesitated before he continued. 
 
      
 
    “Not exactly.  I left out a part.  When Mom finally let me out of the corner she took me by the hand back into the laundry room.  There was a full week of dirty clothes in several piles on the floor.  She told me that girls had to do laundry and that since I was her daughter Betsy, she was going to teach me how.” 
 
      
 
    Now Karen was very interested. 
 
      
 
    “Really?  Tell me more about that.”  
 
      
 
    Brandon had no idea what Karen was thinking.  In his mind she was just being sympathetic.  In fact, she was making mental notes regarding how she planned on treating him.  So Brandon just kept talking without realizing the consequences of what he was saying. 
 
      
 
    “She tied a pink apron on me and then she had me put on a pair of pink rubber gloves.  Then she showed me how to sort clothes and how to run the washer and dryer.  She kept calling me Betsy while she taught me the finer points. 
 
      
 
    After that she told me that I had to hand-wash all of the lingerie.  She said that while I was working that I should think long and hard about what I had done and about how improper it was to go into a girl’s room and to wear her clothes. 
 
      
 
    It seemed like there was a mountain of panties, bras and pantyhose from both Mom and Lorraine from the whole week.  She stood there while I took each item, one by one, and dutifully hand-washed it in the laundry sink.  Lorraine and Donna even peeked in a couple of times to watch while I rinsed out the panties and carefully hung them on the drying rack. 
 
      
 
    When I finally finished, Mom said that if she ever caught me in my sister’s clothes again that she would have me doing all the laundry in the house every week for my punishment.”  
 
      
 
    Karen tried to hide her glee. 
 
      
 
    “I see.  She certainly taught you a lesson!” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 17.  Scheming 
 
      
 
    That night Karen still couldn’t sleep.  She had been turned on by his story and she was still horny from the thought of Brandon being spanking while wearing his sister’s clothes.  She would have loved to have seen that!   
 
      
 
    When Brandon came to bed, Karen decided that she should take action.  She had never realized how submissive that Brandon might really be.  Just imagine a boy allowing himself to be kept dressed up like a girl and then spanked by his Mother in front of his sister and her girlfriend! 
 
      
 
    He had even admitted to her that he had been turned on by the humiliation.  There was no denying it.  The truth was that Brandon could easily be manipulated by a woman.  It appeared that the key was to get him into feminine clothes and then she could have her maid! 
 
      
 
    Both of them were in bed and the room was dark when Karen spoke.  She didn’t ask him what he wanted.  Instead she told him what she wanted. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I want you to resign your position at work first thing in the morning.  You’ll be staying home from now on.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon couldn’t believe what she had said.  He hardly knew what to say, but certainly she couldn’t tell him what to do. 
 
      
 
    “But Karen…” 
 
      
 
    Karen summoned her strictest tone, the way a boss might talk to an employee. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, I wasn’t asking you.  I’m telling you what I want you to do.  Are you questioning me?” 
 
      
 
    There was silence in the darkness of the bedroom.  After several minutes had passed Brandon finally spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Does that mean I’m going to be doing some housework?” 
 
      
 
    In the darkened room Brandon couldn’t see the big smile on Karen’s face. 
 
      
 
    “No dear, you won’t be doing some housework.  You’ll be doing all of the housework.  Your new job will be to work for me.  It will be like you are employed by me just like a real housekeeper.” 
 
      
 
    Again there was silence.  This time Karen fell asleep while Brandon stayed up all night wondering what he should do. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 18.  Serious Business 
 
      
 
    By morning Brandon had decided that he wasn’t going to quit his job.  Surely Karen didn’t really mean what she had said the night before.  How could she have meant it?  The concept of quitting his job so that he could do housework for her was silly. 
 
      
 
    When he was getting to leave for work Karen reminded him what he was supposed to do. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t forget honey, turn in your notice.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon decided that it was best to meet the problem head on. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to quit.  I didn’t think that you were serious.” 
 
      
 
    Karen moved closer to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “I meant every word honey.  When you get back tonight, you better have resigned your position.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon thought that he could still dissuade her.  He took her in his arms and gave her a deep French kiss.  Suddenly he stopped. What was that he felt against his body?  He pushed her away and touched her breast. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, what are you wearing underneath your blouse?” 
 
      
 
    He looked her straight in the eye.  Karen had to think quickly or the whole scheme would be blown.  She said the first thing that came to mind. 
 
      
 
    “This is my insurance policy.  I put myself in chastity just this morning.  There will be no sex for you unless you do what I tell you to do. I mean it.  You’ll never take your pleasure of me again unless you do what I say.  Do you understand me?” 
 
      
 
    Karen hoped that he would fall for the ploy.  The truth was she was stuck in chastity and couldn’t get out of it even if she wanted to. But he didn’t know that.  As long as she kept the truth a secret she could use it to get her way. 
 
      
 
    Brandon looked surprised but he fell for it hook, line, and sinker.  The thought of not being able to have sex with his beautiful wife was far too much for him to even imagine.  He immediately conceded. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry.  I didn’t think that you were serious.  I now realize how important this is to you honey. I didn’t think that you really meant it.  Of course, I’ll resign today.” 
 
      
 
    With that Brandon went out the door and was on his way to work.  Karen, on the other hand, took the day off.  She had things to do to prepare Brandon for his new position. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 19.  Shopping 
 
      
 
    Karen’s first stop of the day was at the uniform store where a very knowledgeable saleslady immediately came forward to help her out. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning Ma’am, my name is Colleen.  How may I help you today?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m shopping for a uniform for my maid.”   
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ve come to the right place.  We feature Red Cap uniforms but we also carry Edwards Garment, Sharper, and we can even do custom work.  We also do embroidery.  What did you have in mind?” 
 
      
 
    “Something practical.” 
 
      
 
    “I can show you a double-breasted housekeeping dress by Red Cap and a polyester housekeeping dress offered by Edwards Garment.” 
 
      
 
    Karen thought for a moment. She had a picture in her mind of what her maid should look like and she wanted the dream to come true. 
 
      
 
    “Let me see them both, please.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen returned a few minutes later holding two dresses.  Karen shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “No, that’s not it.  I want simple and traditional.  Just a black dress trimmed with white at the collar and white at the sleeves.  Surely you offer that.” 
 
      
 
    “We have done that.  It’s a simple dress but preferred by many with maid servants. It is a custom dress so it is priced a bit higher.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem.  I’ll take four.” 
 
      
 
    “With matching apron and cap?” 
 
      
 
    Karen hadn’t thought about that. Of course she wanted the complete outfit. 
 
      
 
    “Yes please.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll need hem length and a size for the order.  You can give me the size when I write up the order.  These are typically for young ladies so they come in medium length and a shorter length.” 
 
      
 
    “Short please.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, would you like them embroidered?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, just the maid’s name.  Betsy.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well. They can be ready tomorrow.  Pickup or delivery?” 
 
      
 
    “Delivery please.” 
 
      
 
    After she ordered the uniforms, Karen went on her way.  She had plenty of things that needed to be done.  The result was a whirlwind day of shopping. 
 
      
 
    When Karen returned home, later that day, she was drained but satisfied with what she had done.  So many decisions!  The stop at the uniform store had been followed by trips to several stores for lingerie, wig, breast forms and footwear.  She found a package of scented sachets that were perfect for her intentions.  She wanted her maid to be just right so she had spent considerable time on each item that she purchased. 
 
      
 
    She had even conversed at length at the makeup counter with the saleslady in order to get the perfect nail polish and makeup accessories for a domestic maid.   The woman had even suggested a cheap perfume that Karen had thought was absolutely perfect.  There was a coordinating body soap that Karen couldn’t pass up, so she purchased that too. 
 
      
 
    Karen had put great thought in dressing her maid from head to toe.  For her, it had been reminiscent of playing with toy dolls when she was a little girl.  Half the fun of playing with dolls was picking out the clothes that her doll would wear!   
 
      
 
    Attention to detail was important.  She smiled when she found back-seamed stockings and a garter belt.  She had selected mid-high black patent pumps for her maid.  She wanted her maid to have a short perky hairstyle so she settled on a black bob style that was long enough to be unmistakably feminine but not too long.  She bought all of the accessories necessary for the wig—a stand, a wooden hairbrush, and a pink comb.  She also bought clip-on hoop earrings and a necklace engraved with the name Betsy.  
 
      
 
    She had really enjoyed selecting the breast forms. A feminine bustline for her sissy maid was a must.  Plus she thought that a sissy girl should know what it is like to have a feminine figure.  Of course a sissy maid without a substantial bosom might be a giveaway as to the true nature of the maid. But a sissy maid with a full bust would not be suspicious in any way.  She selected full figured D cups for her maid’s bra and then purchased appropriate silicon breast forms to fill them out. 
 
      
 
    Karen had thought of everything.  She had even bought pink women’s razors, scented shaving lotion and a feminine shampoo.  She wasn’t sure about the nail extensions she bought, but she definitely wanted to use the eyelash extensions. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t even embarrassed when she went to the adult toy store.  The girl at the counter had cheerfully complimented her on her choice of male chastity cages for her husband.  All in all it had been a most wonderful shopping trip. 
 
      
 
    When she arrived home, she took all of the packages that she had bought up to the extra bedroom.  It was a small room that they hardly ever used but they had set it up for guests.  It had a single bed, a closet, a classic four drawer dresser, and an old vanity that Karen had brought along when she had moved away from home.  Later she had put it aside it for a newer more lavish vanity and then they had stored it in the extra room.  At the time it had sentimental value to her so she couldn’t bring herself to get rid of it.  For Karen, her old vanity was a reminder of fun times learning how to make herself up when she was a little girl. 
 
      
 
    Karen took her time putting things in their place.  The lingerie went into the dresser along with the breast forms.  She placed a scented sachet in every drawer.  She placed the shoes into the closet.  She spread all of the makeup and the nail polish out on the vanity along with the bottle of perfume.  She put the wig on the wig stand and placed the brush and comb right next to it. 
 
      
 
    With everything in place, her preparations were complete. After such a long day she realized that training a maid was going to be time consuming work.  So she decided to phone her office and tell them that she was taking a few weeks off. 
 
      
 
    When Brandon came home he announced that he had quit his job and that they had told him not to come back in the morning.  He gave Karen a good long kiss before he tried to fondle her breasts.  He was surprised to find that she was still in full chastity. 
 
      
 
    “I quit my job so you can take all of that stuff off.” 
 
      
 
    “Not quite yet sweetie.  Be patient!” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 20.  Jackpot 
 
      
 
    After breakfast the following morning there was a knock at the front door.  Karen smiled when she received the delivery of the maid uniforms. She hung the uniforms in the closet in the small extra bedroom where she had put everything she had bought the previous day.  Now everything was ready.   
 
      
 
    This was the moment that she was waiting for.  She was all set to get started with Brandon. She told him to follow her upstairs because she had a surprise for him.  Brandon had no idea what was waiting upstairs for him but he was anxious to find out. 
 
      
 
    When they entered the extra bedroom Karen immediately began with carefully chosen words. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, when you were wearing your sister’s clothes, did you realize why you were so excited?” 
 
      
 
    He wondered why Karen had brought that up again.  It had been humiliating enough when he had to relate the account to her the first time.  
 
      
 
    “No, I hadn’t really thought about it.”  
 
      
 
    “Do you know what a fetish is?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure.  A fondness for things that can turn you on.  Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    Karen smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I think that you have a fetish for certain articles of women’s clothing.  It’s nothing to be ashamed of.  It’s really quite common.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon looked confused.  He had no idea where this was going.  Karen went over to the dresser. She opened the top drawer and took out a pair of pink flowered nylon panties that she had bought the day before. She casually came back to Brandon.  The scented sachet had done its magic.  She held the scented panties up in front of his face so that he had to look straight at them. 
 
      
 
    “Do these interest you, sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon couldn’t believe the effect the panties had on him.  He didn’t know why, but he had an immediate erection.    Perhaps it was the wonderful fragrance that reminded him of a girl he had once dated that had done the trick.  He hoped that Karen didn’t notice the bulge in his pants.  He tried to hide his real feelings. 
 
      
 
    “Why would I be interested in women’s panties?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon never could lie very well and this time was no different.  Karen noticed that his flushed cheeks told the truth—the panties were a wonderful fetish that already held his attention.  She had hoped that would be the case. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you would like to try them on?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon squirmed uneasily.  She was right.  He did want to try them on, but he couldn’t admit that to his wife.  What would she think of him if he wore women’s panties?  She would probably think far less of him.  Guys don’t wear panties! 
 
      
 
    “No, I, no…” 
 
      
 
    Karen wasn’t waiting for a reply.  She gave him a long, deep, wet kiss. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, take off all of your clothes.” 
 
      
 
    It was only then that Brandon noticed the vanity with the wig on the stand and the cosmetics all arrayed out ready for use. 
 
      
 
    “What are you up to dear?” 
 
      
 
    “You agreed to do all of the housework sweetie.  I’m just making good on your promise.” 
 
      
 
    “But I…” 
 
      
 
    She kissed him again and her hand found its way down between his legs. He was excited alright.  There was no doubt about it.  He didn’t have the mild kind of erection, but rather a full-blown stiffy.  Jackpot!  But Brandon didn’t want any part of her scheme.  He just wasn’t ready yet.  He pushed her away and walked to the doorway.  He spoke at her just before he walked away. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t wear the panties and I won’t have any part of whatever is going on here.  I won’t!” 
 
      
 
    He left her alone in the room.  Karen smiled.  He sounded like a little boy who wasn’t getting his way.  No matter.  She knew that she would win out in the end.  She had plenty of time to wear him down. 
 
      
 
    She was far more concerned about her chastity belt.  While she knew she could talk Brandon into just about anything, she wasn’t so sure that she could wait too much longer. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 21.  Dinner Time 
 
      
 
    Brandon had quit his job but Karen was still doing the housework.  She knew that she had to do something about this arrangement because it was not at all what she had in mind.  So she made his favorite fried chicken for dinner. After dinner she talked for a few minutes before she cleaned up. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon, I don’t think that you understand the new arrangement.  This is not what I had in mind.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon knew that he had made a commitment that he was not excited about keeping.  He had changed his mind.  But Karen wouldn’t easily be dissuaded.  He knew that this would be a turning point if he didn’t handle it correctly.  So he was determined not to give in easily.  Even though he was nervous and for some reason unknown to him, shaking with arousal, he tried to sound confident when he spoke. He thought that if mounted even the slightest challenge to Karen then maybe she would back down. 
 
      
 
    “So dear, what exactly did you have in mind?” 
 
      
 
    Karen gave him a frown. 
 
      
 
    “You know darn well what I have in mind!  I told you that you would quit your job and that you would be doing all of the housework.  I was quite clear that your new job would be to work for me.  I told you that you would be employed by me just like a real housekeeper.  Did I not?” 
 
      
 
    He had to admit that it was all true. He didn’t want to lie.  Heck, he couldn’t lie.  She could always tell whenever he lied.  There was no point in even trying.  He whispered his response. 
 
      
 
    “Yes that’s what you said.” 
 
      
 
    Karen continued in a firm voice. 
 
      
 
    “Yet I cooked dinner today, and the dishes still need to be cleaned up.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon had a thought.  A way out! 
 
      
 
    “I can’t very well be employed like a real housekeeper if I’m not paid, can I?” 
 
      
 
    Karen wasn’t expecting that.  Her tone softened. 
 
      
 
    “So you mean to tell me that if I pay you to be my housekeeper then you agree to the job?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon felt like he had won.  There was no way in the world that Karen could afford to pay him.  Not when she was the only one working.  He gave little thought to what he said next. 
 
      
 
    “Of course.  That’s what I agreed to.  But too bad…” 
 
      
 
    Karen smiled.  Brandon had no idea that her position was paying far more money than he had ever seen.  Unknown to him, she had been siphoning off big parts of her check into a savings account for some time.  She would simply pay him a tenth of the going rate for a housekeeper and she would have her maid.  She thought of it to be simply a meager allowance given to her husband for services rendered. 
 
      
 
    “Very well.   No problem.  You’ll be paid every Friday just like all housekeepers.  Now then, let’s get down to specifics.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon was caught by surprise.  It was not what he had expected. Before he could say a word, Karen continued right on. 
 
      
 
    “I have high expectations Brandon.  What I want is a not just a housekeeper, I want a maid.” 
 
      
 
    She stopped for a moment to let the word maid fully register.  Now Brandon was putting it all together.  He remembered what he had seen in the guest bedroom.  He remembered the flowered panties and all of the cosmetics on Karen’s old vanity. His first instinct was to get up and walk away. 
 
      
 
    But the thought of what Karen wanted went through his mind and he found himself thoroughly aroused.  He put his hands in his lap to cover the point that was sticking straight up in his pants.  He opened his mouth, but no words came out.  Karen spoke again before he could manage a single word. 
 
      
 
    “Starting immediately, you will be my maid.  From now on you will sleep in the guest room where I have worked so hard getting everything ready for you.  Right after you clean up these dishes you will go upstairs to the guest bathroom.  Then you will use everything I left in there to bathe.  While you are in the tub you will shave your legs, your chest, under your arms, and every last pubic hair.  I want you to shave every hair off except the hair on your head.” 
 
      
 
    She wanted to laugh.  Brandon wasn’t exactly a specimen of masculinity.  She knew that he only shaved his face once a week.  All in all he didn’t have all that much hair that needed to be removed.  There were a few strands here and there on his legs and a small tuft under his arms but that was really about it. 
 
      
 
    “When you are finished you will report naked to me in my bedroom chambers for inspection.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was proud of herself.  She had told him exactly what she wanted him to do and she had even described her bedroom to be her “bedroom chambers.”  That sounded so authoritative! 
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t wait for an answer.  She simply stood up and left Brandon sitting at the table--with plenty of dishes in the sink waiting for him to clean up. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 22.  Swish Of The Crop 
 
      
 
    Brandon was already angry at himself.  There was something about the tone of Karen’s voice that he hadn’t been able to resist. He not only did he do the dishes, but he had taken a bath just like he had been instructed to do.  He had taken a bath!  Not a shower like he always took, but a bath!  Girls take baths, but guys don’t.  But he did.  Now he was walking down the hallway towards her bedroom wrapped in nothing but a bath towel. He felt so silly. 
 
      
 
    Yes, she had made it quite clear.  The bedroom that had been their bedroom was now her bedroom.  Not only that, but he had obediently shaved off all of his hair using the pink razors and the scented shaving lotion that was obviously meant for women. 
 
      
 
    The shaving lotion, along with the shampoo and body soap that Karen had put in the bathroom, left him feeling like a French whore.  The combined fragrance of the feminine products he had used was strong and unmistakable. She had not only changed his appearance by having him shave, now he reeked from the layered scents of multiple feminine products. 
 
      
 
    When he got to her bedroom, the door was closed.  He stopped for a few moments while he decided what to do.  Should he just go in, or should he knock?  Finally he thought it best to knock before he went in.  He tapped lightly on the door.  A feminine voice from inside the bedroom commanded him to enter in a tone of superiority that he had never heard from Karen before. 
 
      
 
    When he entered the bedroom he did not find what he expected. Karen was sitting at her vanity.  She had changed her clothes.  Now she was wearing a strapless bustier with a pair of tiny black shorts.  She was casually touching up her makeup while Brandon stood sheepishly in just his towel watching her.  He found the vision of an authoritative woman to be intoxicating. He found himself lost in her womanhood, forgetting for just a moment that he had just shaved his body for her and he was now virtually naked in her awesome presence. 
 
      
 
    Then a realization hit.  Brandon felt odd.  His wife was fully dressed while he was standing there, practically naked, wrapped up in just a towel.  Karen stood up and picked up a riding crop that was on the vanity before she approached him.  She surprised him by giving him a deep, penetrating, full on the mouth kiss.  She cupped his buttocks under his towel while they embraced.  Then in a quick change of emotions, she gave his towel a tug and pulled it right off—leaving him standing in front of her totally naked. 
 
      
 
    Brandon found the whole sequence to be intensely erotic.  The evidence was plain for Karen to see. She couldn’t possibly miss it. His penis was fully erect and was pointing straight up, right to his navel.  Usually that sort of display might playfully encourage Karen.  But much to his surprise, Karen was upset.  She spoke in a terse voice. 
 
      
 
    “I told you to come to my chambers naked. You had better learn that I’m the employer here and that you are my employee.  You will do precisely what I tell you to do or there will be consequences.” 
 
      
 
    Her tone was so firm and authoritative that it caught Brandon by surprise.  All he could do was lower his eyes and whisper a response. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    She went around behind him and with one quick motion of the riding crop she gave him a swipe across his bottom.  He flinched from the welt that she had raised on his bottom.  She punctuated her point with a stern warning. 
 
      
 
    “In the future you’ll have to listen better to my instructions.” 
 
      
 
    Karen wanted to giggle but she managed to control herself.  Sheila was right!  Her husband was putty in her hands, even to the point of receiving the sting of her crop without complaint.  Karen realized that she had Brandon right where she wanted him to be so she decided to enjoy the moment. 
 
      
 
    She slowly looked his naked body over to check for any hair that he may have been left behind.  She used the crop to touch him in various places while she looked him over.  He had actually done a good job shaving. 
 
      
 
    Once he had removed what little hair he had, his body was quite girlish.  Without his penis, and with a boob job he could easily pass like he was a real woman.  Karen wholeheartedly approved.  His new look was perfect for what she wanted to do. 
 
      
 
    She flicked his nipples with the crop and then pressed the crop against his penis, moving it aside to inspect his lack of pubic hair. He had even done an acceptable job there. Then she went behind him and used the crop to slightly spread his buttocks.  He was totally at her mercy and she was increasingly turned on by the thought.  Damn her chastity! 
 
      
 
    She picked up the box she had bought at the adult toy store and gave it to Brandon. 
 
      
 
    “You are to go to the maid’s quarters and put this on.  You will be sleeping there from now on.  There are nightgowns in the bottom drawer of the dresser and panties in the top drawer of the dresser.  I will come up to your room at 6:00 A.M. in the morning to help you get dressed.  You should be bathed and standing naked when I get there.  You had better pay close attention to every step because it will be the only time I will help you get dressed.  Understand?” 
 
      
 
    She swished the riding crop through the air. It made a hissing sound that made Karen feel even more empowered.  She wasn’t sure why she did that, it just seemed like it would be fun. 
 
      
 
    “Go, you are dismissed.” 
 
      
 
    Brandon couldn’t believe it.  He was horny as hell and she was telling him to go away!  When he started for the door Karen stopped him. 
 
      
 
    “Do you plan on leaving your towel in my bedroom?” 
 
      
 
    Brandon quickly picked up the towel before leaving Karen alone.  Karen laughed to herself.  Brandon had no idea that she had removed the key from the chastity box.  Once he put himself in chastity there was no way that he could take it off unless she allowed it to happen. That chastity key was her ultimate power over her soon to be domestic maid. 
 
      
 
    With such control over his sex, she wouldn’t have to force him to wear women’s undergarments and a uniform fit for a maid.  Now, he would do whatever she wanted him to do. 
 
      
 
    It was absolutely delicious!  
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 23.  Surrender 
 
      
 
    When Brandon got to his room he sat down on the bed.  He had always thought of the tiny room to be the guest room, but never the maid’s quarters.  But now here he was, cowed by his lovely wife, sitting naked in a room that was clearly many steps down from what he was accustomed to. 
 
      
 
    He opened the box to find a rather strict looking metal penis chastity. He immediately knew that once he put it on, his penis would be severely restrained.  He took a quick peek down at his penis, it was still firm and fully engorged.  When he looked down his eyes caught his legs.  For the first time he realized that now that they were shaved they appeared womanly.  For some reason the thought caused a ripple of pleasure to flow through his body.  His aroused penis gave a little twitch of approval. 
 
      
 
    There was no way in the world that the chastity was going to fit over such an excited hard-on.  He decided that he had to take his mind off of his erection in order to fulfill Karen’s order.  He took a moment to look around the room. 
 
      
 
    The wig on the vanity and the array of cosmetics were a sure sign that Karen was quite serious about this maid thing.  He went over to the dresser and took a pair of panties out of the top drawer.  He held them up to his face and inhaled the feminine fragrance.  All at once he could no longer control himself. 
 
      
 
    He put the panties over his hardened penis and frantically pumped away like he hadn’t done since he had first discovered masturbation when he was a youth.  In just a few euphoric seconds he was pumping his cum into the panties in a glorious climax.  The ecstasy left him trembling from so much satisfaction that he had to sit back down on the bed and compose himself.  He sat there staring for a few minutes while he caught his breath. 
 
      
 
    He hadn’t had a feeling like that in a long time.  He had momentarily lost control of himself and he had given in to his most carnal desire.  Had Karen been in the room with her damned chastity removed, he would have fucked her mercilessly without regard at all for her pleasure.  He was sorry that he hadn’t been able to do that. Perhaps another time. 
 
      
 
    He thought that this game that Karen was playing might lead to many more such moments.  He felt arousal welling up in his balls merely at the thought.  He quickly picked up the chastity cage and with great difficulty he managed to squeeze his cock into the thing before another erection had a chance to blossom.  With a click of the lock his penis was secured in a manner that it had never been before. 
 
      
 
    The cage was locked in place, held firmly by a steel band that he had fastened shut with a lock behind his balls.  The cage was constructed so that his penis was pointed down.  Suddenly he felt emasculated unlike he had ever felt before in his life.  A guy’s hair and a guy’s cock are both a big part of his masculinity.  Just like that he didn’t have either one of them. 
 
      
 
    Brandon decided that it was a mistake. He would simply put the thing on in the morning so that he could masturbate again before he went to sleep.  Then he could get a good night’s rest before the game continued in the morning.  He looked in the box for the key.  He quickly realized that there wasn’t a key and that he was now securely locked in chastity.  His penis tried to gorge at the thought but the steel cage painfully reminded him that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
      
 
    Now he couldn’t get his mind off of his cock.  He thought that maybe if he dressed for bed then that might be a distraction.  He went back into the dresser and took out another pair of panties.  In a rather humiliating act, he slowly pulled them up.  That didn’t help out his cock—the tawdry thing had a mind of its own.  It continued to attempt to break out of its cage, causing sharp pains each time it desperately struggled.  Finally, the repeated pinching of his delicate skin caused his cock to surrender to its prison.  He felt gratified that it finally gave up. 
 
      
 
    He opened the bottom dresser drawer door and sure enough there were three nightgowns neatly folded there.  He took one out and immediately recognized it.  He had bought that particular lace nightgown for Karen for her last birthday.  She didn’t wear it because she had said that it was too itchy. He had told her that was nonsense and he had insisted that she wear it.  She had reluctantly accommodated him, but she had only worn it that one time. 
 
      
 
    He thought that he would outsmart her.  He put the nightgown back in the drawer. He intended to take another before he realized what he was looking at. They were all gifts from him.  Birthday, special occasion, and anniversary gifts from him to her were all neatly folded in the same drawer.  Karen had made the same comment each time but he hadn’t listened.  Now she was making a point! 
 
      
 
    He decided that he would show her.  So he took one out and slipped it over his head and straightened it out.  Remarkably he was close to her size.  He turned to get into bed before noticing his reflection in the full-length mirror on the door.  He stopped for a stunned moment to take in the vision.  The nightgown fell well above his knees.  What he saw in the mirror was the reflection of a girl’s body in a lace nightgown with his own head perched atop.  Again his penis reacted, giving him a sharp pinch where it really hurt. 
 
      
 
    He quickly set the alarm, turned out the light, and then got into bed. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t sleep much that night.  The nightgown was too itchy, so he had tossed and turned for hours in a vain attempt to get comfortable.  But he feared that Karen might come into the room and find him without his nightgown.  He knew from just that one swish of her crop that her riding crop could really sting.  So he dared not take his feminine nightgown off. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 24.  The Employer 
 
      
 
    When the alarm woke Brandon up the following morning he couldn’t believe how early it was.  He had set the alarm early enough so he could bathe again so that he would be ready when Karen came in. The guest bathroom was down the hallway so he kept his nightgown on while he tip-toed over there.  There was no shower in the bathroom, just a plain tub.  He normally took a morning shower but a bath would have to do.  He had to clean hair out of the tub before he poured the water.  He had made a bit of a mess the night before. 
 
      
 
    He made sure to use all of the products that Karen had left for him just like she had instructed him to do. While he wasn’t comfortable with the feminine fragrances, at least the bath allowed his cock to get washed as best as possible.  He didn’t want Karen to notice any hint of what he had done the night before. 
 
      
 
    He felt silly tip-toeing back to his new room wrapped in just a bath towel but that was what he did.  He wasn’t in his room more than a couple of minutes when the door opened and Karen stepped in. 
 
      
 
    This time Karen had a whole different appearance than she had the night before.  Instead of the strapless bustier with a pair of tiny black shorts, she was dressed in a blue cotton blouse and a pair of casual jeans.  Clearly she hadn’t made much of an attempt to tease him with her outfit like she had done the night before.  He did notice that she had a new necklace that he hadn’t seen before.  The silver chain dangled down between her breasts. He presumed that the key it held was the key to the chastity device that he was wearing. 
 
      
 
    Brandon was surprised at the nonchalant way she approached him.  She made no effort at all to be sexy.  Not in the least.  Instead she was business-like.  She spoke first in the same manner that a woman might address her new employee. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to understand that I’m very particular about my maid.  I expect you to look the part and to appear sharp at all times.  I expect that even from a junior maid.  Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, that’s not a good start.  When I ask you a question you must always respond respectfully.  Yes Ma’am, is the appropriate response from a maid to her employer.  Do you understand?”  
 
      
 
    She sounded so condescending!  Karen couldn’t believe that she had used such a belittling tone with her husband.  But it felt good.  She reminded herself that she was training a maid, not a husband.  They had been married for years and she had quite enough of her husband.  He wasn’t even that much of note in the bedroom anymore.  What she wanted was a maid.  It felt even better for her when Brandon responded in a meek voice that seemed to instantly elevate her own station in the household. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s much better.  Drop the towel.” 
 
      
 
    He immediately let the towel drop to the floor.  Again he was standing naked in front of his wife only this time he was not fully erect like he had been the evening before. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes glanced down at his privates.  He had followed her instructions.  His cock was fully secured.  Now it had become a useless nub only good for an occasional pee.  She didn’t have to worry about his little stiffy getting out of control. 
 
      
 
    Perfect. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t want to get distracted from her objective so she continued on. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to pay attention. I’m only going to teach you how to dress yourself just this once.  Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    “From this moment on, you are my female maid.  Your name is Betsy and I will only use that name should I decide to call you by name.  Do you have a problem with that?” 
 
      
 
    Little by little Karen was getting her maid.  She just loved the timid sound of the response to her question. 
 
      
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 25.  The Girl In The Mirror 
 
      
 
    The feminized Brandon, now more appropriately named Betsy, couldn’t believe what had happened.  Karen had spent a couple of hours dressing her new maid, using female pronouns all the while.  Karen had finished her creation off by putting a pair of faux glasses on Betsy.  Betsy didn’t need glasses, the glasses only had clear lenses.  Karen had explained that they were just for show.  They were a part of a disguise so that if anybody saw her new maid they wouldn’t realize who the maid really was.  That’s why Betsy actually liked the idea. 
 
      
 
    After Karen had dressed her maid, she had told the maid to stand in front of the full-length mirror that was on the back of the door in the maid’s quarters for a few minutes and to contemplate her new position in the household.  She had said when Betsy was satisfied that she was in the right state of mind that she was to bring Karen her morning coffee out on the patio.  Then she would receive further instructions.  She told her to be sure to bring paper and pencil so that she could take notes. 
 
      
 
    Betsy gaped at the image in the mirror.  She carefully studied the image just like she had been instructed to do. The young girl in the mirror was dressed in a black maid uniform embroidered with the name Betsy. She even wore a necklace with an engraved Betsy identification tag.  The embroidery and coordinated necklace ensured that she could be called by her name for service even by a stranger if they were so inclined. 
 
      
 
    The maid was smartly made up.  Her hair was perfect, at least for a working girl.  The glasses did help cover the truth.  They gave the maid a bit of a sophisticated appearance.  Betsy remembered what she had once taunted a girl with back in grade school.  “Boys don’t make passes at girls who wear glasses.” Maybe, Betsy thought, in this case, that’s a good thing. 
 
      
 
    Betsy moved her attention to the uniform that she was wearing.  The attire was actually unremarkable as uniforms go.  The outfit was quite simple yet practical in a housekeeping sort of way.  Female servants had been wearing similar attire seemingly forever. She felt her status being lowered while she stared.  The uniform was trimmed in white at the sleeves and collar. If that wasn’t enough to identify her to be a maid, a mere servant, then the white cap on her head and the white apron certainly did.  It was a dress obviously meant for menial work.  A girl couldn’t help but to certainly know her place in such a uniform.   
 
      
 
    The dress was actually shorter, falling well above her knees, than what Betsy had seen on other maids.  It gave the girl in the mirror a leggy look that definitely was meant to show off her feminine legs.  Presented in that manner her legs were unmistakably those of a woman.  The sheer back-seamed taupe stockings that were held up by garter tabs made sure of that. 
 
      
 
    The maid had black hair styled in a mid-length bob.  Gaudy hoop earrings dangled noticeably from her ears.  It was clear that Karen had spent considerable time making her up.  She had used just the right amount of foundation, blush, and lipstick to give her a feminine look. But it was not at all overdone.  The unassuming look was suitable for a maid but certainly not lavish enough for, say, the lady of the house. 
 
      
 
    The extra-long lashes that Karen had applied fluttered with every blink, drawing attention to the maid’s eyes.  Karen had used eyeliner and just a touch of eyeshadow on the maid, giving her a kind of innocent sexy allure. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was completely mesmerized by the attractive maid.  She was the kind of girl that she might have had a sexual interest in had the circumstances been different.  Of course, that was not really possible. 
 
      
 
    Betsy turned around and then looked over her shoulder at her own image. There was an unmistakable big white bow where her apron was tied on.  Her heels caused her legs to present her calves in a particular manner normally reserved just for women.  Her stocking seams were straight.  The white cap on her head didn’t fully cover her hairstyle.  The wig had done its job.  Even from the back her hair was plainly that of a woman. 
 
      
 
    Betsy turned back around to face the mirror.  She stared for a few moments longer.  Finally, she had no idea what overcame her at that moment, but she certainly couldn’t help herself.  She tried to resist the temptation but it was of no use.  She nervously took her dress on each side with the tips of her fingers.  Then in a gesture that seemed quite natural, yet caused her great humiliation, she performed a modest curtsy.   At the same time, she audibly whispered Yes Ma’am.  The meek maid in the mirror flushed red at the humble gesture.  It was a movement that only a servant would make. It seemed particularly appropriate the way the girl in the mirror was dressed. 
 
      
 
    It was a moment where Betsy surrendered fully to her fate. She would play Karen’s game.  She had to admit to herself that she was enjoying herself.  Everything about being dressed up was wickedly erotic for her.  Memories of the humiliation in front of her sister Lorraine and her sister’s friend Donna filled her head. Her uniform had Betsy embroidered on it—the same name the girls had teased her with for months.  For the first time she admitted to herself how erotic it had been to be spanked by her Mother in front of the girls.  It was the first time that she had felt that erotic humiliation since she had been paddled like a little girl by her Mother.  The feeling was decadently exciting. 
 
      
 
    Her mind was swimming with a mixture of shameful guilt, intense arousal, and odd curiosity. It was embarrassing that she had permitted, no, happily succumbed, without any sort of real objection, to having her wife transform her into a simple maid servant.  The uniform, wig, and makeup confirmed that it had indeed been done.  She had no idea why she had allowed it to happen.  As demeaning as she found that surrender to be, she found that she just had to know where this new life might lead her. 
 
      
 
    Betsy took a deep breath and opened the door.   Then she stepped out into the hallway to begin her new life. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 26.  Madam Karen 
 
      
 
    Out on the patio, Karen was mentally going over her plan.  What she wanted to do was to invite Sheila right over so that she could get out of her chastity belt.  Of course it was far too soon to do that.  Karen would have to be patient. 
 
      
 
    When Betsy arrived with Karen’s morning coffee Karen wanted to shout for joy. Betsy appeared to be extremely timid.  After all, they were out on the patio where the maid could be visible to the neighbors should they look carefully enough.  Karen didn’t mind.  She wanted everyone to know that she now had a maid to do her bidding. 
 
      
 
    Of course Betsy was terrified.  Her legs were trembling, she could barely keep herself from falling over. What if somebody saw her and recognized her? She could never live it down.  Her wife had dressed her up like a common maid servant!  Humiliation swept over her in embarrassing waves while she obediently stood by her employer for the first time in full uniform.  Betsy tried not to think about how low her status had become. 
 
      
 
    Karen took a soothing sip of coffee before she began. What a wonderful way to start her day!  This was going to be fun!  Karen quickly went down the list of things that she wanted Betsy to do.  The maid struggled with getting them all down on her list.  But at least Betsy could concentrate on writing down the list instead of thinking about the humiliation of being dressed up like a maid.  The maid wrote while Karen spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I expect you to make beds with fresh linens daily.  You are to keep the house clean and tidy.  That means vacuum carpets daily and dust all surfaces daily.  Bathrooms are to be kept clean and sanitized.  I just abhor a dirty bathroom!” 
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t even pause or slow down.  She just kept adding to the list while years of domestic frustration drifted away with every word. 
 
      
 
    “Keep all windows, inside and out, cleaned as needed.  Keep mirrors spotlessly cleaned.  You will serve all meals, snacks, and beverages, clear the table afterwards and then do the dishes.  I expect the kitchen to be immaculate at all times.  That includes keeping kitchen cupboards neat and tidy and well-stocked.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was on a roll.  She hadn’t had this much fun in forever! 
 
      
 
    “Hand-wash floors when needed.  No cheating with a mop.  I want to see you down on your hands and knees doing the job properly! 
 
      
 
    Laundry is to be done daily, and be sure to hand-wash all intimates.  Iron clothes as necessary.  I expect you to be proactive with household duties like watering plants and cleaning appliances.  I shouldn’t have to remind you of those things.  I’m not going to spend my time telling you what to do. 
 
      
 
    There will be other duties that I will require of you, including Lady’s maid intimate services.  I expect you to perform these duties cheerfully with the full respect that a female maid would afford her Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Karen took a look at Betsy.  She was absorbed in her note pad, faithfully trying to record every word.  Karen wanted to laugh at the humble display of servitude, but instead she maintained her serious disposition. 
 
      
 
    “I expect you to be up every day at 6:00 A.M. to prepare and serve breakfast.  Breakfast is to be served at 7:00, in bed if I’m not up.  For the next few days I will closely supervise and instruct you as needed.  But after that I expect you to work independently on your own.  I don’t have time to be constantly watching you.  Betsy, have you got any questions?” 
 
      
 
    The maid was far too confused already to pose a serious question.  Instead she tried to finish writing her notes.  Karen didn’t wait for a response. 
 
      
 
    “Very well.  You should know that I will not tolerate sloppy work.  There will be discipline for displeasing me.” 
 
      
 
    That last sentence sent a tingle of pleasure that started deep inside Karen well underneath her chastity.  It seemed to go all the way up to her breasts.  She could feel her nipples respond even underneath their metal prison. 
 
      
 
    “Now off with you. There is work to be done.  I expect lunch at noon.  Go!” 
 
      
 
    The maid stopped for a moment.  This was quickly getting out of hand.  She realized that if she was ever going to put a stop to it, that it had to be now.  She feared that once Karen became accustomed to maid service that there would be no going back.  She managed to find her voice. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, I think that this has gone far enough.” 
 
      
 
    Karen wanted to reinforce her upper position.  There is a proper way for a maid to address her betters! 
 
      
 
    “Karen?  Don’t you mean Madam Karen?” 
 
      
 
    Suitably corrected, Betsy tried again. 
 
      
 
    “Madam Karen, don’t you think that this has gone too far?” 
 
      
 
    Karen took a long look at the maid before she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Are you arguing with me?  Are you kidding me?  You can’t possibly argue with me.  You must be joking!  Just look at you!  Do I need to send you back to your mirror? You look like a maid, you act like a maid and in fact you are a maid.  You are my maid.  I don’t want to hear any more of it.  Now off with you before I lose my temper.  There are chores to be done!” 
 
      
 
    Karen had surprised herself.  She had no idea that she could possibly sound that authoritative.  She also had no idea what she would do if Betsy resisted her instructions.  Much to her amazement, Betsy fell for it!  Betsy’s hand subconsciously fell to her apron and smoothed it.  That was such a submissive reaction, just like a real reprimanded maid might make!  Actually it instantly sealed her fate.  There wasn’t any doubt who was in charge now.  The poor sissy girl lowered her head in shame and succumbed to superior female authority! 
 
      
 
    Karen knew that Brandon would have never done that.  Clearly the change in attitude was the result of the feminine clothing that she had put Betsy in.  Betsy could have easily just taken the uniform off, and perhaps even could have done her housework in male clothing.  But the poor sissy girl was afraid of Karen.  She was even more afraid of being exposed as a sissy girl than she was afraid of the housework. 
 
      
 
    So without further complaint, Betsy went off to work in full uniform! 
 
      
 
    In fact, the maid was happy to get out of the sunshine and back inside the house.  There was plenty of work to be done there but at least the neighbors wouldn’t be observing her shame.  She would never live it down if one of the female neighbors saw her outside in her maid uniform and realized who she actually was. 
 
      
 
    For Karen it was a superbly wonderful feeling.   She had taken control of the situation.  She had her maid and she was going to keep her maid.  When she began, she had only wanted a little bit of a reprieve from housework.  But now it was much more than that.  Now it was an exciting sexual power game that absolutely begged to be explored further.  Since she was in charge, why not explore things even further? 
 
      
 
    Karen knew full well that Betsy would require a certain amount of training in order to become even an adequate maid.  Betsy was only a novice maid in every sense of the word.  But that was okay with her.  Any work the maid managed to accomplish was just that much less that Karen had to do herself.  If she could teach Betsy to do it all then it would simply be paradise. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, while Betsy learned how to be a maid servant, Karen could enjoy supervising and providing discipline sessions when she felt it appropriate to do so.  She had no idea how much effort that would take. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 27.  Mistress Of The Manor 
 
      
 
    It had been a full week since that day on the patio when Karen had given Betsy her list of duties.  Initially Karen had no idea how difficult it would be to transition from housewife to Mistress of the Manor.  But now she was well aware that having a junior maidservant wasn’t nearly the cakewalk like she had thought it would be. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was like a young girl completely ignorant of how to do common household chores.  Karen even had to tell her how where the vacuum cleaner was.  Then she had to show her how to turn it on.  Every job was like that.  Simply maddening! 
 
      
 
    Karen had even stood behind Betsy, arms crossed in an irritated pose, watching, while teaching the maid how to hand-wash lingerie.  Karen was amazed.  Doesn’t everybody know how to do that?  It took several days for the maid to get it right.  It had really been quite a sight. 
 
      
 
    There was Betsy, utterly reduced to tears, while Karen insisted on her panties being washed out a certain way.  But that was the kind of determination that was required for Karen to get the kind of service she wanted.  Karen had to preside over the maid and demand that each delicate pair had to be done properly! 
 
      
 
    Karen had to keep reminding herself that from a housekeeping standpoint, Betsy was actually just a little girl.  Essentially she was just like a young girl being taught for the first time how to do basic household chores typically reserved for women.  Betsy had to be lectured over and over how to wash out panties and brassieres.  Often she had to do them several times each like she was a little girl being punished for being so sloppy with her work. 
 
      
 
    The effort required to train the maid was exasperating.  At the same time, it was enchanting for Karen to watch the maid at work.  Karen had not been at all familiar with seeing such a heady scene.  She had never previously thought that she would see the day when she had a sissy maid busily at work in her home trying her very best to satisfy her high standards.  Most women never get to experience such a thrilling spectacle!  Mother certainly never prepared her for that!   
 
      
 
    But it didn’t take long for her to become accustomed to it.  She felt herself quickly becoming a strict supervisor intent on absolute perfection.  Betsy was her maid, and she was there to train in any manner that she pleased.  For the first time in her life, she felt like she was a superior woman. She was free to immediately bring anything not done properly to the attention of her inferior sissy maid, so that it could be remedied to her satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Karen wondered what her female friends might think of this situation.  She realized that ladies who had never had a sissy maid of their own may not understand this incredible improvement in domestic affairs.  After all, most women are not at all used to seeing a real maid, let alone a sissy maid, at work in their home. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at the thought.  It was a dream come true!  In all honesty, she was getting a certain amount of sexual gratification from receiving service.  For her it was pure pleasure watching Betsy, standing there so formally in her proper maid uniform, hand-washing her worn panties.  The sissy had been completely transformed, uniform, wig, makeup, and all, from head to toe, into a likeness of real a domestic maid! 
 
      
 
    What about Betsy?  She was still in chastity.  Her tawdry arousal, unable to be satisfied, was driving her haplessly into servitude.  Karen smiled at the result.  How deliciously humiliating it must be for Betsy to serve a woman attired like she was and yet to be unable to resist herself! 
 
      
 
    Karen was giddy beyond description.  Things were going very well.  There was only one piece to the puzzle that was missing.  Karen needed to invite Sheila over for dinner. 
 
      
 
    The sooner the better. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 28.  Forgetful 
 
      
 
    The maid had no idea who was on the other side of the door.  It could be a delivery or it good be a visitor.  What if it was a family member stopping by?  Dressed like she was she could never live down the humiliation if it was. 
 
      
 
    She opened the door just a crack and peered out before she opened it all of the way.  She immediately recognized the woman she had dated before she married Karen.  She had been told that Sheila would be stopping in for dinner.  Sheila stepped inside, and without looking at the maid, with her eyes straight ahead, Sheila commanded the maid. 
 
      
 
    “Kiss my feet girl.” 
 
      
 
    Something came over Betsy.  With a flash of arousal that hurt in a very intimate area, the maid immediately dropped to her knees and bent all the way down before kissing the visitor’s feet.  Sheila gleefully smiled her approval at the groveling maid. 
 
      
 
    “Very good, girl.  That will be all for now dear.  Now we understand each other completely.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t even grasp what power had driven her to comply with the order.  She had never imagined that she could humiliate herself like that.  Thank goodness that the woman hadn’t asked her to kiss her ass!   She had just obeyed the command without a thought.  All she could think of was that it must be the uniform! 
 
      
 
    Karen came over and gave Sheila a hug.  Sheila couldn’t help but feel the steel chastity bra that was covering Karen’s breasts.  She hadn’t forgotten about that, it was all part of her plan! 
 
      
 
    For her part, Karen could immediately see that Sheila wasn’t wearing the necklace that held the key to her chastity. Perhaps she had it in her purse.  She could only hope!  She couldn’t possibly have forgotten to bring it, could she?  After all, that was the whole purpose of the dinner date. 
 
      
 
    Karen dismissed the maid.  Betsy returned to the kitchen while the ladies conversed. 
 
      
 
    “Karen I must say that I’m pleased with my initial impression. Betsy makes a compelling maid. Nicely dressed, proper manners, feminine demeanor, just enough makeup but not too much.  Very lovely.  Had I not know that she was a sissy girl I would have never guessed the truth.  Well done!” 
 
      
 
    Karen blushed.  The compliment meant quite a bit coming from Sheila.  After all, it was Sheila who was the expert.  It was Sheila who had put her on to the sissy maid idea in the first place.  Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “Have you had to discipline the maid yet?” 
 
      
 
    Karen blushed a deeper red.  She hadn’t been able to bring herself to have a true discipline session with Betsy.  Once she had given Betsy lessons in housework, things had been going fairly well.  The maid had actually been doing such a good job so there was little reason to do so. 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven’t.  She’s been such a good maid, there hasn’t been the need.” 
 
      
 
    Actually that was the answer that Sheila had hoped to get. 
 
      
 
    “I see.  I like to think that there is always a need for discipline.  Sissy maids thrive on it.  You’ll realize that in time.  Well maybe it’s better for you that way.  I forgot to bring along the key to your chastity devices so I can’t release you tonight anyway.  No matter.  I can see that you still have lessons to learn about being in charge so waiting a few more days for your release won’t make a bit of difference.” 
 
      
 
    Karen’s enthusiasm for the evening was immediately dashed. She had hoped to be free of her medieval sexual constraints and now she had to wait even longer for her freedom.  This was incredibly disappointing for her.  Her frustration was building up and these days she could hardly concentrate on anything without thinking about sex.  She tried to sound like it wasn’t a big deal, even if it was. 
 
      
 
    “That’s okay Sheila. Actually I’m getting quite used to the feel of the restraints and I’m not sure if I would be comfortable without them.” 
 
      
 
    What a lie that was!  She had tried many times on her own to slip the restraints off but they were simply unyielding.  No matter how hard she grappled with them they held firm. She was so horny that she would jump the first guy she saw if only she could get the stupid things off! 
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t fool Sheila in the least.  Seeing that she was in the desperate condition that she expected to find her in, Sheila changed the subject. 
 
      
 
    “I see that you have purchased a servant’s bell to summon your maid with.  Very good.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually I have several.  One here, one in the kitchen, and one out on the patio.” 
 
      
 
    That gave Karen an idea.  Perhaps she could prod Sheila a bit and speed up the chances of getting out of chastity. 
 
      
 
    “I have one in my bedroom and one in the boudoir as well, but I haven’t used them yet.  I want to be out of chastity before I begin to teach Betsy how to provide more intimate services.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila gave a little laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Intimate service is what it’s really all about, isn’t it?” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 29.  A Request 
 
      
 
    The ladies had been relaxing in the sitting room with their after-dinner wine.  Sheila took her last sip of wine before she smiled her approval at Karen. 
 
      
 
    “My compliments.  It has been a most wonderful evening.  The dinner was fantastic, and it was nicely served.  You have done a splendid job with Betsy.  She is appropriately dressed and has clearly fallen in love with her new status.  I’m dutifully impressed.  If I may, I do have a favor to ask of you.” 
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t imagine what she could possibly do for Sheila.  The woman was clearly a woman of means.  It had been Sheila who was helping Karen and she didn’t think it could conceivably be the other way around.  Of course she was happy to oblige. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, anything you would like.” 
 
      
 
    “I have a friend, a young lady like yourself, who enjoys sissy maid servitude.  I think that Betsy would make an excellent example of the possibilities with a new maid.  She is considering having another one of her own.  I do think that Betsy would make a splendid example of what can be done in a very short time.  Would you mind if I bring her over, say in a day or so, for dinner?  That way she could see for herself the splendid job you have done and she can see the wonders of being in charge first-hand.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was flattered.  She was new to the whole sissy maid scene and already she was being held up as the epitome of being in charge. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t mind at all.  I’m even free tomorrow if that works for you.” 
 
      
 
    “That would be perfect.  I hope that with such short notice that I’m not being an inconvenience.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem at all.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll be by at six.  See you then.” 
 
      
 
    With that Sheila went out the door.  She smiled to herself while she walked away. Things were going just the way that she had planned them. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 30.  Surprise Dinner Date 
 
      
 
    There was a knock at the door.  Karen had been supervising in the kitchen so she was near Betsy. 
 
      
 
    “Get the door dear.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    The maid quickly went to the front door to let the guests in. It was only the second time that a woman other than Karen had seen her in uniform so she still had trepidation about opening the door.  She convinced herself that having Karen’s friend Sheila over hadn’t been too bad.  After all, there had been no indication from the guest that Betsy was anything other than a female maid.  Betsy had been proud of herself. She had miraculously been able to pull off serving a full meal to the female guest without giving anything away.  So she took a deep breath, smoothed her apron, and then opened the front door to let the guests in. 
 
      
 
    If Betsy was nervous about being seen in front of female guests, now she was completely frazzled. Two women came in the front door.  Sheila, who Betsy had seen before, came in first. She was closely followed by Donna—the best friend of Betsy’s sister Lorraine. 
 
      
 
    Both women casually walked past Betsy and up to Karen to greet her. Betsy felt a sense of relief.  At least Donna hadn’t recognized her either!  She still felt too silly dressed like she was to have been seen by Donna.  It was Donna who had tormented her back when Lorraine had caught her wearing Lorraine’s clothes.  Now she was dressed like a female maid. What would Donna say if she knew? 
 
      
 
    What were the odds that Sheila would bring Donna with her over for dinner?  Betsy tried to put the chance meeting out of her mind.  She still had to prepare dinner and then serve the meal to the ladies. 
 
      
 
    Once she was back in the kitchen, Betsy could barely hear the murmur of Sheila introducing Karen to Donna.  Betsy convinced herself that since Karen hadn’t known Donna that it must all be just coincidence that Sheila had brought Donna with her. Betsy tended to her dinner preparations while the ladies chatted away in the other room.  Betsy tried not to pay attention to the loud laughter and the giggles that floated through the air. 
 
      
 
    Back in the other room, Sheila explained to Karen why she had brought Donna along. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, Donna is a good friend of mine.  I apologize for the subterfuge.  I wanted to flatter you so I didn’t want to tell you that I was bringing you help.  I thought if you knew the truth you may not have allowed me to bring Donna along.  She is actually well-versed in the practice of female domination.  I’ve called her a Dominatrix, a Disciplinarian and a Humiliatrix.  She’s every bit of all of those, all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    You should know that it is unusual for a woman to have such expertise in all of those areas.  You are in the presence of a powerful goddess.  After seeing you yesterday, I thought that you could use the help so I asked her to accompany me.” 
 
      
 
    Karen was a bit disappointed.  She had thought that she was being held up as an example.  But instead, Sheila had decided that she needed help.  She looked at Donna and tried to force a smile.  It was only then that she took the woman in.  Donna was dressed for a night out on the town.  A clingy dress that looked like it was spray-painted on.  Loads of makeup, bedroom eyes and bright red lipstick. Oddly, her fingernails had no polish. It seemed so out of place for a woman who seemed to be everything that a sexually powerful woman could be.  One thing, however, was for sure.  Karen thought that this was a sexpot if ever there was one. 
 
      
 
    It was only then that she noticed that the statuesque woman in the revealing outfit had a special necklace on.  The necklace had a key that dangled enticingly down to her cleavage.  Maybe it was the key to Karen’s chastity!  Could it be true? 
 
      
 
    All Karen could think was, thank goodness!  Finally she was going to get rid of the chastity devices. Sheila went on and on explaining Donna’s qualifications for training sissy girls. She had assisted Sheila on many occasions with other sissy maids. 
 
      
 
    After that the night went on as expected.  The three ladies were served dinner by the maid and afterwards they sat down to further discuss things while the maid cleaned up. 
 
      
 
    Finally, discussion came around to Karen and her chastity belt. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 31.  Prim And Proper 
 
      
 
    Karen was so excited that she could hardly contain herself.  Sheila had mentioned her chastity, saying it was time for Karen to get relief.  When Betsy came by with drinks, Sheila decided that Donna could go upstairs with Karen to Karen’s bedroom to remove the constraints.  Then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “While you go, I think I’ll have the maid massage my feet.  I’ve been on my feet all day and they could sure use attention.” 
 
      
 
    Karen hardly cared about Sheila’s feet.  She was on her way upstairs with Donna even before Sheila pointed down to her feet so that Betsy could get started.  Betsy immediately dropped to her knees at Sheila’s feet.  
 
      
 
    For Betsy, massaging the feet of the beautiful woman was a real challenge.  So close to such a gorgeous woman and yet so far away!  She gently removed Sheila’s heels and began to slowly knead her toes through her stockings.  It was extremely difficult for the maid to be in such close proximity to Sheila’s shapely legs.  If it wasn’t for her chastity she might be tempted to do something that her wife certainly wouldn’t approve of.  She tried to keep her attention on the issue at hand.  She couldn’t help but notice the lovely fragrance of the intoxicating perfume that the woman wore.  It didn’t help when Sheila urged the maid on. 
 
      
 
    “Could you go a little higher dear?  My calves are sore too.” 
 
      
 
    With hands trembling, the maid complied.  Sheila let out a satisfied sigh. 
 
      
 
    “That’s wonderful.  Such useful hands!  My thighs are sore too. Yes, right there.  The inner thighs need attention. Very good.  Don’t stop until I say so.” 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, upstairs in her bedroom, Karen was anxiously awaiting her sexual freedom.  She had always considered herself a prim and proper woman, not ever distracted by sex, but the chastity devices had really gotten the best of her.  Now she had a ravenous sexual appetite barely suppressed deep inside that begged for fulfillment.  When Donna told her to remove her dress so that she could get to the locks, Karen couldn’t get her dress off fast enough.  She didn’t even have any lingerie covering up the steel constraints.  She had decided beforehand that she didn’t want anything to get in the way of freedom.  So she stood in front of Donna, in just her restraints, ecstatic that her tenure of enforced celibacy was finally coming to an end.  
 
      
 
    But instead of quickly removing her chastity, Donna began to tease her. 
 
      
 
    “You seem to be such a prim and proper woman.  How ever did you manage to get yourself locked up like that?  A nice girl like you doesn’t normally find herself in such a position.  You are a nice girl, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Of course Karen always thought of herself to be a nice girl.  Good girls don’t flaunt their sexuality. Karen never kissed on her first date and she never went to a drive-in movie to make-out.  She wasn’t that kind of girl! 
 
      
 
    “It was unexpected. Of course I’m a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I see.” 
 
      
 
    Donna looked her up and down with a hunger in her eye.  It was the kind of hunger that Karen had seen when guys looked at her that way, but she had never seen that look in another woman.  It caused her to become nervous about what Donna had in mind.  She decided to take a little initiative. 
 
      
 
    “Would you please unlock these for me?” 
 
      
 
    She pointed to the chastity that had kept her hands from fondling herself, even though she desperately wanted to.  Donna gave a sly smile. 
 
      
 
    “I fully intend to, but…” 
 
    Donna took the key that was dangling at her breasts and clenched it in her right hand. 
 
      
 
    “But what?” 
 
      
 
    “Well for such a service I would expect to get something in return.  To start with…” 
 
      
 
    Donna moved forward and took Karen in her arms.  Then she gave her a full on the mouth kiss.  Their tongues intertwined in ardent expectation while Donna cupped Karen’s buttocks.  Karen couldn’t believe what was happening.  She had never kissed a girl before.  But she was so frustrated that she couldn’t help herself.  The wet kiss felt good. It felt right. 
 
      
 
    Then she came to her senses and pushed Donna away. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    Donna gave her a cunning grin. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose it all depends on what you want to do.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 32.  A Good Girl 
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t believe what she had done. Guilt, shame, and humiliation all washed over her while she tried to calm herself down.  She had agreed to Mistress Donna’s price.  Yes, Mistress Donna.  She had been told to call her that and she had obeyed. 
 
      
 
    The price had been weird.  Only a woman like Mistress Donna could demand such a thing.  A good girl, a proud woman like Karen, would have never surrendered such a tawdry price had she not have been locked in chastity for so long.  It wasn’t fair to ask such a thing of a woman who was constrained in sexual prison. Karen was repeating the demands in her head even while she waited on the bed for her Mistress. 
 
      
 
    With her head propped up on a pillow, she was very comfortable.  Mistress Donna had taken Karen’s chastity off and had her lay on the bed with her legs spread wide in anticipation.  In her right-hand Karen held her own personal vibrator.  It was a phallic shaped pleasure toy that she had bought before she was married but that she had never used. It absolutely guaranteed intense sexual gratification.  Mistress Donna had correctly guessed that she must own one, and she had made her find it before they continued.  Karen had frantically rifled the bedroom for it while the Mistress amusingly watched the desperate naked woman search. 
 
      
 
    Then there was the price she had paid for her sexual freedom.  She cringed at the memory.  But at the same time it gave her luscious excitement to ponder it.  She had pledged total obedience to Mistress Donna until the Mistress tired of her. Plus she had agreed to provide the Mistress with two orgasms that very night.  Yes, Karen had been out of her mind horny! 
 
      
 
    Karen had never gone down on a woman before.  A prim and proper woman would never do such a thing! Karen was no Lesbian, far from it.  Yet she could still taste the Mistress on her lips and she could still detect her fragrant musk.  Karen had eagerly lapped away like a trained kitten just like she was told to do.  Initially it had been difficult to help the Mistress out of her dress, but when her own musk began to flow in its chastity prison, she had no trouble stripping her and applying tongue to pussy. 
 
      
 
    She could never undo what she had done. Twice she had brought Mistress Donna to a shuddering orgasm.  The woman had wrapped her legs around her head while she freely dove head first into the task.  She had been completely obedient.  When ordered, she plunged her tongue deep inside and then she flicked her tongue at Mistress Donna’s eager clitoris.  She did it all for her, on demand, like a sexual slave.  She felt like a cheap whore.  Only she was even lower than that.  She was not being paid for her services rendered.  She had performed willingly, merely to have her chastity removed.  There was nothing modest about what she had done. The act had been as wicked and as decadent as it could possibly be. 
 
      
 
    Now she was simply waiting.  Her love nest was soaked with wanton anticipation.  Mistress Donna was sitting at her vanity. The woman had casually browsed Karen’s supply of cosmetics before noticing a shade of nail polish that Karen only used on special occasions.  Karen had bought it at a unique boutique and she had been careful to use the polish sparingly.  It had not only been ridiculously expensive for the distinctive color, it was a reminder of a delightful afternoon she had spent with her husband while they were honeymooning.  The polish, and the memories that came with it, were both irreplaceable.  The Mistress was nonchalantly taking her time liberally applying it.  She methodically proceeded at a painstakingly slow pace while Karen obediently waited helplessly for her commands.  The distinctive fragrance of the polish wafted through the air while the woman applied two full coats along with a finishing lacquer—also Karen’s favorite. 
 
      
 
    Minutes seemed like hours to Karen until finally Donna completed her mission.  She turned and held up her pretty hands for Karen to see before she gave her instructions. 
 
      
 
    “You have until the finish dries to bring yourself to orgasm.  I want to hear you moan and cry out in ecstasy.” 
 
      
 
    Karen knew that she only had a few minutes.  That glossy finish set pretty quick.  She snapped on the vibrator and thrust it inside and immediately began a frantic rhythmic pulse.  She was in no mood to take her time.  The sudden movement caused her to gasp.  She whispered her pleasure so that it could barely be heard. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, oh yes…”  
 
      
 
    The Mistress wasn’t at all satisfied. 
 
      
 
    “What was that?  Did I hear something?  What is it you want?” 
 
      
 
    Karen spoke a little louder. 
 
      
 
    “I want to come.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you want to fuck yourself?  Say it! Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Scream it out loud!” 
 
      
 
    Karen had completely lost control.    Karen gave no thought to the fact that Sheila and Betsy would most certainly hear her all the way downstairs.  The door to the bedroom was wide open!  She screamed at the top of her lungs. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck! I want to fuck myself crazy!” 
 
      
 
    Once she said it she noticed that Mistress Donna had seen the little drying machine that was at the side of the vanity.  Karen had often used it to speed up the drying process.  All you needed to do was put your fingers inside and a little fan turned on. It was the same as blowing on the polish to dry, only it did the job much faster.  It was quite handy whenever she was in a hurry. 
 
      
 
    The little motor turned on for a moment and Mistress Donna took her hand out. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that nice!  These fingers are already dry!” 
 
      
 
    Karen was way past desperation. Now she was hysterical.  She heard the fan start again.  She plunged the phallic vibrator deep inside and her mind went numb with a fantastic orgasm that was unlike anything that she had ever experienced in her life.  Just at that moment Mistress Donna spoke. 
 
      
 
    “These fingers are dry too.  You can stop now.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 33.  Humiliatrix 
 
      
 
    It’s one thing for a grown woman to masturbate, it’s quite another to do so on demand on the orders of another woman.  But that’s exactly what Mistress Donna had done with Karen.  But the Humiliatrix wasn’t quite done with her yet. Yes, she allowed Karen to get dressed, but she was not allowed to put any underwear on.  Worse still, Mistress Donna didn’t allow her to fix her makeup or comb her hair. 
 
      
 
    Instead, Mistress Donna had made Karen stand in front of her full-length mirror.  Karen had often admired her appearance in the very same mirror before going out for the day.  This time, she saw a slutty woman with a flushed face, smeared makeup, and tussled hair.  She reeked with the scent of Mistress Donna’s sex.  The poor woman in the mirror looked like a well fucked whore who had just finished with her shift.  Mistress Donna was pleased with the result. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to loosen you up a bit.  You were a bit too stuffy, too sexually inhibited for my taste.  Prissy women often need a good fucking to get their mindset right.  You don’t look so dignified now, do you slut?” 
 
      
 
    Under different circumstances, Karen would have vehemently objected to being called such a girl.  But she was exhausted from the energy she had expended pleasuring Mistress Donna and she was further drained from pleasuring herself.  She had nothing left with which to take exception to her words.  Mistress Donna was right.  The typically prim and prissy Karen did look like a slut.  She had to agree that she looked the part. 
 
      
 
    Things got worse.  The Mistress took her by the hand and together they went down the stairs where Sheila and Betsy were still waiting for them.  Mistress Donna led her over to Sheila and presented her to Sheila like a willing tart. 
 
      
 
    Things had changed down in the sitting room.  Sheila was casually examining Karen’s kindle.  There were books on it that Karen had recently bought regarding training a sissy maid that Karen preferred that Sheila not see.  How humiliating to have the woman see those books!  But it was too late. Sheila had clearly been engrossed with the kindle for some time.  The tussled Karen stood shamefully in front of Sheila and she didn’t even look up. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, Karen discreetly took a quick look for Betsy. She caught a glimpse of the maid in the adjacent room.  She was standing against the wall, dress up, panties down, bottom as red as a beet.  Apparently she had irked Sheila and the maid had paid the price.  That was when Karen noticed the paddle that was on the table right next to Sheila. No doubt it was the instrument that had been applied to Betsy’s red bottom. Finally, Sheila looked up from her reading.  She looked straight at Karen. 
 
      
 
    “I hear that you had a fucking good time!” 
 
      
 
    She laughed at Karen’s humiliation. Karen’s face flushed an even deeper red with embarrassment.  Karen was speechless.  Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “You do know that good girls don’t use words like fuck, don’t you?  Why, I was just appalled to hear such words coming from your lips.  You’ve been a bad girl, little Miss Karen, and you need to be taught a lesson.” 
 
      
 
    Karen couldn’t believe her ears.  What was going on?  How dare Sheila to say such a thing to her in her own home!  Yet Karen made no effort to raise an objection or to resist when Sheila reached into her purse and took out a sliver of precut soap.  No doubt Sheila had brought it along in anticipation of what had happened.  When Sheila commanded Karen to open her mouth, Karen willingly obeyed!  She couldn’t seem to help herself.  She had never had her mouth washed out with soap when she was a child, and yet, Sheila was going to do it to her for a second time! 
 
      
 
    Sheila inserted the soap under Karen’s tongue and had her close her mouth over it. 
 
      
 
    “This will teach you not to use your potty mouth.  Such a naughty girl!  Now you’ll have to be spanked for using such dirty language.” 
 
      
 
    While Karen was being lectured, Mistress Donna had put a wooden chair right in the middle of the room.  She was already seated, paddle in hand, waiting for Karen.  Sheila stood up and led Karen over to the Dominatrix and had her lay over the woman’s lap. 
 
      
 
    Karen had never before felt such humiliation.  She was going to be spanked, in her own home, by a woman who she had just met!  She felt her dress being lifted.  Though it wouldn’t have done any good, she found herself wishing that Mistress Donna had let her wear panties.  At least that would have given her a smidgeon of decency. Instead, her bottom was bare and was presented properly for a thorough paddling that Mistress Donna immediately began to apply. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 34.  After Glow 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna had finally let Karen up.  Her bottom burned from the sting of the paddle but Karen felt an odd warmth between her legs that belied the humiliation that had been heaped upon her.  The soap still hadn’t fully dissolved in her mouth.  The taste was dreadful, but she had been warned against any attempt to expel the awful penalty for her dirty language.  Mistress Donna insisted that she hold her dress up so that her bottom was on full display.  She could feel the moistness between her legs again while Sheila lectured her. 
 
      
 
    “You impertinent slut!  I can see that you still have much to learn before you are a true authoritative woman worthy of the services of your own maid. Just look at you, a grown woman willingly allowing herself to be chastised like a naughty little girl!  I can tell by your glistening pussy that you enjoyed every moment of your punishment.  Shame on you!” 
 
      
 
    Karen knew that Sheila was right. Each swat of the paddle had gone straight to her sex. By the time the spanking had ended, even though her bottom stung, she was horny again and ready for another turn with the vibrator. If only she could! Good girls weren’t supposed to think like that. But a wet pussy that dripped with excitement didn’t lie.  Sheila continued. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve decided that Mistress Donna will remain with you while you are properly trained. For now, you are to go into the next room and put your nose in the corner while Mistress Donna and I discuss your future.  You had better not rub your bottom and you had better keep that dress raised. Now off with you! Go put your nose in the corner just like that naughty maid!” 
 
      
 
    Karen quickly left the room. She stood herself in the corner across from Betsy, nose against the wall, still holding her dress up displaying her red bottom. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna had watched while Karen had obediently followed Sheila’s instructions.  She wanted to burst out laughing at the total submission of the married woman. Sheila held a finger up against her own lips—it was all that kept Donna from laughing hysterically. Now the two whispered so that the two punished girls in the other room couldn’t hear them.  Donna began. 
 
      
 
    “I have never before seen such submission.  My compliments. The soap was a nice touch.  You managed to wash a grown married woman’s mouth out with soap for a second time! Can you believe that she masturbated herself for me?  I mean, she’s a sex pot waiting to happen if I’ve ever seen one!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila smiled before she responded. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy is too.  Just like you said that she would be.  She’s as horny as hell.  She’s a completely totally helpless wimp in that condition.  By the way, she still thinks that you don’t know who she really is!  Imagine that! Clueless.  She was so easy to control.  I had the sissy massage my legs right up my thighs.  Then she tried to eat me out!” 
 
      
 
    Donna had to ask. 
 
      
 
    “Did you let her?” 
 
      
 
    Sheila shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “No, perhaps another time. I wasn’t in the mood.  So I decided to spank her instead. That was fun.  The bitch begged me for mercy just like a little girl.  I must say that for a submissive Karen did quite a job with the sissy maid.  She looks perfect.  I’m glad that you told me that little story about Betsy’s past.  I would have never guessed.” 
 
      
 
    Donna had been happy to help. 
 
      
 
    “Well, after you told me about Karen I just couldn’t resist.  I’ve never had so much fun in my life!” 
 
      
 
    The ladies both giggled.  Sheila continued.   
 
      
 
    “What do you want to do with these two? They are both so clearly submissive that you can do whatever you choose.  I’m sure that you’ll find something.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila could barely contain her laughter.  She knew full well what Donna was going to do. 
 
      
 
    Donna paused for a moment, feigning like she was thinking about it, and then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m free at the moment.  I think I’ll stay here overnight and check the place out.  I kind of like this place. It should show well once it’s cleaned up.  I understand that it comes with two servants.” 
 
      
 
    They both laughed. 
 
      
 
    Then Donna had another thought. 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t planning on recruiting Karen are you?  She’s a married woman!” 
 
      
 
    Donna smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly.  A married woman has a certain maturity about her that I think could be useful.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila wasn’t sold. 
 
      
 
    “Maturity?  More like naivete! She has no idea what she’s doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Precisely. No bad habits to unlearn.  It should be fun to train her.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “All of your ladies are single.” 
 
      
 
    Donna grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Then it’s about time I recruited a married woman.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 35.  Servitude 
 
      
 
    That night Mistress Donna slept in the bedroom that had belonged to Karen.  She had Karen move down the hall to another previously unused bedroom.  She made herself quite comfortable and slept well in the large lavish bed. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was up early the next morning to prepare breakfast like usual.  Only this time, it was breakfast for two. 
 
      
 
    While Betsy worked in the kitchen, Donna woke and went down the hall to where Karen was still in bed.  She smiled at how deep Karen was sleeping.  She had really been put through her paces the night before! 
 
      
 
    In fact Karen had been so compliant after her spanking that she didn’t even resist when Mistress Donna had clipped her back into her chastity belt.  Now Donna was looking forward to putting her to work.  Donna loudly clapped her hands together.  Karen immediately woke up.  She had been startled and was seemingly confused over what was going on. Donna helped her out. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me sweetie.  Let’s get your day started right.” 
 
      
 
    Donna took Karen by the hand and led her down the hallway.  Karen pleaded with her to allow her to take a quick bath and in a weak moment Donna mercifully relented.  While Karen bathed, Donna went downstairs and Betsy attended her while she ate breakfast. 
 
      
 
    Donna came back upstairs just when Karen exited the bathroom. Karen was wrapped in only a towel with her hair still damp. Donna took her hand again and led her into Betsy’s room. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be turning you into a maid. Today you will dress here, but I expect you to take what you need and move those clothes to your new bedroom.  Let’s get started.” 
 
      
 
    Karen’s mouth gaped open in disbelief.  She had wanted to get away from housekeeping chores—that was what Betsy was for.  Was it possible that she had given her lifestyle away for one orgasm?  Yes, it had been quite an orgasm, mind-blowing really, but it was only one! 
 
      
 
    She thought about protesting. But then she realized that her bottom was still stinging from the night before.  Donna certainly knew how to apply the paddle.  Not only that, but her sex was firmly secured in chastity again and Mistress Donna held the key.  She had no choice! 
 
      
 
    Karen reluctantly took panties, bra, stockings, and a garter out of the dresser drawers.  She was thankful that Betsy was a similar size.  With Betsy’s faux breasts she was even a similar shape.  While Mistress Donna casually observed, Karen put herself into the same lingerie that she had picked out herself for Betsy. 
 
      
 
    Then came the most difficult part for Karen.  She opened the closet door and looked at the maid uniforms that were hanging there.  It had never occurred to her that she would ever find herself in one of those uniforms yet there she was.  With great reluctance, along with a flush of humiliation, Karen put herself into one of the maid dresses and buttoned it up.  She immediately wished that she hadn’t ordered Betsy such short dresses. She smoothed the dress before tying on an apron and slipping on the same heels that Betsy wore. 
 
      
 
    Karen felt like she was in a trance, obediently following instructions that she didn’t like, but that she was unable to resist.  She sat down at the vanity and brushed her hair out before lightly applying the cosmetics that were spread out in front of her. Then in a final blow to whatever dignity she may have had left, she spritzed herself with the same unbelievably cheap perfume that she had picked out for Betsy.  She stood up and carefully put a maid’s cap on her head—the crowning glory of Mistress Donna’s domination of her.  Then she shamefully presented herself to Mistress Donna for her approval. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna had a new toy and she wasn’t shy about playing with it. 
 
      
 
    “Your dress says Betsy. I’ll have to order you another.  It’s far too confusing to have two maids with the same name.  I think that I’ll call you Jenna.  An easy to say name for an easy to take girl.  Give me a twirl Jenna, I want to get a good look at you.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna slowly turned around.  She still couldn’t believe that this was happening to her. 
 
      
 
    “Curtsy for me Jenna.” 
 
      
 
    Without a moment’s pause, Jenna curtsied for Mistress Donna.  Jenna blushed a deep red when she realized that she had performed such a juvenile movement without a thought for Mistress Donna.  She hadn’t curtsied since she was a little girl!  Mistress Donna smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Very good.  That will do nicely.”   
 
      
 
    Then the Dominatrix noticed the full-length mirror that was on the door. 
 
      
 
    “One more thing and then I’ll send you off to work.  I’ll leave you here to stand in front of the mirror and take a long look at yourself so that you can see what you’ve become.  Jenna is a maid in what was her own home.  I’ll be out on the patio.  Bring me coffee when you are finished visualizing yourself like the common maid that you are. I’ll give you chores when I see you.” 
 
      
 
    With that, Donna left Jenna alone in the room.  The maid stared in the mirror at what had become of her.  It had all happened so fast that she could barely grasp the impact. She had thought that she was being held up like a model of an authoritative woman.  Instead she had been reduced to the role of a maidservant.  Mistress Donna had even started calling her by her maid’s name--Jenna!  Here she was looking at herself in the mirror just like she had previously instructed Betsy to do. 
 
      
 
    What was Mistress Donna going to do with her?  What would Betsy think when she saw her?   
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 36.  Donna Enjoys 
 
      
 
    It was a beautiful day out on the patio. Donna basked in the sunshine like she was a goddess on vacation.  She took a sip of her cool drink.  This was heaven! 
 
      
 
    The maids were busy working inside.  She had set Betsy to cleaning and sanitizing bathrooms.  Jenna was down on her hands and knees cleaning floors. She had wanted to immediately put Jenna in her place, and she felt that cleaning floors by hand was the best way to do it. 
 
      
 
    The only task that Donna had on her schedule was to order the maid uniforms for Jenna.  She wanted to do that herself.  How else could she possibly get the hem-length right on the order?  She had seen the look on the maid’s face when she saw how short her new dress was, so that was undoubtedly the perfect length for the new maid. 
 
      
 
    It only took one call.  The uniform store assured her that they could have two dresses delivered that same day.  Mistress Donna was pleased that there was a servant’s bell out on the patio—it was just a quick ring away to a cold drink and lunch. 
 
      
 
    When Sheila had told her about Betsy it had made her day.  She always thought that Betsy would make an excellent sissy maid and now she had the proof.  The chance to teach Karen how to be dominant by learning about submission was a bonus. 
 
      
 
    When Karen had married Brandon it took away Donna’s opportunity to turn Brandon into her own personal sissy maid.  The fact that Sheila had asked her to teach Karen a little about how it feels to be submissive was luscious gravy.  So this was simply a delicious opportunity to get back at Karen by applying a little bit of delectable humiliation. 
 
      
 
    Donna couldn’t help but notice the reaction the Betsy had to seeing Jenna for the first time.  It was so precious!  First it looked like Betsy was going to speak, but then she seemed to decide that she had better not.  Instead the two maids stood next to each other like a couple of scared hired girls and they waited at attention for their orders.  Donna couldn’t think of dirtier chores than cleaning bathrooms and washing floors so she had immediately set them to it. 
 
      
 
    While they worked away Donna fantasized about all of the things she would be doing with the maids. When the delivery arrived in the early afternoon, Karen became Jenna the housemaid—it said so right on her new uniform.   
 
      
 
    Donna couldn’t have felt better about how things were developing. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 37.  Agreement 
 
      
 
    By the time Thursday arrived Donna had decided precisely what she was going to do with the maids.  The maids had been working diligently and the place was looking sharp.  It was time for a new challenge for the girls. 
 
      
 
    Donna had previously planned a Saturday evening get-together for her real estate associates who worked for her and she needed help to put it on. She had planned on bringing in temporary servants but why bother to do that when you have two maids at the ready?  She summoned Jenna and Betsy together to explain the situation. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies, I would like you both to serve my guests at my dinner party.  I’ll be leaving here this afternoon and I’ll send an Uber over to pick you both up.  Jenna, I’d like to talk with you for a moment.  Betsy, you are dismissed.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy, thinking Jenna was in trouble, quickly returned to her laundry duties while Mistress Donna spoke to Jenna out on the patio. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, I think that you’ve done exceptionally well this week.  Do you now understand more about how submissive personalities work? 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  She had been waiting for approval from the Mistress. 
 
      
 
    “I think so.  The combination of sexual deprivation and forced servitude can be extremely erotic.  Particularly for submissive types.” 
 
      
 
    “The excitement can be quite an incentive to be subservient, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna was right about that.  Jenna was longing for another orgasm and she would do just about anything to get one. 
 
      
 
    “I have a proposition for you.  If you serve as my senior maid at my little get-together then I’ll let you out of chastity.  After that we can continue your training.  You do still need to learn proper disciplinary measures for sissy maids.  Agreed?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  This was going to be easy.  Just one party and then she could give up her maid uniform for good.  She was more than happy to make that agreement. 
 
      
 
    “No problem, I’ll be there for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Great.” 
 
      
 
    Donna smiled.  This was going to be fun. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 38.  Staff Supervisor 
 
      
 
    When Jenna stepped out of the Uber, she couldn’t believe her eyes.  Donna must have been a very successful real-estate agent.  She lived in what could only be described to be an awesome castle-like mansion.  Jenna felt like she had gone to Disneyland and like she was stepping into the magic castle.  It was all a bit overwhelming.  She slowly led the way inside, with Betsy timidly coming along right behind her. 
 
      
 
    Just inside the main doorway, Mistress Donna was already waiting for them.  Sheila’s maid, Cora, was standing at attention, along with another maid.  Jenna could see by the embroidery on her uniform that the other maid was named Trisha. She couldn’t help but notice that Cora and Trisha also had Junior Maid embroidered on their uniform and that the uniforms were the exact same type that she had selected for Betsy. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna spoke up immediately. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, stand next to Trisha.  Jenna, stand in front with me. There, that’s good.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna felt special.  She was the head maid so she was standing next to Mistress Donna while the junior maids stood at attention in front of them.  Mistress Donna continued. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna is the senior maid.  All of you will report to her. You are to obey her the same way you would obey me.  Do you understand me?” 
 
      
 
    All three maids replied in unison. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna felt a rush of power.  She smiled at her new staff before she gave her very first order. 
 
      
 
    “Very well.  Ladies, let’s get started.  This place needs to be dusted and vacuumed top to bottom.  What are you ladies waiting for?  Get going!” 
 
      
 
    The maids scurried off to get to work. Donna laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, I can see that you are getting the hang of this.  You do realize that I don’t expect you to do any housekeeping right?  You are a supervisor, just keep an eye on the maids and keep them working.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna was surprised, but relieved. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, yes, that sounds perfect.  It really feels exhilarating.  Tell me, is Trisha…” 
 
      
 
    Donna hesitated for a moment like she was unsure how to answer. Finally she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Trisha is a sissy maid too.  You already know about Cora.  They were both trained by Sheila.  She does an exemplary job with the sissy girls.  So yes, counting Betsy you are the female in charge of three sissy maids.” 
 
      
 
    Donna reached into her pocket and took out two keys. 
 
      
 
    “These are the keys to their chastity devices.  Take them.  Since you are their superior supervisor they are yours to do with as you please.  I think that you’ll find that just having them in your possession gives you a feeling of superiority.  I suggest that you add them to the necklace that you have around your neck.  I presume that key belongs to Betsy’s chastity.” 
 
      
 
    She pointed to Jenna’s necklace.  Jenna nodded in agreement.  Donna continued. 
 
      
 
    “Even though you are a supervisor you should still wear a maid uniform.  I’ve had a supply brought up to your bedroom and hung in the closet.  Sissy girls have a thing for the maid uniform so I think you’ll find that the uniform adds to your superiority. 
 
      
 
    “The mansion should be cleaned top to bottom.  You’ll find that there is a mountain of clothes to be cleaned in the laundry room. The caterers arrive Saturday and the meal are to be served in the dining hall.  Drinks are served before and after the meal.  Now, if you follow me I’ll show you around and take you to your quarters.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna walked with Donna. The Mistress pointed out features of the mansion while they trekked through the corridors.  The servant’s quarters were up on the third floor which was quite common for buildings of that vintage.  Donna showed Jenna her room—a large bedroom complete with a full bath and a good-sized closet.  It dwarfed the smaller rooms on the same floor that were for the other maids.  Donna noticed that Jenna was surprised at the opulence of her room. 
 
      
 
    “The supervisor enjoys an abundance of luxury that the common maids do not.  Their rooms are quite modest.  Since you are in charge, you are privileged.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  She liked the sound of it.  She did have a question. 
 
      
 
    “If you don’t mind me asking, how can you afford all of this?  I mean it is so impressive…” 
 
      
 
    Donna chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not nearly as difficult to live like this as you might think.  I have twenty agents working for me at my firm.  They are all hard-working women who are very successful.  I simply get a percentage of their commissions and it is more than enough for a lavish lifestyle.  This place was a foreclosure—I picked it up for a mere pittance—an advantage of being in the business.” 
 
      
 
    “That explains quite a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “Well then, I’ll leave you to it. Let me know if you need anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    With that Donna left Jenna to her duties.  Jenna opened the closet to take a look at the uniforms.  They were all identical to the one she was already wearing, except for one thing.  These were all embroidered with Staff Supervisor, Jenna.  Jenna smiled.  She liked the sound of that.  She couldn’t help herself. She quickly changed uniforms. 
 
      
 
    Later that morning, when she saw Betsy hard at work in the laundry room, she couldn’t help but notice that the maid had also changed her uniform.  Now Betsy’s uniform also had Junior Maid embroidered on it along with her name. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 39.  Party Time 
 
      
 
    By Saturday evening Jenna had things well in hand.  The mansion was in tip top shape.  She even had the maids clean all of the windows so that everything looked perfect.  The caterers arrived right on schedule and the maids were busy with setting the table in the dining hall. 
 
      
 
    In a nice touch, Donna had provided special uniforms for the evening.  Jenna had a clingy nylon uniform that was trimmed in white lace.  The junior maids had changed into French maid uniforms that gave them a tarty appearance.  They had even been given stiletto heels so that they took tiny little steps like proper servants.  Naturally, all of the uniforms were appropriately embroidered with the correct maid’s name. 
 
      
 
    Cora greeted the guests at the front door while Trisha escorted them back to the dining hall.  Betsy then offered drinks and hors d’voeuvres. 
 
      
 
    Jenna was impressed with the guests.  It was a fine group of refined young ladies all well-dressed for the occasion.  The evening went perfectly, with the maids serving and cleaning up just like they had been taught to do.  It was a charming picture with the French maids daintily serving the group of sophisticated young women.  Everything went perfectly, except for one instance. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, but before dessert, Trisha had helped to clear tables and had just gone into the kitchen.  There was a loud noise and the shattering of glass was heard out in the dining area.  Jenna quickly went back into the kitchen to find out what had happened. 
 
      
 
    Trisha had taken too many plates back to the kitchen at one time and had managed to drop a stack of them on the floor. They had shattered into pieces.  When Jenna arrived the maid was completely flustered.  All she could do was stand there, red faced, while Cora and Betsy frantically worked to clean up the mess. 
 
      
 
    Jenna thought nothing of it.  That is, until after the guests had left and Donna inquired about the incident. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, what was all the clatter about earlier in the evening?” 
 
      
 
    “Trisha just dropped a stack of plates.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, and what did you do about it?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna was a bit confused. 
 
      
 
    “Why I couldn’t do a thing about it.  The plates were all broken.  Accidents do happen.” 
 
      
 
    Donna rolled her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, these girls are not real women, they are sissy maids. They are expected to perform like real women, even if they are obviously incapable of such perfection.  When they mess up, they are to be disciplined so that they can learn a lesson from their mistakes.  Since you are the supervisor, it is your job to administer punishment.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
 
      
 
    Donna picked up a servant’s bell and summoned the maids.  The sissy girls were still in their French maid uniforms and they had been busy in the kitchen still cleaning up. All three stood at attention in front of Donna and Jenna. Donna spoke, this time in a terse voice.  She was clearly upset. 
 
      
 
    “Poor performance will not be tolerated.  Trisha, that was very sloppy work tonight.  Bring me the punishment chair and the paddle.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna’s mouth gaped open.  She hadn’t even considered punishing the maid for dropping the dishes.  But of course, as maid supervisor, it was her job to oversee the service that they were providing. 
 
      
 
    Trisha brought out a wooden chair from the kitchen and placed it in front of Donna.  Then she handed Donna the discipline paddle.  Just when Donna was about to sit down, Jenna interrupted her. 
 
      
 
    “Donna, I’m the maid supervisor.  I think that it is my job to discipline the maids. If you don’t mind, I would like to discipline Trisha properly.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna had barely been able to get that out. Her heart was pounding and she was breathing deeply from excitement.  There was no better way to assert her authority than to administer punishment.  She wanted to show Donna that she was capable. At the same time she was concerned that she had possibly overstepped her bounds. 
 
      
 
    Donna smiled and gave the paddle to Jenna. 
 
      
 
    “Good.  I expect my supervisor to do her duty.  Please proceed.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna moved towards the chair, taking care to straighten her dress before she sat down.  With a grin on her face she used one finger to order the maid forward.  She didn’t even have to command the maid over her lap—the sissy girl knew what she was supposed to do.  She obediently went across Jenna’s lap without any coaxing whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    Jenna took a deep breath. She wanted to show Donna that she was just as capable as the Mistress at disciplining the maids.  She casually flipped Trish’s dress up.  She was glad that the maids were wearing stockings and not pantyhose.  For the first time she realized how practical that really was.  Without further delay, she pulled Trisha’s panties down. 
 
      
 
    The other two junior maids watched wide-eyed when the first loud crack landed.  They stood in awe of their supervisor while she delivered a flurry of smacks to the upturned bottom.  At the same time she used her best authoritative voice to lecture the maid. 
 
      
 
    “You will not be careless when serving.” 
 
      
 
    Whack! 
 
      
 
    “Sloppiness will not be tolerated in this household!” 
 
      
 
    Crack! 
 
      
 
    “You will be more attentive in the future.” 
 
      
 
    Smack! 
 
      
 
    Jenna finished up with a flourish.  A burst of loud cracks landed in quick succession turning Trish’s bottom a deep red.  It wasn’t until Jenna was certain that the sting would stay with the maid for hours afterwards that she decided to stop. Of course the fact that her arm had tired also helped her to decide to end the chastisement. 
 
      
 
    When the punishment session over, Jenna dismissed the maids.  Trisha stood up and quickly pulled her panties back up.  Then all three maids hastily went off to their rooms, no doubt hoping that they would not incur anymore of Jenna’s wrath. 
 
      
 
    Donna smiled at Jenna. 
 
      
 
    “My, my, I think that you are getting the hang of this.  You seemed like a different person administering that reprimand.  Very well done.  Though I would have put the girl in the corner with her bottom exposed.  It is late though, so I suppose it was prudent to make an exception this time.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna beamed with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “I have to say that was quite amusing.” 
 
      
 
    “Exciting too?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna’s heart was still racing. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress smiled.  Jenna continued. 
 
      
 
    “I do have one question.  Did the guests know anything about the true nature of the maids?” 
 
      
 
    Donna shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Nope, nothing at all.  That’s why things had to run so smoothly.  It’s my little secret.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 40.  Proposition 
 
      
 
    Donna smiled at Jenna. Now, she thought, was the perfect opportunity to approach Jenna.  She reached into her pocket and handed the key to Jenna’s chastity to her. 
 
      
 
    “You’re free to go in the morning.  But I do have a proposition for you that perhaps may be of interest.  You can see that my home is quite extensive and in need of a staff of maids.  I already have two sissy maids, and I could use a third.  Naturally, I’ll require a full-time maid supervisor.  Would you be interested in the position?” 
 
      
 
    The thought was tempting, but Jenna had a well-paying job waiting for her back at the office.  She couldn’t give it up just because she enjoyed ordering the sissy maids around. 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to, but I just can’t.  I have bills to pay…” 
 
      
 
    “Say no more.  I’ll match whatever your boring job pays plus fifty percent.  You can live here at no cost, so we can sell your house, commission free, to pay off your bills.  You can invest whatever is left over.  I think you’ll find that offer to be quite attractive.  Obviously, you can bring Betsy along too.  Just imagine, a staff of three sissy maids at your beck and call. All you need to do is to keep them in line and supervise their work.  Of course, you will also need to discipline them whenever the need calls.  Sleep on it, and give me your answer in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you.  I’ll do that.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna retired to her upstairs bedroom.  The first thing that she did was remove the chastity devices.  She was so absorbed in the possibilities that she didn’t realize that her sex was finally free!  While she rested comfortably in bed, her mind considered the offer and what it might mean. 
 
      
 
    She never really liked the job she was at, but it paid extremely well.  Donna had offered her even more money, with hardly any work at all. The idea of three sissy maids at her command was extremely enticing.  She would be a powerful supervisor with unchallenged authority! 
 
      
 
    She imagined what it would be like to demand perfection and to mete out discipline when it was not achieved.  She would make sure that the maids were respectful, compliant, and appreciative. The way that maids should be!  She loved the sound of that. 
 
      
 
    Her hand mindlessly found itself down between her legs and under her panties while she envisioned herself spanking Betsy, Cora, and Trisha.  At her whim, each would be taken in turn over her lap, and then reprimanded by her for their sloppy work.  In her mind, she could already hear the crack of the paddle. 
 
      
 
    Jenna, she thought, would be different than Karen.  It was a chance for her to become a whole new person.  Karen was far too lenient.  Jenna would not be nearly so forgiving.  Jenna would be a demanding, dominant woman, who would be strict but still reasonably fair.  Jenna would finally be able to unleash the sexual woman that Karen had always kept hidden deep inside.  Adorned in her supervisor uniform, undoubtedly an irresistible fetish for the sissy girls, Jenna would flaunt her sexuality and demand adoration from her sissy maids.  Jenna could be everything that Karen had always wanted to be! 
 
      
 
    Excitement built up while she contemplated the possible sexual devotion that she could receive.  She would have three willing sissy girls, all restrained in unyielding chastity, each with eager tongues, just yearning to give her pleasure! 
 
      
 
    Holy shit!  What a fucking dream! Yes, Jenna could swear guilt free too!  It was all too good to be true.  Yet it was far too tempting to resist.  Too tempting even for a refined married woman who would never have contemplated such naughty things before!  
 
      
 
    Yes, she would take the job.  How could she possibly say no?  The thought brought her masturbation fantasy to a quickened pace.  Her toes curled up and her pent-up desire led to a blissful orgasm that rippled throughout her body.  A wave of euphoria spread from her wet loins down to her toes and up to her head all at the same time.  She felt delightfully light-headed.  She was dizzy from unabashed lust that had been fulfilled.  It had been so long!  It was best that she had been in bed because had she been standing she may have fainted. Brandon had certainly never done that to her before.  Her heart pounded and she panted heavily like a little girl enjoying her very first taste of erotic excitement. 
 
      
 
    Yes, she thought, Jenna was going to enjoy herself.  It was a once in a lifetime opportunity that she couldn’t pass up. 
 
      
 
    Then, with a smile on her face, she snuggled under the covers and she fell into a deep sleep. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 41.  Play Room 
 
      
 
    It had been several weeks since that fateful decision had been made.  Jenna’s dream had come true.  Though she was employed by Donna, the Mistress was rarely at home.  She had other work to do. 
 
      
 
    So Jenna’s job was to keep the mansion in tip top shape by training the three sissy girls to be obedient maids.  In reality, she was really the uncontested Mistress of the manor.  Who was to say otherwise? 
 
      
 
    Occasionally Mistress Donna would have guests stop in for a visit.  While Sheila did come by, mostly the guests were agents who worked for her real estate agency. Jenna would make sure that the maids took proper care of the guests. 
 
      
 
    Little by little Jenna was whipping the maids into shape.  Literally whipping them into shape!  On her first day on the job Donna had shown Jenna the punishment room. 
 
      
 
    The punishment room was down in the basement of the mansion.  It was essentially a medieval themed dungeon that any self-respecting Dominatrix would be proud of.  With chains hanging from the ceiling, an iron punishment cage that was on wheels, stocks, a spanking horse, and an assortment of punishment instruments, the place had everything that a budding Dominatrix could possibly need for her amusement. 
 
      
 
    Jenna was partial to using the spanking horse.  With it, she could position a naughty maid’s bare bottom for discipline without worrying about crinkling her own dress.  Then she could flail away with a paddle or a tawse or a riding crop—which ever happened to suit her fancy at the time. 
 
      
 
    The maids often visited the dungeon—whether they wanted to or not.  Cora, in particular, was prone to irritating Jenna with her careless work and therefore invoking her wrath. 
 
      
 
    Jenna came to enjoy punishing the maid.  Cora had a cute little bottom that just begged for the crop.  Once Jenna streaked Cora’s bottom red, she would finish by filling in the color with the paddle.  When she finally tired of applying the paddle, Cora always had a glowing red bottom.  Jenna didn’t feel guilty either.  She could tell that Cora was excited by it all, and her own arousal at administering the punishment made it that much more fulfilling. 
 
      
 
    Whenever she punished one maid, she always had the other two maids stand at attention and witness the humiliation.  Jenna felt that was more intimidating and that would help to assure their obedience.   For an added benefit, whoever was being punished was further shamed with the audience observing. 
 
      
 
    Jenna found administering punishments to be a highly effective training method for the sissy maids.  For instance, Trisha only back-talked on one occasion.  A nice mouth washing with soap and a trip over the spanking horse was more than enough to cure her of her misbehavior.  Once Betsy saw what happened to Trisha she quickly decided that acting up was not an option. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna routinely praised Jenna for her outstanding handling of her maids.  She had never seen a woman so quickly adapt to being an authoritative figure. 
 
      
 
    While Donna had achieved precisely what she wanted, she wasn’t done with Jenna and her maid just yet.  The very best was yet to come. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 42.  Boudoir Servitude 
 
      
 
    Once Jenna realized all of the possibilities, then for her things really became interesting.  Each evening Mistress Donna would select a maid for boudoir servitude.  Jenna knew precisely what that meant. 
 
      
 
    The maid that Mistress Donna selected would be required to pour her a bath complete with scented candles.  Then the maid would assist Mistress Donna out of her clothes and help her into the luxurious tub.  The slightest appearance of any inappropriate touching or leering was a punishable offense so the maids had to keep a complete lady’s maid decorum.  
 
      
 
    After Mistress Donna bathed, the maid would towel her off and assist with her nightgown.  Then the true fun began.   
 
      
 
    When she was in the mood, Mistress Donna would demand oral servitude.  Anything less than superb servitude would be a punishable offense that Jenna would be required to take care of in the morning. 
 
      
 
    Only after Mistress Donna was completely satisfied would the maid be dismissed.  With a ring of the servant’s bell in the morning, the same maid would be required to lay out Mistress Donna’s clothes and assist her dressing. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna had a clear preference for using maid Betsy for this duty.  She praised Jenna for the outstanding job she had done training Betsy, particular with her oral aptitude. 
 
      
 
    Though Jenna was married, the fact that Betsy was tending to Mistress Donna’s intimate needs didn’t bother her at all.  While it may have bothered Karen, Jenna had no such hang ups.  It was every woman’s dream to be able to punish her husband for substandard devotion in the bedroom and Jenna got to do just that on many occasions with Betsy.  Even if it was for not pleasuring Mistress Donna proficiently.  Jenna took satisfaction in meting out discipline for inept servitude or for whatever else suited her at the moment.  After all, Betsy’s performance reflected on her training ability. 
 
      
 
    While Betsy tended to Mistress Donna, it gave Jenna the opportunity to sample the same servitude from Cora and Trisha. Their eager tongues were always ready to serve her on a moment’s notice.  She found that Trisha was particularly skilled at providing utmost pleasure so Trisha became her favorite.  With Trisha it was always sheer bliss because anything less than total satisfaction meant quality time in the punishment room the next day for the maid.  Though there were times that Jenna feigned displeasure in order to get a maid to the punishment room and to encourage even better performance the next time. 
 
      
 
    Yes, it was true.  Being serviced by a sissy maid was somewhat akin to making love with another woman.  But the orgasmic results were worth that trivial awkwardness.  The benefits far outweighed any guilt that Jenna might feel for having a semblance of another woman in her bed. 
 
      
 
    Enjoying pure pleasure and not having to reciprocate was a special treat all on its own.  Those chastity devices that kept the sissy maids in line were valuable in more ways than one.  Plus there was no sticky mess to clean up afterwards—a nuisance that Jenna would never have to experience ever again. 
 
      
 
    There was one advantage to using Cora for such services.  The poor sissy girl was not fully accustomed to the sexual frustration that accompanied oral servitude. She was prone to beg for fulfillment that would never come. Of course such begging was unacceptable behavior and always assured quality time the next morning with the riding crop. 
 
      
 
    For Jenna, it was most wonderful to be in charge! 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 43.  Hair Stylist 
 
      
 
    One morning Jenna decided to take a look at Betsy’s natural hair.  She stepped into Betsy’s room just when the maid was combing out her wig.  Up until this point Betsy had been wearing a wig in order to look feminine.  Jenna’s suspicions were correct.  Betsy’s hair had grown out and now it was long enough to be styled. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, don’t put the wig on.  Let me brush your hair.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna went over to Betsy and picked the hairbrush up off the vanity.  She changed the part and brushed out Betsy’s hair as much as she could. There was plenty to work with, but it definitely needed to be styled. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me, we’re off to the salon!” 
 
      
 
    When they arrived at the nearby salon, Betsy timidly walked in.  She had never been in a women’s hair salon before so she was very uncomfortable. The salon had a deep scent of feminine hair products.  There were several stylists waiting for customers, and there was also a young woman who was having her hair blow dried. 
 
      
 
    A friendly woman smiled at the two ladies. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I’m Patty.  How may I help you today?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna didn’t give Betsy a chance to answer.  It probably didn’t matter.  The maid was so out of her element she would have had no idea what to say.  Jenna pointed to Betsy. 
 
      
 
    “This is Betsy.  She needs a cut and color.  Jet black I think.” 
 
      
 
    Patty smiled and offered Betsy a seat.  Patty turned the seat towards the mirror and then ran her fingers through Betsy’s hair. 
 
      
 
    “Whoever did this to you Betsy had no idea what they were doing.  Fortunately for you, I think that I can fix it.  There’s plenty here to work with.  Let’s take care of that light auburn hair first then I’ll style you.  Black hair will be a drastic change but it should suit you.  I think you’ll look more professional with black hair.  Don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t wait for Betsy to reply.  She tilted the chair back and immediately began to work. 
 
      
 
    For Betsy it seemed like Patty fussed over her hair for hours.  She closed her eyes when the color was applied, not wishing to risk anything getting into her eyes.  With her eyes shut she could hear all of the women in the salon talking.  One of the women apparently looked at her and commented that “The maid looks capable.  I could use her myself.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy tried not to say anything.  If any of the women realized that she was a sissy girl it would make things even more humiliating than they already were. 
 
      
 
    The salon talk continued while Patty worked.  Finally, she had finished applying color, styling, and blow drying.  She took a long look at her new creation. 
 
      
 
    Patty was quite pleased with herself.  She had taken a disaster of a hairstyle and created a look worthy of a professional maid.  She turned the chair so that Betsy could see herself in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t believe how her look had been changed.  Even without her glasses she barely recognized herself.  The maid in the mirror batting her long lashes stared back at her.  The maid with the black hair had a cute perky pageboy cut just like she had occasionally seen on other young women.  Unlike her previous style, she was now unmistakably feminine.  There could be no denying that. 
 
      
 
    She hadn’t realized that her hair had gotten long enough to be styled like it was.  She had feminine bangs in front.  Her ears were covered to her lobes—just long enough to be stylish but practical enough to show her earrings.  Everything about the cut said female. 
 
      
 
    For a moment she wondered how she ever let Jenna get the best of her and to put her in such a condition.  Looking at herself in the mirror, she felt like Betsy.  She looked like Betsy.  At this point, it would take far less effort to stay Betsy than it would take to bring Brandon back, if that was even possible! 
 
      
 
    Then she thought practical.  There would be no need for a wig anymore.  On the plus side, the new style would be easy to take care of.  Her hair, though feminine, would not be difficult to keep out of the way while she worked. 
 
      
 
    In the mirror she could see Jenna standing behind her with her face glowing with approval.  Jenna complimented Patty on the outstanding job that she had done. Patty took a hand mirror and moved behind Betsy so that she could see the back.  Unlike when she had gotten a haircut before, Patty hadn’t shortened her hair in back.  She had merely trimmed the ends to blend the hair in with the rest of the cut.  The black hair reached all the way to the white collar on her uniform.  Patty smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry dear.  When you come back I’ll have more to work with.  We’ll let that grow out a bit in the meantime.  That style you came in with was quite a challenge but I think I got it done. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy was spellbound.  All she could do was nod her head in approval. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 44.  Surprise 
 
      
 
    In what Jenna thought was going to be just another one of Mistress Donna’s parties, turned out to be something quite different.  Things changed before the party even started.  Donna insisted that Jenna join the festivities. Then she provided Jenna with a delightful party dress so that she would blend in with the guests. 
 
      
 
    The dress was a slinky red number with a white ruffled collar trimmed in white lace at the sleeves.  Had the dress been black it may have been mistaken for a fancy maid uniform, but as it was, it was simply a daring party dress.   
 
      
 
    Aside from that, at least at first, things seemed quite predictable.  Yes, Jenna was told that the guests were all authoritative women skilled in the art of dominating sissy girls.  Yes, the maids spent considerable time preparing the meal and cleaning the mansion. But no, the guests were not at all who Jenna thought that they would be. 
 
      
 
    A couple dozen or so women were already in the parlor and the conversation was considerably louder than previous parties when there was a knock at the front door.  It was Betsy’s job to open the door and to see the guests in.  She had already let in quite a few guests and none of them appeared to have an inkling that she was anyone other than maid Betsy.  With her new hairdo she was far more confident greeting guests than she may have been otherwise. It didn’t help her, however, when the final guests arrived.  Much to her surprise and to her shock, when she opened the door there stood her own sister Lorraine, and her own Mother, Gloria. 
 
      
 
    The maid was stunned.  Even more surprising, both women merely walked in past her without any hint whatsoever of recognition.  They simply joined the rest of the group before making their drink requests to Cora.  Maids are often like that—completely invisible to the guests who they serve.  Betsy was no different in that regard. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long before Lorraine noticed Jenna mixing with the group.  She casually approached the maid supervisor. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, is that you?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna blushed a deep red.  Just at that moment Mistress Donna intervened. 
 
      
 
    “Lorraine, this is Jenna.  She is new here. She supervises the maids.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine seemed puzzled.  She looked skeptically at Jenna but she played along. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so pleased to meet you Jenna.  I knew that Mistress Donna was looking for a supervisor for her sissy maids. I can see that she made a lovely choice.” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Donna moved on to other guests.  It was only then that Lorraine tried again.  This time she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “You are Karen, right?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna looked to make sure nobody else was close enough to hear before she whispered back. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it’s me.  But call me Jenna.  Here I ‘m Jenna.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I would have never guessed that you were Mistress Donna’s type!  I can understand why you are going incognito.  It’s not easy to tell the world that you work with a Dominatrix.  I know that I never say anything about it.” 
 
      
 
    Apparently Lorraine knew everything about Mistress Donna.  Jenna immediately became more comfortable. 
 
      
 
    “I’m new here, and I’m just getting to know things.  I didn’t know that you were her type either.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Mom too. We have been since Mom turned Brandon into our housemaid when he was a little boy.  How is Brandon anyway?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna suddenly realized exactly what kind of party this was.  She also realized that Lorraine hadn’t recognized Betsy.  It was quite understandable.  In her maid uniform, all made-up with hair styled the way it was, she was hardly recognizable.  Even if Lorraine was suspicious, the boobs, long lashes and long feminine nails polished shiny pink, would help cover up the truth. 
 
      
 
    “Brandon is fine. These days he is hard at work.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna could barely contain her laughter at how she had responded.  Then she realized what Lorraine had said.  Just like that it occurred to her that perhaps she didn’t know everything about her husband. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me more Lorraine, about turning Brandon into your housemaid.  I definitely have an interest in that.” 
 
      
 
    The two ladies went outside and sat down on the patio where they could discuss things in private. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 45.  Mom’s Secret Helper 
 
      
 
    Indoors, the party continued on.  The maids tended to the raucous crowd of demanding, uninhibited women, while Jenna and Lorraine conversed outside. 
 
      
 
    “Lorraine, tell me more about Brandon.  Did you say that you and your Mother turned him into a maid?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, I didn’t think it was possible for you not to know that.  Particularly considering your new position Jenna.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine smiled at her own little joke.  Jenna was certainly not the prim and proper Karen that she thought that she knew.  Lorraine continued. 
 
      
 
    “It all started when I found the pervert wearing my clothes.  My best friend Donna and I came across him in my bedroom after he had gotten into my things.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine had Jenna’s full attention.  She had heard the story before but now she was getting a different perspective.  Lorraine continued. 
 
      
 
    “He had dolled himself all up, including my best date dress, a wig and full makeup!  He really did looked like a girl.  Keep in mind that Brandon is older than I am so it took a bit of courage on my part to put him under my control.  But I was up to the task.  I couldn’t help myself.  Dressed the way that he was, he really had no choice. He may as well have gotten down on his knees and begged me to dominate him! 
 
      
 
    I knew that Mom had talked about sissy girls before so when I saw Brandon I just had to tell Mom.  We all had fun with him after that.  Donna called him Betsy and then Mom really walloped his bottom.” 
 
      
 
    “Lorraine did you say that Donna named Betsy and that Donna was your best friend?”   
 
      
 
    “That’s right.  Donna.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna had to know for sure. 
 
      
 
    “Did you mean Mistress Donna?” 
 
      
 
    Yes, Mistress Donna.  We go back quite a long way.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna took mental note of the connection.  She hadn’t realized that Lorraine’s friend Donna was actually Mistress Donna. 
 
      
 
    “I see.  That’s very interesting.” 
 
      
 
    “Anyway, after that, Betsy became our regular weekend maid.  Betsy was Mom’s little secret helper.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna stopped her there. 
 
      
 
    “Did you say regular weekend maid?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.  After that Betsy was our maid every weekend.  At one point, Betsy was full-time, right up until she left home to get married.  Mom taught Betsy how to do laundry and how to clean house and how to cook dinner.  After that, Betsy had to report every weekend and on demand to do her chores.  She was really something to see.  Mom had Betsy put on an old house dress and make herself up.  She looked like any woman might look cleaning house.  It was a real hoot!  
 
      
 
    That’s how I got into sissy maids.  I mean, after having Betsy do all of the housework, I couldn’t very well do my own now, could I?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
      
 
    They both laughed together. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 46.  Authentic 
 
      
 
    Jenna still had questions. 
 
      
 
    “Lorraine, I’m curious.  You said that your Mother had talked to you before about sissy girls.  What did she say?” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know it at the time but I later learned that Mom had been introduced to sissy maids before.  Her friend Gwen had a sissy maid and Mom would often go over there for tea.  That’s where she learned everything.  That’s why she knew to teach Betsy how to do laundry.  Can you just imagine my younger sissy brother, dressed like a girl, having to hand-wash our lingerie?” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine laughed at the childhood memory before continuing on. 
 
      
 
    “That’s why Mom had Betsy dress the part.  She knew the affect that female clothing has on sissy girls. She made sure that Betsy always looked like an authentic girl.  Betsy could easily pass in public if need be.  She spent most of her time in the house though, being a housemaid.  Betsy really was a cute little maid.  Mom made her into the perfect housewife.  She even wore a cute pink pinafore apron just like women used to do back in the 1950’s.  You can just image how Betsy looked all dressed up like a real housewife. 
 
      
 
    Mom didn’t even hesitate to invite her friends over.  She would have Betsy on duty when they came by.  Some of them knew the truth about Betsy but others didn’t.  It really made no difference because Betsy was that convincing.” 
 
      
 
    Karen mused that such exposure must have been humiliating. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll bet that Betsy didn’t like that!” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine didn’t miss a beat. 
 
      
 
    “It really wasn’t up to Betsy.  If she protested, or for that matter if she did sloppy work, Mom took her over her knees and paddled her bare bottom.  It didn’t take long before Betsy became an obedient, respectful, and very compliant, little girl servant.  She was putty in our hands.  Betsy didn’t tell you any of this?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna wasn’t sure what she should say. 
 
      
 
    “Not really, I had no idea.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine was surprised. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me that you’ve been doing all of your own housework!  Betsy really enjoys doing it, so I think that would be a big mistake.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine giggled.  Now Jenna was becoming upset.  She thought about all of the housework that she had done when she could have put Betsy to work!  Her husband had been keeping an important secret from her and she didn’t like it. 
 
      
 
    Then Lorraine became serious. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, from the look on your face, you really didn’t know, did you?  Wait until I tell Mom.  She won’t be too happy with her secret helper.  There are things that shouldn’t be kept a secret!” 
 
      
 
    Having finished talking about Brandon, Lorraine had a question of her own. 
 
      
 
    “I need to know Jenna.  What’s it like having three sissy maids under your control? I’ve never had more than one at a time so it must be something special.  Do they all adore you and long for your attention?  Are they all frustrated, eager sissy girls with their little dickies all tied up?” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine giggled at that last description.  She knew that it was true. She could tell by the servitude of the three sissy girls at the party that they were quite under feminine control and that they couldn’t do a thing about it.  She had seen it before.  Girls have a way of knowing!  She always liked the image of sexually aroused sissy girls straining for sexual relief.  They could only get that if it was granted to them by a woman.  The fun part was putting the aroused sissy girls into a maid uniform and putting them to work.  Talk about being put in your place! 
 
      
 
    Jenna paused a moment before answering.  Even after telling her story about her brother, apparently Lorraine still hadn’t realized that Betsy, the maid at the party, was her sissy brother.  Jenna grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I have to say, that it’s been a positively orgasmic experience!” 
 
      
 
    Both ladies laughed at the pun. 
 
      
 
    “Really Jenna, does it make you feel powerful?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course it does.  I have three maids at my beck and call both day and night.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever let them out of chastity?” 
 
      
 
    “Not once. I prefer letting their tongues do the talking.” 
 
      
 
    Again both girls laughed before Lorraine continued her questioning. 
 
      
 
    “What about discipline?  Do you spank them?” 
 
      
 
    “All of the time, and I always have the other two watch.  It keeps them on their toes.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine wasn’t sure if that was a joke or not.  She quipped back. 
 
      
 
    “Those stilettos really keep them on their toes too!” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine giggled. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 47.  Well Done 
 
      
 
    Lorraine and her Mother left the party together.  They were two of the last guests to leave.  They were driving in the car when Lorraine spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, did you notice the maid called Betsy.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I did Lorraine, that was your sissy brother.  They think that we don’t know about Betsy so it’s best to leave them to their little game.  She looked cute though, didn’t she?” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine smiled. 
 
      
 
    “She sure did.  I think you did an excellent job of training her Mom.  I told you that you should have put Betsy in a maid uniform.  I think that it suited her.” 
 
      
 
    “You may be right.  At the time I thought that a housedress was more appropriate.  I thought that she was cute in those heels and pearls.  She made a perfect 1950’s housewife if ever there was one!” 
 
      
 
    Both ladies laughed at the mental image.  They had seen Betsy often enough so it was easy to remember her like that. 
 
      
 
    The car was quiet for a while.  All of the talk about Betsy got Lorraine thinking. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, I miss having maid service in our home.  We haven’t had one in a while.  Don’t you think it would be nice to have Betsy come by and do a bit of housekeeping for us?” 
 
      
 
    “You know, I was thinking the same thing. I think that I’ll give Donna a call in the morning and see what we can arrange.  You know, just for old-time sake.” 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, back at the mansion, the maids had cleaned up after the party and had been sent off to bed.  Jenna was still wide awake.  She was pleased with the work that the maids had done.  Their performance always reflected on her ability to keep them in line. Tonight they had made her look good. 
 
      
 
    It did bother her that Betsy hadn’t been honest with her about her past experience in female clothing. Lorraine had painted quite a picture of Betsy doing housework for her Mother.  Had she known that before, things would have been different right from the start of their relationship.  She couldn’t believe that she had been doing all of the housework when she had an experienced sissy maid so close at hand.  
 
      
 
    Certainly punishments were in order for that! 
 
      
 
    In her mind she imagined taking Betsy downstairs to the punishment room.  She would really have to tan the girl’s bottom for such deliberate misbehavior. 
 
      
 
    The more she thought about it, the angrier she became.  A spanking wouldn’t be nearly enough for such a transgression! 
 
      
 
    She would have to think more about that in the morning. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 48.  Contemplation 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jenna was still thinking about how to punish Betsy.  She was sitting in her office, still angry, daydreaming about the many possibilities.  Visions of going downstairs and using the stocks danced in her head. She hadn’t put Betsy in them just yet because she thought it too cruel.  Yes, the stocks!  Then a thorough whipping with the crop would follow.  Then after that, an hour or so of contemplation with her bottom exposed, for her inappropriate behavior. 
 
      
 
    Just then her thoughts were interrupted by Donna. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, I just got a call from Gloria.  Do you remember her?  She was a guest at my party last night.” 
 
      
 
    Of course Jenna remembered Gloria.  She was her Mother-In-Law.  But apparently Donna didn’t know that. Or if she did, she didn’t say anything.  So Jenna didn’t bother to bring it up.  She just pretended that she didn’t really know her. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, I remember her.  What did she have to say?” 
 
      
 
    “She was impressed by our staff of sissy maids.  She asked me for a favor, and I have granted it. She would like Betsy to come by her home and do a bit of housekeeping work.  Here is her address.  Give it to Betsy and send her on her way.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna took the piece of paper.  There was no need to look down at it.  She knew full well where Gloria lived. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll send her right away.” 
 
      
 
    “Great, she’s expecting her this morning.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna went to the laundry room where Betsy was busy hand-washing panties.  The maids not only had to launder Mistress Donna’s and Jenna’s clothes, they also had to keep their own clothing clean so there were quite a few pairs to deal with. 
 
      
 
    Jenna handed the piece of paper to Betsy. 
 
      
 
    “You are to go to this address and report to the Mistress of the house. She’ll give you further instructions.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy looked down at the paper and then back up in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “But this is…” 
 
      
 
    “I know.  But she didn’t recognize you last night so you’ll just have to go with it.  Otherwise your Mother will find out what a sissy girl you really are.  You wouldn’t want that, would you? Just be Betsy and you’ll be fine.  She’ll never be the wiser. 
 
      
 
    Betsy didn’t really want to go, but she had no choice.  She knew that refusing any order from Jenna or from Mistress Donna meant big trouble.  She decided that she had best go. 
 
      
 
    “May I finish washing these panties first Mistress Jenna?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  Betsy hadn’t called her Mistress before. 
 
      
 
    “Yes you may.  But be quick about it.  You don’t want to keep Mistress Gloria waiting.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna left the maid to finish her task. Then she smiled to herself.  This was great punishment for Betsy. It served her right for keeping the truth away from her.  Going to do maid service for her Mother was even better punishment than anything Jenna could have possibly dreamed up.  She only wished that she could be there to watch the humiliation that was coming Betsy’s way. 
 
      
 
    Oh well.  Jenna still had Cora and Trisha to play with. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 49.  Click of Her Heels 
 
      
 
    Betsy felt so self-conscious.  She had to take public transportation to get back to the home where she grew up.  She felt like everyone had been staring at her on the bus.  Of course in reality nobody had paid any particular attention to her.  She appeared to be just a common maid on her way to work.  Only the bus driver had actually taken notice of her.  He had leered at the young maid with the short dress and the sexy legs. The maid hadn’t noticed that.  It was probably better that way. 
 
      
 
    Now Betsy was making the walk of shame from the bus stop--a couple of blocks to the home where she once lived.  Previously she had tried so hard to conceal her secret from the neighborhood. Now she was walking in a maid uniform, in full daylight, past all of those familiar homes.  What if someone who knew her saw her?  What would they think? 
 
      
 
    She tried to calm herself.  If her own Mother hadn’t recognized her the night before, how could anybody else possible tell who she was?  She was glad that Jenna had given her the faux glasses. She could hide behind them and she would be safe. 
 
      
 
    The agonizing walk continued.  Her heels clicked along the sidewalk drawing unwanted attention to her.  They sounded so loud!  They were an obvious admission of what had become of her—a sissy girl dressed like a woman, and a maid at that!  As if the tell-tale uniform, white apron, and cap weren’t enough!  Finally, much to her relief, she arrived at the front door that she was so familiar with.  She rang the bell and held her breath. 
 
      
 
    She was expecting her Mother to answer the door.  Instead her younger sister Lorraine appeared, with a big smile on her face.  Of course she was smiling.  She was probably being spared from her own housekeeping duties just like when they were growing up.  Lorraine showed the maid in and walked back to the kitchen with her to where her Mother was patiently waiting.  Lorraine sat down at the table next to her Mother.  Betsy felt it inappropriate to sit so she stood with her hands folded in front of her, head up but eyes lowered.  Betsy felt so humiliated.  Her status, in the very home where she grew up, had been lowered again to that of a simple domestic maid. 
 
      
 
    Betsy wanted to say who she really was but she knew that would likely only make matters worse. In uniform she was a proper maid.  If they knew who she was, she would be stripped of her uniform and put into one of her Mother’s old housedresses.  She had worn them long enough and she had no intention of ever wearing one again.  Perhaps if she did a good enough job today the episode would be over and she would never have to return. 
 
      
 
    Gloria spoke first. 
 
      
 
    “I am in charge here and you will always address me with “Madam Gloria.” This is my daughter Lorraine. She is always Miss Lorraine to you. I don’t expect you to talk much, chatty maids are annoying.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria picked up a piece of paper that was in front of her.  The 8 ½ x 11 paper was filled with handwriting, both front and back. 
 
      
 
    “This is your list of chores, along with the rules of the house.  You should know that I’m a stickler for detail and that I will not tolerate any less than perfection.  Punishments will be applied for insolence.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria had said it so off-handedly. Punishments for insolence?  Betsy’s mind drifted off to the image of her Mother spanking her when she lived at home.  Is that what she meant?  Madam Gloria interrupted her thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “Start with laundry.  There is a whole pile of clothes just waiting for you.  Don’t forget to hand-wash all of the lingerie.  Now off with you girl!”  
 
      
 
    Betsy didn’t need any more encouragement than that.  The sooner she could blend in with the background the better!  She quickly went off to get started with the laundry.  She was busy sorting clothes in the other room when Lorraine spoke to her Mother. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe how much fun that was!  I think I’ll stay home today just to watch her work.  Imagine a uniformed maid doing the housework!” 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria smiled. 
 
      
 
    “If you thought that was special just wait.  She’ll never get down that list in one day.  Even if she miraculously did finish, it would mean sloppy work. There’s no doubt that we’ll have to punish her before she goes back to Donna’s.” 
 
      
 
    Lorraine was gleeful. 
 
      
 
    “Can I spank her too?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you can dear.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 50.  Retro Housewife 
 
      
 
    Betsy had the list of chores on top of the washing machine next to the laundry tub.  That enabled her to read the list while she was washing out all of the panties.  She couldn’t believe the list of things that Madam Gloria expected to be done.  Not to mention all of the other requirements that were listed. 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria wanted the laundry cleaned, folded, and put away.  There were dishes to be done in the kitchen.  Bathrooms to clean and sanitize, floors to be washed, and windows to be sparkly clean.  She wanted the vacuum to be run and everything dusted to perfection—because she had company coming over later that evening! 
 
      
 
    Then, on the back side of the paper, there was the list of the Rules of the House.  It was her job to see to anyone who appeared at the front door.  Guests were to be greeted with a curtsy, and so were Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine whenever an order was given.  Yes Miss or Yes Ma’am or yes Madam, were the only acceptable responses to an order.  The response was to always come with a curtsy. Her uniform was to remain clean and tidy at all times and her makeup and her hair was to remain immaculate. 
 
      
 
    She was to remain respectful, compliant, and appreciative at all times, precisely the way that a maid should be.  Any deviations from prescribed demeanor would result in immediate punishment.  Betsy knew what that meant—a trip over Madam Gloria’s knees. 
 
      
 
    The list went on and on.  Betsy hardly had time to worry about it or to protest. Instead she worked hard to get everything ready for Madam Gloria’s guests. 
 
      
 
    By early evening, Betsy was exhausted. She had done the best that she could with the list, but there were still things to be done.  Nevertheless, Madam Gloria approached her and told her that it was time for her to get prepared for company. 
 
      
 
    Foolishly Betsy had thought that she would be leaving before the guests appeared.  That was hardly the case.  Madam Gloria expected her to prepare finger sandwiches and for her to serve tea when the guests arrived.  Then she was to clean up after they left. 
 
      
 
    Before she sent Betsy off to the kitchen, Madam Gloria took a long look at her maid. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, just look at you!  You’ve ruined your uniform.  You can’t possibly serve my guests with a dirty uniform.  I don’t have another for you--but you may go to my other daughter’s room—there are housedresses there that should fit.  Off with you!” 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria gave a wave of her hand to send the maid off.  Betsy cringed.  She knew who the other daughter was and precisely which room Madam Gloria was referring to.  She had been the other daughter and the room had been hers.  Her Mother had called it the servant’s quarters when she lived at home. 
 
      
 
    When she entered the room very little appeared to have changed.  The single bed, childish pink vanity, a dresser of lingerie and a closet most likely filled with housedresses were all still there.  She wanted desperately to take her uniform off and dress like a guy again before making a quick exit out the back door.  But she knew that there was not a stitch of male clothing in the house and that even if she did escape there would be serious repercussions afterwards. 
 
      
 
    She took a bit of comfort in thinking that at least Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine hadn’t figured out who she really was. Or at least that’s what she thought. 
 
      
 
    So instead of making a run for it, she disrobed and with a deep breath she opened up the closet.  All of the housedresses that had tormented her when she lived there were still hanging in wait for her.  They were all old-fashioned feminine garments suitable for a female housewife from an era that was long gone.  Mother had made Betsy wear them so that she would appreciate women and the difficulties that they endure.  There was one modification that Mother had made from tradition. 
 
      
 
    Mother had lifted the hem on them so that Betsy’s legs would be on display.  Or rather, more to the point, Mother had taught Betsy how to shorten the hems.  Betsy had spent hours pinning fabric and then stitching each one herself.  With the dresses all falling well above her knees, Betsy had always had to be careful when she was bending over or her panties would show.  Miss Lorraine would always laugh and point out that she was putting on a panty show whenever she possibly could catch Betsy giving one.  It had been unbelievably humiliating. 
 
      
 
    Now Betsy had to decide which dress to wear. It wasn’t easy.  Madam Gloria had already said that she would be serving guests so she didn’t want to look too much like a housewife. For some reason, Betsy thought it would be easier to appear to be a common housemaid.  Maybe then nobody would notice her.  Nothing fit the bill. 
 
      
 
    Instead Betsy chose the black dress with white polka dots with the fancy white lace peter pan collar.  The dress screamed housewife but at least the colors were right.  She struggled with the back zipper but eventually she managed to zip it all the way up. When she was living at home, Mother had put her in a C cup bra so the dress wasn’t cut quite right for her new figure.  She had always enjoyed looking at women when their breasts didn’t fit quite right in the bust.  It was easy to see the outline of their breasts and the outline of their bra.  Even better, often their nipples showed against the tightly stretched fabric. Tonight, much to her embarrassment, she would be putting on a similar show. 
 
      
 
    Betsy hesitated for a moment before deciding to put on the white lace pinafore apron that matched the dress.  She decided that the apron would help cover her breasts plus it would distract from the retro dress.  She checked her makeup and quickly touched up her lipstick with the lipstick that was on the vanity.  Then she gave her hair a brush before she put her maid’s cap back on.  She straightened her glasses, still hoping that they would somehow, along with her black hair, continue to help keep her incognito.   
 
      
 
    After that she was ready to go back to work. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 51.  House Guests 
 
      
 
    Betsy had just finished preparing finger sandwiches when she heard Miss Lorraine from the other room. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, there is someone at the door.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy quickly left the kitchen.  In her hurry to get to the door she failed to curtsy to Miss Lorraine, but the obvious mistake appeared to go unnoticed.  Instead Betsy rushed to the front door, stopped for just a moment to compose herself, and then she opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Without looking at the guest, she curtsied just like she had been told to do.  When she finally looked up, she was horrified at the woman she saw. 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton was the woman from down the street who Betsy knew quite well.  Betsy had been sent to her home occasionally to help with housekeeping chores.  Madam Lofton had spent many hours supervising Betsy while her Mother was at work.  The sturdy woman was a stickler for etiquette and for precise detail. 
 
      
 
    When Betsy saw Madam Lofton she was immediately reminded of the time that she had complained about making beds.  Betsy had said that she shouldn’t have to do that because it was woman’s work.  It was the last time that Betsy ever said that. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had then quickly found herself over Madam Lofton’s lap with her panties down.  With wooden hairbrush in hand, the strict woman lectured her about doing whatever a woman told her to do.  For some reason the lecture caused the sissy girl to get an erection. When Madam Lofton’s hairbrush came down on her upturned bottom, Betsy spent her semen in Madam Lofton’s lap. 
 
      
 
    The prim and proper woman was extremely upset about that.  After finishing up the humiliating spanking, Madam Lofton produced a penis chastity device.  Why the woman had such a thing, Betsy never knew.  Regardless, as punishment for soiling Madam Lofton’s dress, Betsy wore the penis chastity for a full week.  It was the first time that Betsy had ever been put in chastity. 
 
      
 
    In the weeks that followed Betsy went over Madam Lofton’s knee many times while being lectured regarding proper behavior.  The later punishments were applied with a wooden paddle that was far more painful than just Madam Lofton’s hairbrush.  One thing was for sure.  Madam Lofton was a strict disciplinarian who certainly knew precisely how to apply corporal discipline. 
 
      
 
    On this occasion, the woman didn’t seem to give even a hint of recognition.  Instead, Betsy managed to mumble “Right this way Ma’am,” and she led the guest over to wear Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine were already seated. 
 
      
 
    The shock was repeated with the next guest, one Madam Covington.  The elderly woman with the silver hair had been the one who had taught Betsy how to color and style hair.    Back then, Madam Covington’s hair was auburn—a beautiful shade that Betsy had applied to her hair herself. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had always liked Madam Covington because she was quick to compliment her on her work. Madam Covington had always said that Betsy would someday make a fine housekeeper for a lucky woman. 
 
      
 
    Madam Covington had said that Betsy would also one day make a good stylist for her wife.  In fact she had shown Betsy how to French braid Miss Lorraine’s hair and how to style Madam Gloria’s hair.  Those were duties that became part of Betsy’s routine chores. 
 
      
 
    Because both Miss Lorraine and Madam Gloria had been so happy to have a personal hairdresser, Betsy had never said a word to Karen about that particular ability.  She was afraid that Karen would think less of her for having such a feminine skill. 
 
      
 
    The final guest was Madam Laporte.  She had been a chef in an exclusive restaurant in town before she retired.  She had spent hours in the kitchen with Betsy giving her tips on food preparation.  Betsy hadn’t been quite up to Madam Laporte’s expectations. But Betsy had learned how to cook the basics and that had been acceptable at the time. 
 
      
 
    At one time or another Betsy had done housekeeping work for all of these ladies.  She was intimately familiar with them to the point of knowing their dress size, bra size and even their panty size.   
 
      
 
    They also each had their own peculiarities.  Madam.  Lofton liked her tea with fresh lemon.  Madam Covington enjoyed a glass of wine after dinner.  Madam Laporte liked to sleep in lace baby doll nightgowns—that was very strange for a woman of her age.  
 
      
 
    Once all of the guest were seated, Betsy quickly returned to the kitchen to finish preparations.  From there she could hear the ladies talking.  Madam Lofton was speaking first. 
 
      
 
    “Why Gloria I see that you have a new maid. It’s about time.  It’s been a while since that other poor girl left.” 
 
      
 
    There were giggles in the other room.  Betsy knew full well that each of these ladies knew who she really was when she lived at home but thankfully they hadn’t recognized her.  Madam Laporte continued. 
 
      
 
    “The girl seems to lack fashion sense.  That dress!  Where did she get it from, a second-hand store?” 
 
      
 
    The ladies laughed.  Now it was Madam Covington’s turn. 
 
      
 
    “For some reason, it looks familiar to me.” 
 
      
 
    The conversation went on and on while Betsy loaded up a serving cart with sandwiches and tea service.  The cart had a history too.  Betsy had served many guests using the cart so she was quite familiar with it.  She had always felt so humbled slowly rolling the cart into the room.  Guests would ignore her like she was hired help, but ooh and ahh at the spread.  This evening would be no different. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 52.  Good Night 
 
      
 
    With the guests gone, and things cleaned up, Betsy was ready to leave. She was exhausted but she was just happy that she had gotten through the evening without incident.  But Madam Gloria wasn’t about to let her go. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, I couldn’t possibly allow you to go out into the dark.  In fact I have already called Mistress Donna and she said that you are to remain here for as long as I desire.  I insist that you spend the night and perhaps stay a few days so you may do more chores.  It was very nice to have a maid at my disposal again.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t believe it.  Her mouth gaped open but she didn’t say a word.  What could she possibly say?  The thought of going out into the dark night hadn’t been very appealing anyway.  She knew that a girl walking by herself in the dark was extremely vulnerable.  So she decided that it was best not to argue.  Instead she went back to the bedroom where she had started the evening. 
 
      
 
    She was so familiar with the room it was almost like she had never left home.  She went to the dresser and pulled out the bottom drawer.  The nightgowns that she had to wear before were still right there where she had left them.  She pulled out her favorite, a pink nightie with white lace, and put it on the bed. 
 
      
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror and she began to undress. Once she took her faux glasses off the image of Betsy was just like she remembered.  Even after serving all evening, her housedress still looked fresh, but her apron looked a bit ruffled.  She made a mental note to wash and iron them both in the morning. 
 
      
 
    She sat at the vanity and used the makeup remover pads that were there.  These looked new.  With her long lashes, even without her makeup she still looked feminine.  She wasn’t sure if under the circumstances that was good or if that was bad. 
 
      
 
    The final indignity of the evening was slipping into the feminine nightgown.  She had worn it many times before.  She dared not sleep without it, just in case she was seen by Madam Gloria.  Then she would have explaining to do. 
 
      
 
    The bed was just like she remembered it.  It was a little single bed that was just enough to stretch out on.  She stared at the ceiling wondering how she had ever gotten herself into such a situation. 
 
      
 
    The good news was that none of the ladies had recognized her.  She was sure that if they had, they would have had a good laugh at her expense. 
 
      
 
    With that thought, Betsy closed her eyes and went to sleep. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 53.  Madam Jenna 
 
      
 
    The next morning Miss Lorraine put Betsy to work washing the floor in the entrance foyer.  She was down on her hands and knees when there was a knock at the front door. 
 
      
 
    Betsy quickly stood up to answer.  She was pleased to curtsy for her real supervisor, Madam Jenna.  Jenna was in her uniform, looking very professional.  Jenna was carrying a garment bag that she immediately handed to the maid.  Betsy took the bag, but then she whispered so that Madam Gloria wouldn’t hear what she was saying. 
 
      
 
    “Karen you’ve got to get me out of here.  You wouldn’t believe what they’ve got me doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Karen?  My name is Jenna, Madam Jenna to you.  Who is Karen?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy blushed red.  Of course, she had forgotten! 
 
      
 
    “I mean, Madam Jenna, please, I beg you, I need to get out of here!” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  Things were going just the way that she wanted.  The fact that Betsy was already pleading to leave just meant that the punishment was being effective.  There are punishments that are worse than a spanking! 
 
      
 
    Jenna was in no mood to bargain.  She took a good look at the sissy girl and then decided to tease her a bit.  Betsy’s uniform was in the wash so she was wearing another housedress. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you make a pretty little housewife?” 
 
      
 
    Then Jenna changed her tone.  Now She sounded much stricter. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, you lied to me.  You failed to mention that you had been a maid before.  Now you’ll be staying here for a while.  This is your punishment for being a liar.  You need to learn that a maid does not ever lie to her supervisor.” 
 
      
 
    She pointed to the bag that she had given to Betsy. 
 
      
 
    “That garment bag contains a few of your uniforms.  You’re going to need them.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna turned and left Betsy standing at the front door, still holding the garment bag.  Betsy couldn’t believe what she had heard.  Madam Jenna was leaving her right where she was! 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 54.  Party Redux 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, that week Betsy was able to wear her own maid uniforms again.  The thought of pulling on a housedress like she had done when she was younger was far too humiliating to even contemplate.  Somehow a maid uniform didn’t seem so bad to her.  After all, she was performing the functions of a maid, so nobody would think anything of her being in uniform.  But a housedress would surely draw attention.  Or at least that’s what she thought. 
 
      
 
    It had been an arduous week. Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine had Betsy working hard.  Now she was not only keeping house, she was cooking for the ladies too.  The house was in immaculate shape and they had even had the maid run shopping errands for them.  For Betsy, that had been a scary assignment.  Betsy had walked down the street to the store completely terrified that she would be recognized.  It had not been a task that she had enjoyed. 
 
      
 
    In truth, perhaps because of her maid uniform, nobody seemed to notice her.  People don’t really notice maids—they are at the lowest end of the hierarchy so they are mostly ignored.  Betsy was no different.  To a certain extent, she was actually somewhat comforted by that. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had become so comfortable in servitude that she was hardly concerned when Miss Lorraine announced that she was holding a party.  Betsy immediately began preparations, food, drinks, and such, without giving it much thought.  It wasn’t until the guests began to arrive that Betsy became nervous.  That was when she realized that the guests would all be friends of Miss Lorraine.  These would be all of the same girls who had teased her when she lived at home. 
 
      
 
    The first guest in the door was Linda.  Mindy followed. Then Suzanne.  They were all of the girls who Miss Lorraine had hung out with going back to their early school years.  Betsy was quite familiar with them. 
 
      
 
    Linda was quite the tease.  She was smoking hot so she had plenty of experience around boys.  She had taunted Betsy for years.  It was Linda who had noticed that Betsy had hair on her legs.  It was Linda who had first insisted that Betsy shave her legs, chest, underarms, and even her “girlie pubes.” 
 
      
 
    Then there was Mindy.  She had brought her Mother’s old housedresses over so that Betsy had more to choose from.  Betsy remembered that each time a new dress came in the door, she had to change clothes and model for the girls. 
 
      
 
    But it was Suzanne who made Betsy cringe the most.  One Friday evening Suzanne had come by when both Lorraine and Gloria were out of the house.  Betsy was eventually taken back into her own bedroom where Suzanne really came on to her.  After substantial kissing and fondling, Suzanne put Betsy on her stomach and pulled her panties down. 
 
      
 
    Betsy always thought that somehow Suzanne had known that she was alone in the house.  Because after she took her panties down, Suzanne produced a strap-on from her purse. Then Suzanne lubricated Betsy and the sissy began to beg her not to take her.  When the dildo began to penetrate, Betsy pleaded with Suzanne to stop.  But instead of stopping, Suzanne had laughed at her for being such a sissy girl.  While Betsy continued to protest, Suzanne raped her with the faux phallus, explaining that sometimes that happens to real girls.  Suzanne thrust harder and harder until Betsy succumbed in silence to her fate. 
 
      
 
    It was the first time that Betsy was penetrated.  It had been an extremely humiliating experience for Betsy and she never looked at Suzanne quite the same after that.  Of course she never mentioned the event to anyone else.  How could she? 
 
      
 
    Suzanne later repeated the act several times on different occasions.  She seemed to enjoy the fact that she could take the sissy whenever she wanted.  Suzanne would often sneak a kiss when nobody was looking and then whisper to Betsy that she was all hers and that she could have her whenever she wanted. 
 
      
 
    On this occasion the girls were on their best behavior.  Though there was plenty of laughing and giggling going on, none of the girls seemed to realize that the maid who was serving them was really a sissy maid who they knew very well. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was absolutely terrified of being discovered. She found herself acting particularly feminine in order to keep her secret safe.  The thought of Suzanne realizing the truth was terrifying.  She remembered what it felt like to be raped and she never wanted to be penetrated like that ever again. 
 
      
 
    So she politely responded “Yes Miss” in her meekest voice to every request the guests made.  She curtsied many times in front of each one of the girls.  It was a feminine gesture designed so that they would never guess who she really was. 
 
      
 
    Each time she shamed herself with a curtsy she felt a surge of humiliation followed by a pinch in her chastity.  But she didn’t care.  Things would be much worse if these girls knew who she really was.  Betsy was sure of that. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 55.  Miss Lorraine 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until the next morning that Betsy found out that Miss Lorraine was not happy with her performance.  Betsy didn’t realize it, but the day before she had mistakenly forgotten to curtsy for the guests when they had arrived.  Betsy didn’t think it was that big of a deal, but Miss Lorraine insisted that the omission had insulted her guests. 
 
      
 
    Betsy found out just how upset Miss Lorraine was when she took Betsy into the kitchen and then sat down on one of the chairs.  Madam Gloria was waiting there, and was holding a leather paddle in her hand. 
 
      
 
    Betsy immediately recognized the paddle.  It was the same leather paddle that Madam Gloria had often used when she was younger.  It was a very effective punishment instrument.  She could still remember how long the sting would last after going over Madam Gloria’s knees for a spanking. 
 
      
 
    Miss Lorraine motioned Betsy forward.  In order to increase the humiliation, she had the maid lower her own panties for her punishment.  Betsy found that she had no willpower to resist the order.  Shamefully, she pulled her own panties down in anticipation of a spanking that would be delivered by her younger sister.  Then she reluctantly put herself over Miss Lorraine’s lap in the familiar spanking position. 
 
      
 
    Bent over the way that she was, Betsy could see Miss Lorraine’s shapely legs.  Perhaps in anticipation of the discipline session, she was wearing stockings and heels that nicely presented a feminine image. 
 
      
 
    Miss Lorraine was finally going to give her sissy girl brother the spanking that she had always wanted to give.  This time, she had no intention of holding back.  With a big smile on her face, Miss Lorraine motioned to Madam Gloria to hand her the paddle.  She gripped it tightly while she gave a little lecture. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy you know better than to insult my guests.  If you ever do that again you’ll get twice the spanking that I’m going to give you now.” 
 
      
 
    The paddle came down with a loud smack.  The maid kicked her feet just a bit at the force of the paddle.  Madam Gloria watched with an approving, amused look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll learn to respect me just the way that you respect Madam Gloria.  Don’t think that just because I’m younger than she is that I can’t spank you.” 
 
      
 
    A second crack landed squarely on the maid’s upturned bottom.  Miss Lorraine was just getting started.  A flurry of whacks landed again in quick succession before she spoke again. 
 
      
 
    “When I finish with you, you won’t be able to sit for a week.” 
 
      
 
    Another flurry of spanks stung the maid’s bottom. Betsy began to beg for mercy. 
 
      
 
    “Please Miss Lorraine, I’m so sorry.  It won’t happen again.” 
 
      
 
    Three more quick swats met the upturned bottom. Tears began to come to the maid, running her mascara in the process. 
 
      
 
    “Please, I didn’t mean to…” 
 
      
 
    Miss Lorraine grinned while she landed a few more swats. 
 
      
 
    Finally the maid resigned herself to the discipline. She stopped pleading and merely allowed her sister to land swat after swat on her bottom without any resistance whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    When Lorraine finally tired, she stopped thrashing the reddened buttocks. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to stand in the corner holding your dress up so that we can see how red your bottom is. Now go!” 
 
      
 
    She said it with such authority that the maid got off her lap as quickly as she could and shuffled to the corner. She had trouble walking because her panties were down around her knees and she was holding her dress up with both hands.  Miss Lorraine still wasn’t satisfied with the maid’s humiliation. 
 
      
 
    “Nose touching the wall girl!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy pushed herself forward as far as she could until her nose was pressed against the wall. 
 
      
 
    Betsy could hear Miss Lorraine giggling. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 56.  On Loan 
 
      
 
    Betsy had no idea how long she had been standing in the corner.  Her bottom burned from the paddling but she was too frightened to even think about rubbing the sting. She knew from experience that naughty maids had best not ever try to rub the sting out of a firm spanking. 
 
      
 
    Her legs were aching from standing in one position.  That was when she heard another feminine voice coming closer.  Then, much to her embarrassment, the voice was in the same room. Madam Gloria had a visitor.  Madam Lofton had come by to visit and Madam Gloria had brought her right into the kitchen! 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton spoke in her usual imposing voice.  She always sounded commanding, and in charge, even if she wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “I see that you finally got along to teaching the girl a lesson.  Very well done.  I haven’t seen such bright cheeks in years.  What was her offense?” 
 
      
 
    Without elaborating, Madam Gloria was succinct. 
 
      
 
    “Disrespect for Lorraine’s guests.  Lorraine did the honors herself.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy could tell by the scent of her perfume that Madam Lofton had moved closer. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not at all surprised.  I thought she was a haughty girl in need of considerable discipline when I first met her.  I see that your daughter makes an excellent disciplinarian.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy felt the woman’s hand smack her bottom.  Her bottom was so sensitive after the spanking that even such a mild slap sent pain rippling in every direction from the impact.  Madam Lofton continued. 
 
      
 
    “I see the girl is in chastity.  Very good.  No sense in allowing a young girl’s mind to wander away from her chores.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy was glad she was facing the wall. From that angle, Madam Lofton had no idea whether the chastity was for a girl or for a boy.  Betsy heard a chair pull out. The two women sat down right in the kitchen and began to casually talk.  Betsy knew that they were in full sight of her humiliation. The shame caused her sex to painfully twitch in its confinement. 
 
      
 
    The ladies talked nonchalantly about various topics.  Madam Lofton had bought a new dress. Madam Gloria had tried new perfume.  Madam Lofton had a new niece.  Madam Gloria had a new maid. 
 
      
 
    Finally Madam Lofton had an idea. 
 
      
 
    “You know Gloria, your home looks very nice.  I have quite a bit of laundry to do and my place needs some deep cleaning.  Would you be able to spare your maid for the rest of the day? That would really help me out.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy wanted to shout “No!” but she knew better.  Instead she heard Madam Gloria’s casual reply. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, it would be no trouble at all.  You may have her for as long as you like. Consider her in your charge.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy heard a commanding voice in her ear at the same time her bottom was smacked again.  Her bottom stung like pins and needles. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me dear, you have work to do.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton took hold of Betsy’s ear and pulled her out of the corner. Betsy knew better than to adjust her panties without being told to do so.  With the maid still holding up her dress, and with her panties still down at her knees, Madam Lofton led her by the ear to the front door.  There, she finally set the maid free. 
 
      
 
    “Pull up your panties dear, and smooth out that dress.  I don’t want the neighbors to think that I’m bringing a tart into my home!” 
 
      
 
    With the maid appropriately dressed, Madam Lofton led her out the door.  The maid followed behind the authoritative woman all the way to her home.  
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 57.  Old-School 
 
      
 
    Betsy found herself in the basement of Madam Lofton’s home busily hand-washing a mountain of lingerie.  Madam Lofton was an old-fashioned woman.  She believed in girdles, long line brassieres, waist cinchers, corsets, and garters with stockings.  She varied her old-school underwear depending upon her mood. She clearly hadn’t been keeping up with her laundry. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had spent many hours doing laundry for Madam Lofton before, so she didn’t find the array of classic underpinnings to be very odd.  Madam Lofton had always said that a girl should have everything held in place in order to keep her figure.  She practiced what she preached.  
 
      
 
    Betsy had her hands in pink rubber gloves when Madam Lofton came down to check on her.  Much to her surprise, when she turned to greet the woman, she saw that Madam Lofton was holding a waist cincher.  Before Betsy could say a word, Madam Lofton spoke. 
 
      
 
    “A girl should keep her figure in shape.  I noticed that you weren’t wearing anything to hold your tummy in.  I have this from when I was a younger girl.  Turn around.  Hold your dress up and let me put it on you.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy wasn’t sure what to do.  She didn’t want a waist cincher, but she couldn’t resist Madam Lofton and risk another spanking.  Her bottom was still stinging from the last one.  She obediently turned and held her dress up.  Madam Lofton spoke while she clipped the cincher around Betsy’s waist and then went behind her to pull the strings tight. 
 
      
 
    “This is more of a trainer dear.  When you leave tonight I’ll give you a couple of overbust corsets that will give you curves that the boys will drool over.  The next time I see you I expect you to be wearing one.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton gave the laces a tug.  The maid could feel the compression on her stomach.  Betsy pulled her stomach in so it wouldn’t hurt.  That caused Madam Lofton to pull the laces so tight that Betsy could hardly breathe.  The strict woman was pleased with the result. 
 
      
 
    “Look at you Betsy, a shapely figure worthy of a woman.  A young girl like you can’t start working on her figure too soon.  You can thank me later.” 
 
      
 
    With that she left Betsy to her work.  Betsy tried to pull a girdle out of the laundry basket.  She found that the cincher was so tight that she struggled to bend down.  Instead she had to carefully scooch down in order to reach the girdle. 
 
      
 
    Betsy continued with the laundry until it was all finished.  After everything was hung to dry she went upstairs to vacuum.  She found that it was difficult to continue working so hard because she could only take tiny little breaths.   
 
      
 
    While the maid labored away, Madam Lofton sat in a chair reading a book.  She even had the maid bring her tea. She was completely oblivious to the suffering that the maid was enduring because of the tight waist cincher. 
 
      
 
    It was dark outside when Madam Lofton made a phone call.  Betsy was in the kitchen when she overheard Madam Lofton ask if she could have Betsy back in the morning. It appeared that permission had been given. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 58.  Bedtime 
 
      
 
    When Betsy finally got home to her bedroom she was exhausted.  She had spent the whole day standing so the walk home had been painful in her heels.  The guy who drove by and came on to her didn’t make her feel any better.  She managed to ignore him and he eventually drove away. 
 
      
 
    Her bottom still stung from the spanking and she couldn’t wait to take off the dreadful waist cincher. She sat down on her bed and put the overbust corsets down next to her. 
 
      
 
    The corsets were severe looking garments—the old-fashioned long-line boned kind that shaped a body whether it wanted to be shaped or not.  It had straps everywhere, straps for over the shoulders and six garter straps for stockings.  Betsy couldn’t even imagine squeezing into such a thing! 
 
      
 
    At least she had managed to work for Madam Lofton without being spanked.  Betsy knew from experience that the woman was vicious with the paddle.  Betsy cringed at the memories of going over her knee that flooded her brain. Then she remembered the phone call—she would be going back to Madam Lofton’s in the morning to finish up her work. 
 
      
 
    That night she dreamed that she was being spanked by Madam Lofton for not wearing her overbust corset.  Betsy woke up with a start.  Her bottom was still stinging from the previous day and her panties were wet from precum that had dribbled out of her chastity.  It was time to get up, take a bath, and get ready for work. 
 
      
 
    Her bath normally felt soothing, but on this morning the warm water made her bottom burn.  She even had to towel off carefully because the towel irritated her bottom even more. 
 
      
 
    When she finally got around to dressing she took a long look at the overbust corset. She really didn’t want to put it on, but what if Madam Lofton checked?  Then her dream would come true and she would be spanked.  Betsy couldn’t take that chance.  Very reluctantly she wrapped the garment around her and began to fasten the clasps. 
 
      
 
    Her initial impression was correct.  The corset was so tight that she had to pull her stomach in to close it properly.  After she filled out the cups, attached her stockings, and looked in the mirror, she didn’t recognize her own body.  They don’t call them shaping garments for nothing!  Her tummy was compressed and her breasts were lifted slightly up.  Her trimmer waist seemed to emphasize her breasts that much more.  As if those breasts needed help!   
 
      
 
    After she finished dressing and doing her makeup, she took a last look in the mirror. Madam Lofton was right.  The garment did give her a feminine figure.  But she had no idea how she was going to work in such a confining garment.  Not only was it tight, it was also very warm. 
 
      
 
    She decided not to think too much about it.  Instead she headed downstairs to prepare breakfast for Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine.  She had to move down the stairs carefully.  The strict corset caused her to hold herself straight so she couldn’t look down at the stairs.  Thankfully, she reached the bottom without falling. 
 
      
 
    She went straight to the kitchen to prepare breakfast.  It was then that she heard voices in the dining room. 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 59.  Dining Room 
 
      
 
    When Betsy peeked in the dining room she was surprised to see Madam Jenna sitting with Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine. Her first thought was to prepare breakfast for three instead of two.  She could overhear the conversation.  Apparently Madam Jenna was checking up on her. 
 
      
 
    “So Gloria, has the maid been satisfactory?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes she has.  She’s been quite helpful.  Lorraine did have to take the paddle to her, but she has settled down now. 
 
      
 
    Lorraine grinned at the fond memory while Gloria continued. 
 
      
 
    “I even sent her down the street to Madam Lofton to help her out.  She told me that the girl needs work, but then again, Madam Lofton is a stickler for detail.  She’s rather old-fashioned, if you get the drift.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna nodded her head.  She knew the kind.  It would be excellent training for the maid to serve such a traditional woman with such high standards.  The punishment she had planned for Betsy was getting better by the minute. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no need to rush.  Perhaps you can even assign the girl to Madam Lofton for an extended period.  The hand of a strict woman can be a good thing for a young maid.” 
 
      
 
    All three ladies laughed together before Madam Gloria continued. 
 
      
 
    “I must say that I approve whole heartedly with Madam Lofton’s methods.  Some say that she’s too heavy handed, but I see no such thing.  She simply asserts her authority in ways some of us can only dream of.  A woman like that is always respected.  She demands it.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Gloria turned to Miss Lorraine. 
 
      
 
    “Young lady you would be wise to study Madam Lofton.  You could learn plenty regarding how to treat your servants.” 
 
      
 
    Miss Lorraine smiled.  She would like to learn more.  She had really enjoyed teaching Betsy a lesson and she was open to improving her technique with the paddle. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 60.  Windows 
 
      
 
    After breakfast was served, Betsy cleaned up in the kitchen.  For Betsy, it was just the beginning of what would be a long day.  The ladies were still talking when Betsy left and went out the back door to report to Madam Lofton. 
 
      
 
    When she arrived at Madam Lofton’s, much to her humiliation, Madam Lofton insisted on checking to make sure that Betsy was wearing her corset. It was a humbling moment for the maid. 
 
      
 
    Betsy stood, red faced, with her dress lifted up while Madam Lofton took a good look.  Betsy was glad that her panties covered her chastity or else things could have been much worse for her. Madam Lofton gave an extra tug on the corset strings before she beamed her approval. 
 
      
 
    “Look at you Betsy, starting to look like a proper maid.  That corset really rounds out your figure, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy had to admit that she was right.  The corset pulled her stomach in, making her breasts far more pronounced.  The effect even gave her more feminine hips. Then Madam Lofton surprised her. 
 
      
 
    “There’s still one thing missing.  A proper maid should have back-seamed stockings.  Let me get you a few pair so that you’ll appear to be more of a fitting lady’s maid.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy stood frozen in place, still holding her dress up for inspection.  Betsy didn’t know what she should do.  She didn’t want to upset the Madam but she didn’t feel very ladylike in that position.  So she just stood there holding her dress up until Madam Lofton returned holding several packages of back-seamed stockings. 
 
      
 
    “Put your dress down girl, what am I to think of that?  Here, take these and go change your stockings.  You may keep the extras.  Run along!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy went to the powder room to change her stockings.  She had never before worn back-seamed stockings so they were quite a challenge for her.  She put them on and took them off several times before she was finally satisfied.  She gave a final check in the mirror for straight seams before going to work. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had more laundry to do, and she had to finish vacuuming and dusting.  Again Madam Lofton paid scant attention to the maid while she worked. 
 
      
 
    It was early afternoon when Betsy put the last load of clothes away.  Having worked for Madam Lofton previously, she knew exactly where everything went.  She even hung her lingerie just the way Madam liked it. She had always said that nobody likes wrinkled lingerie! 
 
      
 
    Just when Betsy thought that she was actually through with her work, Madam Lofton came by. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie don’t forget the windows.  They are in desperate need of attention.” 
 
      
 
    With that Madam Lofton returned to reading her book. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had deliberately avoided the windows.  She was just a few blocks from home so she didn’t want anyone from outside to see her.  Whether she was working inside on windows or outside on windows she would be in plain sight. 
 
      
 
    Reluctantly she filled a bucket with water.  She managed to splash a bit on her apron but she thought that it wasn’t so noticeable.  She then spent the next few hours going window to window on the inside of the house making sure each one was sparkly clean. 
 
      
 
    Then, with even more trepidation, she took a bucket of clean water outside to do the best she could with the outside of the windows that were within reach. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was definitely distracted outdoors.  She kept looking over her shoulder to make sure that nobody was watching her. She couldn’t be seen by anyone dressed like she was—it would be far too humiliating.  How could she possibly explain her outfit? 
 
      
 
    She was finishing up the last window, and quite proud that she hadn’t been observed, when a woman startled her by walking up behind her. 
 
      
 
    “Miss, oh Miss, may I have a word with you?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy turned to face the voice that came from behind her.  She was proud of herself.  Though she was surprised by the woman, thankfully she still remembered to curtsy.  After all, Madam Lofton may have been watching.  If so, she had spared herself the paddle.  The woman was impressed with the introduction. 
 
      
 
    “Such a lovely maid!  Even a curtsy for a superior woman!  I should have known that Dolores would only hire the best.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy had to think twice.  Then she realized that Dolores was Madam Lofton.  Nobody really called her that, it was far too informal for such a proper lady.  The woman continued. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, I’ve been watching you work from my home next door.  I would like to hire you.  Are you available?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy wondered how the woman knew her name.  Then she remembered her name was plainly embroidered on her uniform.  Then Betsy hesitated.  She didn’t know what to say. She couldn’t very well say that she wasn’t even really a maid.  Considering how she was dressed, that would have been silly.  The woman would have never believed that. Finally she managed to blurt something out. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, I actually can’t say.  You’ll really have to talk with Madam Lofton.” 
 
      
 
    The woman sounded satisfied with that. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I should have known.  A maid can’t speak to such things.  Is Dolores at home?” 
 
      
 
    “Why yes Ma’am, Madam Lofton is at home.” 
 
      
 
    “Very good, thank you.  I’ll speak with your employer.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy curtsied again. 
 
      
 
    “You are quite welcome Ma’am.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 61.  Scatter-Brained 
 
      
 
    Betsy was lugging the bucket back into the house through the back door.  Madam Lofton was standing just inside waiting for her. 
 
      
 
    “Goodness sakes Betsy, look at you!  You’re a mess!  You’ve embarrassed me in front of a close friend.  What have you to say for yourself?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy looked down at her apron.  Sure enough, her apron was wet and so was her dress.  When she was washing the windows she must have splashed water on herself.  She had been so busy working that she hadn’t realized what she had done. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry Madam Lofton.  I didn’t notice.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy knew that she was in trouble.  She had been spanked by Madam Lofton before for much less. 
 
      
 
    “You had better pay closer attention in the future.  Fortunately for you, Veronica was suitably impressed with your manners.  You’ve spared yourself the paddle for the moment. But no further infractions will be tolerated.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t believe her good fortune. All she could do was smile.  Unfortunately, Madam Lofton expected more. 
 
      
 
    “Is that all you can do is give me your silly grin?  I expected a thank you and a curtsy at the least.  Is that how you respect your betters?  I will not tolerate such haughtiness from a mere maid.  Such cheeky attitude must be corrected immediately!  Go to my bedroom nightstand and bring me the paddle!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t believe what she had done.  She had gotten through the day without incident and she had messed it up at the very end.  She slowly took the walk of shame to Madam Lofton’s bedroom.  She was quite familiar with the path because she had taken it many times before in her previous days working for Madam Lofton.  She knew precisely where the paddle was because she had fetched it so many times for the persnickety woman.  Madam Lofton kept her paddle in her nightstand so that it was always close at hand.  The woman liked to discipline with the paddle so much that she slept with it! 
 
      
 
    The black wooden paddle was a menacing looking implement if ever there was one.  It was quite weighty and capable of delivering a stinging blow with little effort.  To add to the humiliation of succumbing to it, the paddle was signed by members of Madam Lofton’s college sorority.  So being punished with it was like having the weight of several angry women coming down squarely on your buttocks.  
 
      
 
    Betsy had been down that disgraceful path so often that she even knew where Madam Lofton would be when she returned.  Sure enough, she was sitting in what she called “The spanking chair” in the kitchen.  It was a sturdy, armless, high back, wooden chair, that allowed Madam Lofton a solid base for effortlessly administering the paddle. 
 
      
 
    Betsy knew that it was pointless to even attempt to beg Madam Lofton for leniency.  She had only tried that once, much to her own regret.  So instead of pleading her case, she gently turned the paddle over to the disciplinarian and waited for the verdict.  Madam Lofton didn’t waste any time. 
 
      
 
    “Dress up, panties down, over my knee, right now!” 
 
      
 
    She barked the orders like an angry drill sergeant.  No naughty maid could hope to do anything other than immediately obey. 
 
      
 
    It was only when Betsy was over the disciplinarian’s lap that she had an even more terrible thought.  Her corset was squeezing her buttocks into a more feminine shape that was meant to be more pleasing to the male eye.  So her cheeks were plumped up by the strict corset and by the heavy garter straps that perfectly framed her bottom. 
 
      
 
    The thought no sooner crossed her mind when the paddle came down square on the underside of her bottom.  It was the lower part of her buttock cheeks—the most sensitive area.  Madam Lofton knew from experience that was the best way to maximize the pain and add to the humiliation.  The thrust of the blow caused Betsy to buck with the pain that seared her sensitive skin.  Madam Lofton liked to lecture, and this session would be no different. 
 
      
 
    “Such a haughty, scatter-brained girl!  I’ll teach you a lesson that you’ll never forget!” 
 
      
 
    Another wallop in the identical place was more painful than the first. 
 
      
 
    “I expect only the very best from my maid servants!” 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton had a way of always spanking in the very same spot time after time.  A series of excruciating smacks were right on target.  Betsy would have done anything to just have Madam Lofton strike a different place on her bottom, but it was not to be. 
 
      
 
    “These days young girls don’t know how to work!” 
 
      
 
    Smack, smack, smack! All in the very same place! 
 
      
 
    Betsy had been paddled by Madam Lofton before, but never like this.  The corset kept her upturned bottom firm and vulnerable, unable to absorb the blows like it usually did without the corset in place.  The result was that the paddle seemed to be even more painful than usual. Her thoughts were interrupted again. 
 
      
 
    Smack, smack, smack! Again, all on the same spot. 
 
      
 
    “Now then, you’ll go to the parlor and stand in the corner with your dress up until I say otherwise.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy ignored her stinging bottom and quickly stood up.  She knew that Madam Lofton expected immediate response to her orders.  Betsy also knew what she needed to do next.  It was the only way to avoid another round with the paddle.  She turned towards the disciplinarian and dipped a curtsy. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you Madam Lofton for the punishment that I so richly deserved.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton smiled. 
 
      
 
    “My, my.  Such a surprise.  You are a quick learner girl.  You may go.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy shuffled her way to the parlor, being careful to hold her dress up while she walked.  She took tiny little steps because her panties immediately fell to her ankles.  She knew better than to bend over and to pick them up. 
 
      
 
    But her humiliation still wasn’t over. When she finally made it to the parlor room, she was astonished to find that the woman from next door hadn’t gone home.  She was sitting there fixing her lipstick.  She casually freshened her lip color while staring into the mirror on her compact.  
 
      
 
    She had obviously heard everything that had gone on in the other room.  She showed absolutely no emotion. It was like she had often heard Madam Lofton’s maids being disciplined and that Betsy had just been another in a long line. 
 
      
 
    Betsy knew that she was. 
 
      
 
    The two ladies talked at length while Betsy stood with her nose in the corner.  At one point the woman remarked at how rosy red Dolores had managed to get the maid’s bottom.  She said that it must really hurt and that the maid had surely learned an important lesson. 
 
      
 
    Betsy agreed wholeheartedly with both observations. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 62.  Supervision 
 
      
 
    The following morning, after serving Madam Gloria and Miss Lorraine breakfast, Betsy learned that she was to spend the day serving Madam Lofton’s neighbor, one Madam Veronica.  Even though Betsy had walked through the neighborhood several times before, she was still unsure of herself walking down the street.  There was no place to hide if she was recognized.  She breathed easier when she arrived at Madam Veronica’s.  Thankfully, nobody had noticed her along the way. 
 
      
 
    She was a bit surprised when Madam Veronica opened the door to let her in.  Unlike the surly Madam Lofton, the prim and proper Madam Veronica was quite pleasant.  She greeted Betsy with a smile. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you’re here girl.  I understand that you enjoy hand-washing lingerie.  Well, I can assure you, that you won’t be disappointed today. I have loads for you to do.  You can start there and report to me when you’re finished.  Let me show you to the laundry area.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica led the way downstairs into a dingy basement lit only with a couple of overhead lights.  Part of it served as a laundry room.  There was a washing machine, a dryer, and a washtub.  
 
      
 
    Betsy took one look at the mountain of clothes that were on the floor and she knew that she would be spending the whole day doing laundry.  More laundry! 
 
      
 
    It all seemed so hopeless.  The washing machine was running and Betsy was rinsing out panties when tears began to cascade down her cheeks.  She was so sorry that she had ever kept anything from Karen.  She was a beautiful woman who deserved better.  Now she was spending her day washing another woman’s lingerie! 
 
      
 
    There seemed to be an endless supply of undergarments all waiting to be washed.  She had to do them all by herself—nobody was going to help the maid out.  Still crying, she took off one of the laundry gloves she was wearing and threw it down on the floor in an act of self-pity. 
 
      
 
    Her mood was broken with a voice from behind her. 
 
      
 
    “That will be quite enough Betsy.  I will not tolerate such childish temper tantrums in my household.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy turned around to see Madam Veronica intently watching her.  Apparently Madam Veronica had come into the room and Betsy hadn’t even heard her.  She had been standing behind her, supervising her with a watchful eye, while she hand-washed lingerie.  With her arms folded in front of her, and with a stern look on her face, she was not happy with what she was seeing.  Now the friendly woman was irritated with her maid.  
 
      
 
    The maid quickly curtsied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry Madam Veronica.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica stared at the maid while deciding what she should do with the girl.  The maid was young, clearly partially trained, but certainly not skilled beyond the need for correction. She had seen young maids like that before.  They could get cheeky, and they often needed a firm hand to understand their place.  One thing was for sure.  An experienced maid would not be crying over washing a few undergarments. 
 
      
 
    “Stop crying girl.  You look pathetic. Your mascara is running.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy tended to forget that she used mascara every morning.  She wouldn’t have been able to hide the fact that she had been crying regardless of whether she had stopped.  Madam Veronica continued. 
 
      
 
    “Pull yourself together.  A lifetime of maid service is not so bad.  Things could be much worse for you.  Now pick up that glove and get back to work.  Or do I have to give you a spanking just like Dolores did in order to get your attention?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t possibly allow herself to be paddled again.  She had stayed up all night with her bottom throbbing from the thrashing that she had received at the hand of Madam Lofton.  If she were to be paddled again, she wouldn’t be able to sit or sleep for at least a month.  She obediently picked up the glove and went back to work. 
 
      
 
    Now she was fully aware of Madam Veronica’s presence.  She could feel Madam Veronica’s eyes on her while she carefully laundered her intimates.  She took extra time with each garment, delicately washing, then gently rinsing, and finally daintily patting dry.  It was tedious work that Betsy had done plenty of, she just kept telling herself to be patient. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica’s words echoed in her head.  “A lifetime of maid service is not so bad.”  Was that what was ahead for Betsy? She had been shuffled from household to household doing work commonly performed by women or by their maids.  She hadn’t objected to any of it.  Is that what she was best suited to do? 
 
      
 
    She straightened her apron and smoothed her dress. Being a maid wasn’t so bad.  Actually, she found it to be erotic in a backwards sort of way.  How else could she have served so many women?  The thought gave her tingles that her chastity told her she was not allowed to have.  She smiled and continued her work.  
 
      
 
    By the time she reached the last garment, hours had gone by.  She took a moment to glance back and she noticed that Madam Veronica was no longer observing her.  She wondered how long she had stayed and when she had left.  She had no idea. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had not taken a break.  Her legs were sore from standing in one place in her heels.  There were several laundry baskets filled with lingerie that Betsy had to take back upstairs.  Then there were even more filled with blouses and slacks.  Skirts and dresses had been ironed and they were on hangers. It would be substantial work just to put everything correctly away. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica was reclining in a chair when Betsy passed her by carrying a basket of clothes.  She looked up for just a moment. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, did you check your makeup?” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t believe it.  She had cried but had never bothered to check her makeup.  It was a good thing that she brought her makeup kit along like she usually did.  She put each article of clothing in its proper place.  Then she went straight to the powder room to check her appearance. 
 
      
 
    The maid in the mirror really did look pitiful.  A day in the basement doing laundry had left her all askew.  Her hair needed to be combed, her mascara had run and her lipstick needed touching up.  The girl in the mirror looked like a maid who had been working hard all day. 
 
      
 
    She took her time fixing everything up. It was a welcome break from work, the first such break she had taken that day. She wasn’t about to sit down—Madam Lofton had seen to that. 
 
      
 
    Finally she smiled at the girl in the mirror.  She was freshened up and ready to serve again.  There was still plenty of clothing waiting in the basement to be put away. 
 
      
 
    Over an hour later, she had finally finished with her laundry duty.  It was already late in the day.  After all of the clothes were put away, she heard Madam Veronica call her name.  When she reported, she saw that Madam Veronica was sitting with Madam Lofton.  They both appeared rather comfortable, like they had been talking for quite some time. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 63.  The Hairbrush 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton gave a surly glower at the maid.  Betsy wasn’t sure, but apparently she was not happy with the report that Madam Veronica had given her.  Betsy approached the women and gave them a curtsy.  Finally Madam Lofton broke the silence. 
 
      
 
    “I hear that you misbehaved Betsy, I’m disappointed in you.  Such a dimwitted girl.  I would have thought that the spanking you received yesterday would have been enough to set you straight.  I promised Gloria that we would make a proper maid out of you and that’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 
 
      
 
    Then she added, with emphasis. 
 
      
 
    “No matter what it takes.” 
 
      
 
    The maid had nothing to say.  She simply stood with her hands folded in front of her with her eyes lowered.  She knew that she was totally at the mercy of the two women. 
 
      
 
    The two women stared at the maid, no doubt thinking what should be done with the girl.  Madam Lofton was true to her nature. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps, Veronica, a good caning would help the girl out.  Lord knows that the haughty girl needs one to find her place.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy had never been caned before. She had no idea what that might mean but it didn’t sound very good.  She wanted to plead for forgiveness but she couldn’t seem to find her voice. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica, still playing the kind Mistress, shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Dolores, you always want to go straight to the cane.  I realize that you are a strict disciplinarian, but young girls need to be slowly broken in.  A virgin bottom isn’t ready for the cane.  Don’t you think Betsy?” 
 
      
 
    The women were arguing over how to punish the maid! She maid was too terrified to move.  Instead Betsy remained silent.  Dolores broke the quiet. 
 
      
 
    “You see Veronica, the girl can’t even find her tongue to answer a simple question.  She is such a simpleton!  Certainly, if not the cane, then the crop is very much in order.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Cane, crop, tawse, whip, they’re all very much the same.  Six of one or half dozen of the other.  Dolores you sound like a medieval lady of the manor.    We may as well just skip the warmups and go straight to the stocks.  Left on your own I’m sure that’s what would happen to the poor girl.  I notice that you have the girl in a full corset too.  How can you expect her to work efficiently wearing that?  I’ll remedy that tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    As for now, I prefer teaching new girls with the brush.  I think that we’ll get much better results with the brush.  I’m sure Madam Gloria wants a girl with enthusiasm for her work—not a whipped schoolgirl who is frightened out of her knickers.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I disagree Veronica. The girl needs discipline.  Even if Madam Gloria is satisfied with your results, Mistress Donna won’t be.  She expects more than that.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy realized for the first time that all of the women were working together.  She didn’t have but a moment to reflect on that.  Veronica continued. 
 
      
 
    “Repetition is required in order for a girl to form good respectable habits.  I’m sure that all she needs is a bit of experience.  I think that she has possibilities.  If a maid is what they both want, then it is a maid that they will get.” 
 
      
 
    Dolores shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Right, just a bit of experience. We’ll see about that.  I’ve heard that before.  No matter.  I don’t think that a wooden hairbrush is up to the task.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Women have been using their hairbrush on their maids forever. The brush is perfect.  I have plenty of spares on hand.  Betsy, bring me my hairbrush, it’s on my vanity.” 
 
      
 
    The maid was quick to follow orders.  She dared not delay. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 64. Cheeky 
 
      
 
    Moments later Betsy found herself splayed over Madam Veronica’s lap. Her panties were down and her dress was pulled up exposing her bottom.  Sadly, by this time she was becoming accustomed to the humiliating position.  She tried not to be concerned.  Madam Veronica had sounded benevolent.  Instead she tried to give her full attention to Madam Veronica’s sexy legs and the wonderful intoxicating feminine fragrance that wafted from her.  She was enjoying the woman’s lovely perfume—a fragrance that was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, without warning, there was a sharp pain across Betsy’s bottom. Madam Veronica had struck with the wooden hairbrush and a red circle formed just above where Betsy had been paddled the day before. 
 
      
 
    Betsy howled with pain. There was a pause in the assault while Madam Veronica spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I think that the girl should be silenced.  I don’t think that she’s going to take very well to the brush.” 
 
      
 
    Apparently Madam Lofton agreed.  In moments Betsy saw a second pair of legs and then a penis gag was shoved into her mouth and fastened firmly into place.   Seconds later the hairbrush landed again, this time on the exact same spot. 
 
      
 
    Betsy tried to scream, but her effort only resulted in her sucking on the penis gag.  Madam Veronica held her tightly in place, with one hand holding Betsy’s wrist tightly behind her back.  Realizing the helpless position she had been put in, her own penis tried to react to her own submission to the authoritative woman.  She felt a terrible pinch down there that reminded her of her complete surrender to the woman. 
 
      
 
    Another loud smack of the hairbrush followed. Then another, followed by another.  All of the strokes were landed on the exact same spot, causing a red welt to rise in the exact shape of the hairbrush.  Madam Veronica had skillfully punished Betsy’s bottom the way that only an experienced disciplinarian could. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica decided that the maid had enough.  She held the maid in place for a few moments to let the punishment sink in.  Betsy’s bottom burned from the chastisement.  Finally Madam Veronica ordered Betsy to the corner. Madam Veronica had her kneel there facing the wall, penis gag still in place.  There she knelt for the rest of the day with her dress raised and her panties down. 
 
      
 
    Even though her bottom was stinging after the reprimand she dared not rub it.  She could hear the two women talking in the same room. While the discussion varied among topics, at one point the ladies openly discussed Betsy.  Dolores wanted to make sure that Veronica had things in hand. 
 
      
 
    “I made promises to Donna and to Gloria. They both want a maid who is compliant, respectful, and appreciative of her position.  You know, the way that a maid should be.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica quickly agreed. 
 
      
 
    “I can assure you that is what they will get.  I’ve already taken steps to address the situation.  I have a few things coming in the morning to start her on her way.” 
 
      
 
    Dolores was impressed. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” 
 
      
 
    “She didn’t fool me in the least.  I could see the girl needed work the minute I saw her.  She is far too cheeky for her britches.  Plus she isn’t used to hard work. I found her crying at doing just a small load of intimates.  I’ll have to fix that.” 
 
      
 
    Dolores smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Why, I think I may have underestimated you with this one, Veronica.  I do think you have things well in hand.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I do.  She’ll stay with me until Donna claims her.” 
 
      
 
    Dolores knew what Veronica had in mind. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to put her in the servant’s quarters?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right.  When this place was built it was meant to have servants.  It was common practice at the time.  It will help her to appreciate her place.  In the meantime, isn’t it nice that I won’t have to do housework anymore?” 
 
      
 
    Both ladies laughed. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 65.  Domestic Bimbo 
 
      
 
    The following morning, Betsy slowly dressed herself.  She hadn’t slept very well at all.  The bed was rather flimsy and not very comfortable. In fact her entire third floor bedroom was a disappointment.  It was barely large enough for a bed, a dressing table with mirror, and an armoire.  The armoire she hung her dress in had been empty.  She had slept in a second-hand cotton nightgown, that had clearly seen better days, that she found in one of the drawers.  That was the end of the amenities.  The bathroom was down the hall, well separated from the larger more elaborate bedrooms that were below her down on the second floor.  
 
      
 
    She quickly applied her makeup. She was getting better at that through repeated application.  She had carefully slept on her back so that she wouldn’t mess up her hair.  There was a mirror on the back of the door so she was at least able to give her hair a last brush and to check her look before she started work. Even that was humiliating.  Madam Veronica had told her to keep the hairbrush that she had been spanked with.  She had said that every time she brushed her hair she would be reminded of the punishment that she had endured.  She was right about that.  As if the prickly sensation on her backside wasn’t enough! 
 
      
 
    Things couldn’t be any worse.  Even the dildo that she had left on the dressing table the night before was evidence of her humble position.  Betsy was not only completely humiliated, she was also angry at herself because she couldn’t control her desires.  She was turned on by her humiliation!  Her lowly station excited her beyond belief.  She was aroused and her chastity kept reminding her of it. Was there no end to her shame? 
 
      
 
    She decided that she had better distract herself.  She was looking forward to Madam Veronica’s delivery.  Madam had said that there was new lingerie coming for her and that she wouldn’t have to wear the corset anymore.  What a relief that would be! 
 
      
 
    Once she brushed her hair she went downstairs to work.  She knew that Madam Veronica would soon be up and that she was to prepare breakfast for her.  All Madam had said she wanted was juice and some fruit, but Betsy didn’t want to disappoint her. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast Betsy cleaned up and then she continued with her housekeeping chores.  While Betsy was vacuuming in the parlor the doorbell rang.  She opened the door just in time to see a smiling Amazon delivery driver gleefully wave at her before the familiar truck pulled away.  There were several boxes on the porch that had just been delivered. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was still unsure of herself about being seen in her maid uniform.  Fortunately, the driver had seen her from a distance and wouldn’t have thought much of seeing a maid at the door. She quickly scanned the neighborhood to make sure nobody was watching, then she brought the packages in.  Just when she closed the door, Madam Veronica came up to her. 
 
      
 
    “Very good, they arrived.  The packages are for you Betsy.  Take them up to your room and change clothes. Then get back down here for your assignment.” 
 
      
 
    There were so many boxes that it took her three trips to get them all upstairs.  Her feet were already aching from her heels when she began to open the first package.  It was only then that she noticed they were addressed to Maid Trainee Betsy.  She flushed with embarrassment.  The driver had seen that and had seen her too.  How humiliating! 
 
      
 
    She opened the boxes, systematically putting things away in the armoire while she worked.  Clearly Madam Veronica expected her to stay for a while. She pulled out new lingerie.  The black nylon panties were plain.  But the brassieres had a touch of lace and a tiny red rose between the cups.  Betsy was a bit disappointed, the bra cups were a size DD.  She knew that her inserts wouldn’t fill them out. Clearly Madam Veronica had overestimated her bust.  There were taupe back-seamed stockings and a couple of black garter belts. 
 
      
 
    Pink maid dresses with the familiar white trim followed.  They came with lacy white caps and matching white lace aprons.  There were a couple of pairs of pink classic T-strap Mary Jane pumps.  Betsy thought that those must be a mistake too—they were four-inch heels, not the two-inch height that she usually wore. 
 
      
 
    A box filled with cosmetics was emptied and spread out on the dressing table.  A big bottle of perfume came out of another box.  A smaller box contained what was clearly cheap costume jewelry.  There were a couple of pairs of hoop clip-on earrings, an ID necklace engraved with Betsy, and a matching charm bracelet also engraved with Betsy that had a little tiny lock attached.  A pink clutch became her very first purse. 
 
      
 
    The last box contained two silicone breast forms, size DD.  It was only then that Betsy realized that all of the items were intentional.  Worse still, because breast forms were included, perhaps Madam Veronica knew that she was a sissy maid.  Then she thought better of that.  Madam hadn’t given her any indication that she knew.  Besides, a girl her age wouldn’t normally have size D breasts yet so perhaps Madam Veronica had just guessed correctly that she was fully padded out. 
 
      
 
    Regardless, she was thrilled to be able to change out of the corset.  Not to mention out of the iconic black maid dress.  Betsy quickly put her old uniform and the corset into the armoire.  Then she dressed in all of the new clothing, struggling, of course, to get the seams straight on the stockings. 
 
      
 
    She giggled when she padded out her new brassiere. She hadn’t even imagined what it would be like to have such a womanly bust.  The large orbs completely filled the cups with faux nipples jutting out the front in a most obscene manner. 
 
      
 
    Feeling very feminine, Betsy removed her old makeup and applied all of the new cosmetics. She was getting better with eyeliner so she was proud after she finished with her eyes.  She completed her makeup with a glossy pink lipstick.  She clipped on the earrings, and put on the necklace and bracelet.  She gave herself a blast of the new perfume, feeling even more feminine with the flowery scent. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until she put the new pink uniform dress on that her fun ended.  After she tied the long strings of her apron, put the cap on her head and slipped into her heels, she looked at herself in the mirror.  Then her face flushed with embarrassment.  The new uniform was tailored to her figure making her bustline even more prominent—if that was even imaginable!  Plus the dress was cut a bit shorter than her original dress, showing even more leg than her previous uniform had shown. 
 
      
 
    The outfit didn’t improve her status any at all.  If anything, it had lowered her.  She still looked very much like a domestic maid. Her name was still stitched on the dress.  But it was right below the bold words Maid Trainee.  Most appalling, however, was the dress itself.  The pink fabric was sheer enough that her black underwear was noticeably visible.  All in all, now she looked like a slutty bimbo. 
 
      
 
    Surely it must be a mistake. She quickly checked the boxes again to see if she had missed a slip.  Certainly Madam Veronica had included a full slip!  But there was no slip to be found.  She wanted to change heels, but her old heels were black.  These were pink to match the dress!  Betsy began to panic.  What could she possibly do to fix this? 
 
      
 
    Just then she heard a tiny bell ringing.  Was Madam Veronica summoning her from downstairs with a bell?  Apparently so!  She quickly went out the door.  Struggling a bit with her new heels she went down two flights of stairs to the hallway where Madam Veronica stood, holding a servant’s bell, waiting for her. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 66.  New Assignments 
 
      
 
    With her hands on her hips, Madam Veronica gave the maid a stern look. 
 
      
 
    “What took you so long?  You’ll have to do better than that in the future.  We don’t have all day girl.  Let me have a look at you.” 
 
      
 
    Madam looked her up and down, smiling approvingly. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around girl.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy slowly turned, giving Madam Veronica a long look. 
 
      
 
    “Very good girl.  Precisely what I was trying to achieve.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t help herself. 
 
      
 
    “If I may Madam, how am I supposed to work in these heels?  I used to…” 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica cut her off. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not interested in what you used to do.  Now you’ll do what I say.  A trainee needs to learn how to work in heels—they are more sophisticated.  They present your legs nicely.  Now then, I’ll have no more of that.  Here, take this.” 
 
      
 
    She handed Betsy a pink piece of paper. 
 
      
 
    “Those are the homes on your schedule.  They are all in the neighborhood.  You’ll do a different home each day of the week.  You sleep here and go out first thing in the morning, after you serve me breakfast, and you are to come back in time to make dinner.  I’m the last house on the list, so after you work here, you can start all over again.  I’ve told each of the ladies that you enjoy hand washing lingerie and they’ve all agreed to save their laundry for a full week so that you can get plenty of practice.  You’re to hang all of the lingerie outside to dry.  That way everything is left with a fresh scent. 
 
      
 
    Of course you’ll do whatever else they assign you to do.  I’ll be checking by phone with each lady to make sure that you are doing the job properly.  Do your best.  You don’t want to disappoint me.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy looked down at the paper and her mouth gaped open.  These homes were scattered throughout the neighborhood.  They were all within walking distance but she would be seen by everyone when she walked to work.  Plus she would have to hang intimates outside in backyards where even more neighbors would see her! 
 
      
 
    She couldn’t possibly do what Madam Veronica was asking her to do! She couldn’t!  She wouldn’t! 
 
      
 
    Her thoughts were interrupted by Madam Veronica. 
 
      
 
    “One more thing. Take this servant bell.  I’ll give you one each day this week.  Introduce yourself at each home and present the bell.  Leave one at each house.  Well girl, what are you waiting for?  Get going!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy took the bell and then placed the paper and the bell in her tiny dress pocket.  Then she quickly went out the door on her way to the first home on the list. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 67.  Miss Brianna 
 
      
 
    The first house was over a full block away.  Betsy was to walk there and to ask for Miss Brianna. One block wasn’t too far to go, but Betsy found herself anxious to hurry the trip.  She kept looking over her shoulder to see if anyone was following her.  She knew that her bra and panties were visible right through her dress.  The look was unmistakable. She couldn’t be construed to be anything other than a woman and a slutty one at that!  Not only that, but those DD breast forms jiggled with every step she took, making her feel very objectified and very unsure of herself.  The short dress didn’t help her situation out either.  She wondered, do women feel like that all of the time? 
 
      
 
    Fortunately the street was empty.  Perhaps everyone was at work.  She stepped up on the porch of the home and rang the doorbell.  She didn’t expect the young teenage girl who answered. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I’m Betsy, I’m here to…” 
 
      
 
    The girl took one look and giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I know why you’re here. You’re the new maid.  Mom and my two sisters are at work.  I’m Brianna and you are to call me Miss Brianna.  Mom said to have you do the laundry and I’m to keep you busy with housework. She said I should keep a close eye on you while you work.  So come in and I’ll get you started.” 
 
      
 
    While Betsy was happy to get off the street, she wasn’t at all thrilled with the idea of being supervised by a teenage girl. She hadn’t thought about where she might fall in a household of children, but now she knew.  The maid is always at the bottom of the pecking order. 
 
      
 
    Betsy knew what she had to do next.  She had to give the bell to the teenage girl.  The bell was a symbol of power.  The maid had to respond to it, no questions asked.  The maid had no desire to turn such control over to a young girl.  It was an incredibly humiliating act, but she had to do it. 
 
      
 
    The maid took a deep breath.  With great trepidation, she reached into her pocket for the bell.  Then she presented it to the teenage girl for her use. 
 
      
 
    When she handed Miss Brianna the hand bell the young girl looked excited.  She would use it without hesitation to summon the maid many times during the day. 
 
      
 
    Things weren’t any better when the girl led her to the laundry room.  Four women in a household can go through quite a bit of clothing and there were piles of it on the floor to prove it.  Miss Jennifer sat down on a folding chair that was there.  Then she took out her cell phone and began to text. 
 
      
 
    The maid turned her attention to the work at hand.  Betsy found a pair of pink laundry gloves in the cupboard along with liquid soap meant specifically for delicates.  While she filled the laundry tub with water she slipped the gloves on and then she added the soap. Once the tub was filled she began to work on the first stack of laundry. 
 
      
 
    While she was working, Miss Brianna moved closer, and using her cell, she took a picture of the maid.  Betsy gave her a quizzical look.  Miss Brianna sat back down and started texting again. 
 
      
 
    “My sister wanted to see the maid handwashing her undies.  She says your uniform is cute.  I’m going to send the picture to my friends too.  I’m not sure they’ve ever seen a maid doing laundry before.” 
 
      
 
    How humiliating!  Betsy wanted to tell the girl to stop, but she didn’t.  She remembered what Madam Veronica had said about not wanting to disappoint her. No matter how difficult it was going to be to be nice to Miss Brianna, Betsy was intent on doing it. 
 
      
 
    Just then Miss Brianna giggled.  She smiled at the maid. 
 
      
 
    “My boyfriend says you have nice boobs.  He wants to get a picture of you curtsying.” 
 
      
 
    It took every ounce of self-control that Betsy could muster.  But she managed to dip a curtsy for the camera and Miss Brianna captured her curtsy for her boyfriend. Miss Brianna giggled again. 
 
      
 
    “He says that you have nice legs.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy bristled at the comment.  Her face flushed red. 
 
      
 
    “Tell him that I said thank you.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 68.  Performance Review 
 
      
 
    It was mid-afternoon before Betsy finished hanging the last of the lingerie out to dry.  There was just enough time to vacuum, dust, and perhaps wash floors before it was time to leave. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was glad that she had finished putting the laundry on the line.  She felt like every woman in the neighborhood was watching her every movement.  She had nervously hung panties, brassieres, and stockings, making sure not to mix up the garments from each woman. 
 
      
 
    Working in the sun in a full uniform was not at all pleasant.  Betsy felt dry and thirsty under the brilliant light. 
 
      
 
    She had done so under the watchful eye of Miss Brianna.  When Betsy first went to work outside, Miss Brianna had changed into a bikini bathing suit.  Then the young girl lounged on the patio sipping a drink that the maid had fetched for her--still carefully observing the maid while she worked.  For Betsy it made for a long day.  The young lady had monitored and criticized Betsy every step of the way, all day long, including when she was hanging clothes. 
 
      
 
    Miss Brianna stayed outside sunning herself while Betsy ran the vacuum and dusted inside.  Then it was time for Betsy to take the intimates off the line, fold them and bring them inside. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t notice until she had four baskets of lingerie to be brought in that the other three ladies had arrived home from work. They had gathered out on the patio with Miss Brianna and they were intently watching the maid at work.  When Betsy picked up the first basket she thought she heard the ladies giggling at her. 
 
      
 
    She had to walk right past the ladies in order to bring the clothes inside.  She kept her eyes lowered while she went by in an attempt to look subservient.  None of the ladies said a word to her.  After all, she was just the maid! 
 
      
 
    Betsy was thrilled when it was time to return to Madam Veronica’s.  It had been a long day of hard work.  That evening, after preparing and serving dinner, Betsy was exhausted.  Madam Veronica had invited Madam Lofton over to eat, so Betsy had spent considerable time seeing to their needs. 
 
      
 
    Finally, near the end of the evening, after dishes had been cleared and washed, Betsy was summoned with the bell to the parlor.  Madam Lofton was sitting there with Madam Veronica.  In her hand, Madam Lofton was holding the same wooden paddle that she had previously used on Betsy back at her place.  She tapped the paddle in her other hand several times, appearing quite eager to put it to good use.  Betsy stood in front of them at attention.  Madam Lofton spoke first. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me Veronica, how did our little novice maid do today?  Is she to be paddled or was she satisfactory? 
 
      
 
    Veronica smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we’ll just have to find out, won’t we?  First, let’s put our maid into position.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton motioned the maid over by pointing to her lap. Betsy knew the drill.  It was so degrading to be treated like an errant little girl, but she had no choice.  She readily succumbed to the higher authority. With her panties down and her dress up, the maid in the pink uniform lowered herself over Madam Lofton’s lap.  Then Madam Veronica stuffed a dildo gag into the maid’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica took out her cell phone and pressed a preset.  She put the call on speaker when it started to ring.  After the third ring a familiar voice answered. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, this is Brianna.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi Brianna, this is Veronica.  I’m calling to check up on your maid service today.  Was everything satisfactory?” 
 
      
 
    There was a short pause on the line while Miss Brianna decided what to say.  Betsy squirmed nervously on Madam Lofton’s lap.  A teenage girl was about to decide if she had earned a spanking today!  Finally Brianna answered. 
 
      
 
    “She really did pretty good.  She did all the laundry and she vacuumed and dusted.  She made my lunch too. But…” 
 
      
 
    Veronica encouraged her to continue. 
 
      
 
    “Oh?  But what?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, she mixed up Mom’s panties with my older sister’s panties.  They wound up in the wrong drawer.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica sounded very concerned. 
 
      
 
    “I see. Please stay on the line for a few minutes.  I’ll leave you on speaker while we correct the problem.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica spoke to Dolores, loud enough to be clearly heard over the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Dolores, she’s earned the paddle.  Go ahead, she’s all yours.” 
 
      
 
    The paddle landed with a loud crack. The sound repeated itself over and over. The maid kicked her feet while Dolores walloped away, not making any effort to hold back.  It wasn’t until over ten firm swats had been applied that the maid stopped kicking her feet in total capitulation.  It wasn’t until after ten more, even louder than the first ten, that the punishment came close to an end.  Then Madam Lofton finished the punishment with a flourish of rapid whacks that punctuated her absolute superiority.  Then she spoke loud enough for her words to flow to the other end of the cell call. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, get to the corner and hold that dress up so that we can all see.” 
 
      
 
    The maid quickly obeyed, putting herself in a familiar position with her dress up and her panties down, dildo gag still in place.  Her bottom burned from another well-deserved lesson delivered vigorously with the paddle. 
 
      
 
    Victoria snapped a picture with her cell phone and sent it on its way. 
 
      
 
    In seconds, Victoria, Delores, and Betsy could all hear the hysterical laughter of four women on the other end of the phone.  
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 69.  Her Best Bra 
 
      
 
    The following day Betsy was determined to do better. She started with making every effort to do her makeup flawlessly and to brush her hair perfectly. She didn’t want to be punished again.  She didn’t want to give Madam Lofton even the slightest excuse to apply the paddle today.  She vowed to do her chores without complaint and to do them perfectly. 
 
      
 
    After she served Madam Veronica breakfast and cleaned up, she was on her way to the second home on the list.  This home was two doors down from where she had been working the previous day.  Her note said that she was to report to Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    Betsy was surprised when the woman opened the door.  She was half expecting to find another young girl.  Instead, Miss Pamela was a mature, well-dressed professional woman, who appeared to be in a hurry.  Betsy curtsied—she had forgotten to do that the day before—then she began. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I’m…” 
 
      
 
    She was immediately interrupted. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit!  A damned trainee.  Just what I needed.  Well girlie I don’t have fucking time for you, I’m late for work.  You were supposed to be here an hour ago. Get in and do your thing.  Bye.” 
 
      
 
    With that the woman brushed right past Betsy, leaving the maid standing on the porch with the front door wide open.  Betsy went in and began looking for the laundry room. 
 
      
 
    It was another older home without the amenity of a first-floor laundry.  She finally found the laundry machines down in the basement.  Most likely Miss Pamela lived by herself because the maid was relieved to see a substantially smaller pile of clothes than she had seen the day before.  She quickly went to work hand-washing lingerie while the washing machine did the rest.  
 
      
 
    Less laundry allowed for more time to do other chores. Once she hung the intimates outside she immediately began to work cleaning bathrooms.  The old home had three, including one that was tucked away in the master bedroom. 
 
      
 
    That was where the maid was working when Miss Brianna quietly crept into the backyard where all of the clothes were hanging. She had seen the maid working there from her own upstairs bedroom window a couple of doors away.  She had thought it was amusing that the maid had been spanked the night before so she had decided to be mischievous. 
 
      
 
    Had Betsy not been so intent on cleaning the toilet in the master bedroom, she would have seen Miss Brianna at work.  The young girl walked along the clothesline and systematically removed all of the clothespins, leaving all of the intimates on the ground in her wake. Then she turned around and stepped on each and every garment, making sure to leave them all stained and soiled.  She giggled when she ran back to her house to watch for the maid’s reaction from her bedroom window. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, Betsy toiled away inside.  There were dishes to be done.  She handwashed the bathroom floors and then she washed the kitchen floor. She dusted, vacuumed, and straightened things out the best that she could.  She was fully satisfied with herself when Miss Pamela came in the front door. All she had left to do was bring the laundry in and she was finished. 
 
      
 
    Before the maid went outside, Miss Pamela wanted a sandwich and a glass of wine. The woman had a trying day at the office so she just wanted to sit down and have a quick bite.  The maid immediately served her, thinking that it was an extra step sure to make her supervisor happy.  Then, while Miss Pamela relaxed inside on a comfy sofa, Betsy went outside to bring the laundry in. 
 
      
 
    The maid couldn’t believe what had happened to all of the lingerie that she had so carefully handwashed.  As far as she could tell, the clothespins had come loose and the garments had fallen to the ground.  The breeze had blown them around a bit so the intimates were soiled. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs in her bedroom, Miss Brianna took cell photos of the maid frantically picking up all of the lingerie.  The maid was in such a hurry that she wasn’t very ladylike.  Instead of scootching down, she bent over, exposing her panties each time she picked a garment up.  All of which was readily captured with Miss Brianna’s cell. 
 
      
 
    Fearful that Miss Pamela would learn the truth, Betsy went straight downstairs and washed everything for a second time.  She used a towel to dry things as best as she could and then she hung them on a drying rack in the basement.  When she finally put things away, most of the garments were still damp.  Not only that, but it was hours past the time she should have gone home. 
 
      
 
    The maid had to walk back to Madam Veronica’s in the dark.  She was scared walking by herself because she knew that she appeared to be a vulnerable lone woman.  In fact, there were a couple of teenage boys walking on the other side of the street who leered at her and gave her a cat-call. She simply put her head down and she walked as fast as she could in her heels. 
 
      
 
    When Betsy arrived back at Madam Veronica’s, Madam Lofton was waiting with Madam Veronica in the parlor for the maid.  Madam Lofton was ready with her paddle.  She had a big grin on her face.  She knew she was going to use the paddle again, there was no doubt about it. 
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica spoke first.  She was in no mood to be kind.  She not only had to make dinner, she had splashed sauce on her dress when preparing it and she had to change her clothes after she ate. 
 
      
 
    “You realize that we had to make our own dinner today, don’t you girl?” 
 
      
 
    The maid opened her mouth to try to explain, but Madam Veronica was angry and she wouldn’t allow it. 
 
      
 
    “Shut up and get into position girl!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy reluctantly went over Madam Lofton’s lap.  Madam Veronica forced the dildo gag into place.  It wasn’t fair, it wasn’t her fault! 
 
      
 
    At that precise moment Madam Veronica’s phone beeped.  Miss Brianna had sent the pictures that she took of the maid picking up lingerie in the backyard.  Madam Veronica was appalled. While the maid stayed in her spanking position, dress up, panties down, Veronica showed the photos to Dolores.  The disciplinarian beamed with excitement. 
 
      
 
    With a stern expression, Veronica tapped Miss Pamela’s preset on her cell and then she tapped the speaker icon.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Pamela, this is Veronica.  Just checking on your experience today with your maid.” 
 
      
 
    “I was out all day…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I didn’t realize that. Could you do me a favor?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Just do a quick check and make sure your lingerie was properly laundered.” 
 
      
 
    There was silence for a few moments. Then there was shouting on the other end. 
 
      
 
    “The fucking maid ruined my best bra!  It has grass stains on it!  Who taught her how to do laundry, a five-year old?” 
 
      
 
    Veronica nodded to Dolores.  Time to deliver her best!  The Dominatrix made sure she put everything behind her first stroke.  The maid howled with pain behind her penis gag.  It was a sound that was mostly muted but continued while Madam Lofton freely continued to flail away at her upturned bottom. Miss Pamela listened intently on the other end of the cell call to the repetitive smacks on the maid’s behind.  It served the girl right! 
 
      
 
    This time the maid stood against the wall holding up her dress with her panties down.  She had to press her nose against the paddle to hold it up into place on the wall.  It wasn’t easy to do with the penis gag in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    When the post punishment snapshot was sent to Miss Pamela, she took a long look at the red bottom before she commented. 
 
      
 
    “If the bitch does anything like that next time, I’ll take her over my knee myself.” 
 
      
 
    Dolores grinned at Veronica. 
 
      
 
    “I told you so.” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 70.  Boudoir Service 
 
      
 
    Betsy had no confidence left whatsoever.  She had been paddled so many times that her bottom always stung.  She wasn’t even sitting down to eat anymore because it was so painful.  She was systematically becoming a meek, compliant maid.  She was frustrated, but she tried to be very respectful, and now she was exceptionally obedient.  Just the way that Dolores and Veronica had wanted her to be. 
 
      
 
    Madam Kathleen’s home was two blocks in the opposite direction of the first two homes.  Betsy was absorbed in thought that morning when she timidly walked to her next assignment.  She vowed that she would make absolutely certain that Madam Kathleen was completely and totally satisfied before she left. 
 
      
 
    The woman who opened the door was dressed in a short leather skirt with a long sleeve white ruffled blouse.  The maid introduced herself with a curtsy. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, my name is Betsy.” 
 
      
 
    At first Madam Kathleen didn’t say anything. Instead she looked the maid up and down, before licking her lips and replying. 
 
      
 
    “A trainee, I see.  I suppose that I’ll have to tutor you.  Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    The temptress led the maid to the back of her home where a pile of laundry was waiting just for her.  True to form, the maid spent the morning doing laundry.  But after she finished with the laundry, things changed. 
 
      
 
    Madam Kathleen instructed the maid to pour her a bath. She said that she wanted to take a long soak to wash away her troubles.  The maid set to the task.  She watched while the tub filled with pleasantly warm water. She added a touch of fragrant bubble bath.  Just when the tub was about full Madam Kathleen came into the room. 
 
      
 
    “Help me undress dear.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy’s hands trembled while she unbuttoned Madam Kathleen’s blouse.  The woman was a goddess!  When Kathleen’s skirt came off, only Betsy’s chastity kept her from outing herself for what she really was.  Her sex tried to come to life, but caged the way it was, it could only repeatedly try to become erect in vain. 
 
      
 
    Betsy continued to undress the gorgeous woman.  She could feel precum oozing out into her panties, but her cock remained firmly tucked away.  Even in the presence of a gorgeous naked woman, the sissy girl remained a helpless eunuch.  Her maleness had been locked away by strong females who had her totally under their control. She wanted nothing more than to impale the beauty with her cock and fuck her brains out. But she was helpless.  There was nothing that she could do to satisfy her lust. 
 
      
 
    Instead she carefully assisted Madam Kathleen into her luxurious tub and then she watched her luscious breasts disappear beneath the suds.  Madam Kathleen snapped at her. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t just stand there gaping girl, get back to work!” 
 
      
 
    It was difficult for Betsy to busy herself washing floors while the temptress was soaking nude in the tub.  She couldn’t take her mind off of the stunning beauty.  It reminded her that her wife had given the key to her chastity to her Mother. They had guaranteed that no matter what she encountered with other women that she would remain chaste. 
 
      
 
    It would be an hour later before the maid heard the tiny bell ring.  She quickly returned to the bathroom to tend to Madam Kathleen.  She tried to remember to keep her eyes diverted while the stunning woman stepped out of the tub.  A lady’s maid isn’t supposed to have sexual designs on her employer!   
 
      
 
    After she toweled her off, Madam Kathleen insisted that the maid moisturize her legs.  It took every ounce of self-control that the maid could muster to perform the task.  The maid could barely breathe while she put scented lotion in the palm of her hands.  Then she slowly worked her way from Madam Kathleen’s toes all the way up her legs.  Betsy didn’t finish until Madam Kathleen’s lovely legs glistened from the fragrant lotion. 
 
      
 
    Betsy helped her into a stunning lace shelf bra that caressed her tempting mounds, delicately clipping it closed behind her back.  Then she helped her step into a pair of dainty lace panties, carefully pulling them up while trying not to touch her perfect radiant skin. 
 
      
 
    After she zipped Madam Kathleen into a fresh dress that hugged her womanly curves, the exquisite beauty wanted the maid to brush her hair.  The goddess sat at her vanity while the maid carefully stroked her hair with the brush.  Ironically, Madam Kathleen had the identical wooden brush that Madam Veronica had given to Betsy.  Each stroke of the brush reminded the maid of what would await her should she decide to get out of character and make a pass at the vision of loveliness that sat right in front of her. 
 
      
 
    Of course Madam Kathleen had no interest in the maid.  Why would she? 
 
      
 
    The attractive woman misted herself with a heavenly fragrance that left Betsy light-headed.  No woman should ever be that fucking attractive!  Why did Jenna have to put her in chastity! 
 
      
 
    The maid stood at attention while Madam Kathleen did her own makeup.  She looked at the maid in the mirror while she applied her lipstick and talked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going out on a date tonight.  It’s our third date, you know, the one where things really get interesting.  Holy shit!  He’s gorgeous as hell!  I’m so horny tonight that I’ll probably do something that I’ll regret in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy could barely contain herself.  Her cock was in serious pain attempting to escape from its chaste celibate condition.  Finally, it gave up and surrendered, still firmly secure in its prison.  Madam Kathleen interrupted her libidinous thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think the red shoes are best for my outfit or are the black shoes better?” 
 
      
 
    The maid had tried not to look down, but now she was looking straight at a striking pair of shapely legs.  They couldn’t possibly look any more tempting than they looked in those red patent open toe pumps that were cradling Madam Kathleen’s lovely feet. 
 
      
 
    Her cock came back to life at the vision and she almost let out an audible gasp from the pain. 
 
      
 
    “You look fantastic Madam Kathleen.  I wouldn’t have you change a thing.” 
 
      
 
    Kathleen smiled with her perfect teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you dear.  What a sweet thing for you to say!” 
 
      
 
    Betsy flushed a deep red with arousal. She didn’t think that Madam Kathleen noticed. 
 
      
 
    “Time for you to leave dear.  My date will be here pretty soon.” 
 
      
 
    Just a few minutes later the maid was back over Madam Lofton’s lap, dress up, panties down.  The disciplinarian gripped her paddle, ready to begin spanking the upturned bottom at a moment’s notice.  After Madam Veronica gagged the maid, she speed-dialed Kathleen’s number and the goddess answered.  The call was on the speaker. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Kathleen, this is Veronica. Just checking on your maid service today.” 
 
      
 
    There was a moment of silence.  Then there was what sounded like sigh of pleasure, followed by a feminine giggle. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry Veronica.  My date just arrived and it looks like we’re staying in tonight.  He can’t seem to keep his hands off of me.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry to intrude.  Just making sure that you are totally satisfied.” 
 
      
 
    “With the maid? She was fine.  Very professional.  But I’m not totally satisfied yet.  Just give me a few more minutes and I think that I will be totally satisfied.” 
 
      
 
    There was a click—Kathleen had hung up. Dolores was disappointed.  The paddle would have to wait patiently for another day to be put to work. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 71.  Desire 
 
      
 
    After one successful day, Betsy was enthusiastic again about her next day on the job.  She was hoping for another beautiful woman to oversee her work.  Perhaps a woman in need of a bath?  That would be perfect! 
 
      
 
    Sure enough when her contact, Madam Bernardine, opened the door Betsy’s heart pounded in her chest beneath her large faux breasts.  The woman was exquisitely lovely.  In her mind, Betsy immediately pictured her naked in a bathtub.  But it was not to be.  She gave the tiny bell to Madam Bernardine and curtsied. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, I’m maid Betsy.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m so glad to see you.  A trainee?  How typical.  I suppose that we’ll have to muddle through again.  Let me take you to my husband.  He’ll be home today while I’m off to work.” 
 
      
 
    Madam Bernardine led the maid to the kitchen where her husband was finishing his breakfast.  Without much thought, she gave him the bell. 
 
      
 
    “Honey this is the maid.  Just ring for whatever you want.  She’ll take care of it.  Maid, what’s your name?  Oh, never mind, it’s of no consequence.  Maid, this is Mason.  Bye, I’m off.” 
 
      
 
    With that, Madam Bernardine left the two of them alone.  Mason stared hungrily at the maid.  In his mind he was already mentally undressing her.  He wondered what it would feel like to smother her mouth with kisses, fondle her breasts, and then bed her.  She was a delightful looking treat in that cute pink uniform.  He could see her panties and bra right thru the thin fabric.  They were just begging to be torn off. 
 
      
 
    Betsy had seen that look before.  She knew precisely what he was thinking.  She swallowed hard and cleared her throat before she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I had better get started.  Which way to the laundry room Sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Let me show you honey.  Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    He led her downstairs where things were arrayed pretty much the same way they were at the previous homes. She turned the water on and she looked in the cupboard for gloves.  While she situated herself for work, Mason’s mind dreamed of the possibilities. 
 
      
 
    He watched her ravenously while she slipped the gloves on.  Bernardine had been far too busy to see to his needs but the appealing maid was very available.  Just the sort of treat he had in mind for his day off of work. 
 
      
 
    The bitch was practically asking for it.  No woman would dress like that unless she was!  He could see her bra right through her dress, with her perky nipples longing for his touch.  Big boobs like hers were an outright invitation for sex.  Her pink lipstick pleaded for a kiss.  Then there was the length of that dress.  Every movement was an enticing journey to a tantalizing leg show.  The maid was hot, far too tempting for a guy like Mason to leave untouched. 
 
      
 
    He came up behind her and put his hands on her waist.  Betsy wriggled away and turned around to confront him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not that kind of girl!  I have work to do.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll see about that.” 
 
      
 
    He gave an arrogant little laugh and then left her to do her work. Betsy was proud of herself.  She felt like she had handled it well. Even a lowly maid has to draw lines! 
 
      
 
    Later, when she was hanging the lingerie outside, Mason stood in the window watching every wiggle of her body. When she reached to pin the clothespins, the movement gently raised her dress in a tempting little show of panty.  He knew precisely what was going on.  She was unintentionally driving him crazy with her leg show and her enticing breasts!  Oh those breasts! He had never seen such perfect breasts before. They simply screamed for his attention with those pert mouthwatering nipples peeking out. 
 
      
 
    While the maid was fully secured in chastity, Mason most certainly was not.  When the maid finished hanging clothes outside, she decided to clean the outside windows.  She thought that she would be safer from his ogling if she stayed outside.  From inside the house Mason could see her breasts up close while she reached up with the squeegee and wiped the windows clear. 
 
      
 
    She was just a maid.  He thought, she couldn’t possibly resist him, could she?  A fucking maid?  He could just take her if he wanted her and there was nothing that she could do about it.  He wanted her. 
 
      
 
    He waited for her to get inside and to start to vacuum. Then he followed her into the bedroom.  When she felt him behind her, Betsy turned the machine off. 
 
      
 
    “I told you before that I’m not that kind of girl.  No matter what you do I’m not going to let you fuck…” 
 
      
 
    He smothered her mouth with kisses mid-sentence.  His hands roamed under her dress in back.  His hands groping her well-spanked buttocks made her gasp in pain.  He mistook it for arousal.  His hands reached further up.  That was when he could feel the band of steel that held her chastity in place. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so they put you in chastity?  The service has been doing that with all the maids they send here. Good move on their part.  I suppose it is intended to keep your mind on your work.  I would have fucked your brains out otherwise.  No matter.  I’ve dealt with this before.  Can’t think of a reason that I can’t be satisfied though. Do you do blowjobs?  I think that you do!” 
 
      
 
    Now Betsy was completely repulsed.  She tried to push away, but he had her firmly in his grasp.  He smothered her mouth again with kisses and pushed her back onto the bed.  He was already out of his pants while she struggled to get back up. 
 
      
 
    Betsy wanted to scream but he was on her again with his tongue probing her mouth.  The more she struggled the more he pressed her into the bed. He was much stronger and heavier than she was and she was beginning to fade.  He was easily holding her down, her hands pinned above her head, while she was expending all of her energy trying to evade him.  Finally she gave up in exhaustion while his tongue freely probed her mouth without any hint of opposition. 
 
      
 
    She hoped that he would have had enough, but she could tell it was not to be.  She could feel his male hardness firmly against her legs—her stockings barely offered any protection at all.  He released her arms just long enough to remove his underwear, then he immediately pinned her wrists back above her head. 
 
      
 
    She tried begging for mercy, but when she opened her mouth it was immediately filled with his prying tongue.  He simply could not get enough of her and she was unable to fend him off. 
 
      
 
    He lifted her off the bed like a rag doll and while he sat on the bed he had her kneel between his legs.  The movement caused her cap to fall to the floor.  That only seemed to urge him on. 
 
      
 
    It was her first look at his fully erect cock.  It was a big, menacing, hairy thing, that she found to be revolting.  It didn’t matter.  It wasn’t like she had a choice.  She closed her eyes at the lewd sight.  She didn’t want to see the hideous thing.  He gripped her by her ears and forced his rod between her lips.   
 
      
 
    The sudden movement caught her by surprise.  For a moment she couldn’t breathe until she realized that she had to breathe through her nose.  At first it didn’t feel that different than the dildo gag that Madam Lofton had been using on her when she was being spanked.  But then his cock pressed against the back of her mouth, right up against her throat.  His hands went behind her head, keeping her from pulling away. 
 
      
 
    His manhood was so big she didn’t even have the fullness of it in her mouth. She thought if she bit him he might stop.  But then she decided that would probably just make him angry and then she would really pay the price.  Instead she reasoned that if she satisfied him quickly enough then maybe he would leave her alone. 
 
      
 
    It was such an abhorrent act that it took all of her willpower to give his cock a flick of her tongue.  He responded immediately with a moan and words of encouragement. 
 
      
 
    “Now you have the idea baby.  Go ahead, take it all.” 
 
      
 
    She gave another lick.  Then another. Her tongue caressed his sex just like she often sucked on the faux phallus when she was being paddled.  She hadn’t realized it before, but Madam Lofton had been training her with the gag for just this purpose. 
 
      
 
    Her mind drifted away to other things.  She wondered if women did that when they were being raped. If she could pretend that she was someplace else then maybe the act wouldn’t be so repugnant. His hands held her head firmly in place while he sped up the tempo. 
 
      
 
    She could taste his precum in her mouth.  It wasn’t nearly nauseating as she thought it would be.  She wanted to stop because she knew what was next.  But she was lost in the moment, she encouraged him on. 
 
      
 
    When he began grunting with each thrust she knew that her ultimate humiliation was near.  She sucked more rapidly with even more pressure. She didn’t want him to spurt in her mouth but she had no choice.  She may as well get it over with. 
 
      
 
    She wondered what Jenna was doing that day.  She missed her wife.  She missed her kisses and those wonderful evenings together.  She imagined that she was licking and kissing her wife’s beautiful sex.  She sped up her tongue. 
 
      
 
    Mason groaned in ecstasy before pausing momentarily and then flooding the maid’s mouth with his semen. He held her tight so that she had to swallow it—he had allowed girls to spit it out before and he found that to take away from his pleasure.  Yes, this maid would swallow it all and he wouldn’t let her up until she did. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 72.  Satisfaction 
 
      
 
    It took a while for Betsy to get herself together.  Once the brute had finished with her, he had left her in a disheveled state.  Mason had tussled her hair, smeared her lipstick, and left that vile taste in her mouth.  The dreadful taste was sad evidence of her capitulation.  His hands had gone just about everywhere, roaming her body like he owned it.  She even had to straighten out her breast forms.  Thank goodness he didn’t realize in his haste that they were fake! 
 
      
 
    He hadn’t been kind to her at all.  She supposed that rapists weren’t typically very nice.  He made her thank him for allowing her to give him a blow job and then she had to curtsy for him while he laughed at her weakness.  She had been completely dominated by the bully.  He had said that if she wasn’t contrite enough for him that he would give her supervisor a bad report.  That would mean the paddle for sure. 
 
      
 
     She could not bear to be spanked again like some sort of errant child!  She had complied and she had even told him to be free to take her charms again whenever he wanted to.  She thought that would satisfy him.  Instead, he made her beg him down on her knees to be allowed to do it again.  Then he took her up on her suggestive offer.  She was ashamed of herself. 
 
      
 
    Now the maid trainee was back at work.  She was busy scrubbing the entrance foyer, down on her knees in a zombie-like state of mind.  The drudgery and the reality of being a maid had settled in.  That was the fate of every maid.  She had learned the one lesson that could only be taught through experience.  What she wanted didn’t matter anymore.  She was a mere domestic maid. A lowly servant.  She had a uniform with Maid Trainee on it with her name on it too in order to prove it. 
 
      
 
    She was only there to serve her betters. They could order her about like a child and there wasn’t anything that she could do about it.  She was at the bottom of the social ladder and she no longer had a say in the matter.  That realization, that feeling of helplessness, caused her cock to twitch again.  Damn it!  She was turned on by being submissive!  She had to admit it.  Deep inside she wanted to serve.  She wanted to be a maid. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, she could work without thinking too much. After what he had done to her it was certainly better that way.  Washing the floor seemed to be the most important thing in the world to Betsy at the moment. 
 
      
 
    Until she heard the tiny little servant bell.  Then she had to appear in front of the obnoxious man who had forced himself on her and curtsy for him.  Then she had to fulfill his wish.  This time he wanted a cold beer.  She pretended to be happy to serve him.  She smiled and fulfilled his desire.  It would certainly not be the last time. 
 
      
 
    When Madam Bernardine arrive home she was pleased at what she found.  The maid had cleaned house nicely and she had also finished the laundry.  She had even changed the sheets on the bed.  The maid curtsied for her and asked if there was anything else that Madam Bernardine needed done. 
 
      
 
    Mason watched carefully while his wife dismissed the maid.  He wanted to make sure that the wench didn’t say a thing about what had happened.  She did not.  It would make it that much easier to take her pleasures the next time. 
 
      
 
    When Betsy arrived home, she first made dinner for Madam Veronica.  Madam Lofton joined them afterwards.  Then the ladies sat in the parlor and the maid brought them drinks.   
 
      
 
    Finally, Madam Lofton had the maid get into position. With her panties down, her dress up, and her mouth filled with a penis gag, Betsy was ready for the requisite phone call to see what her fate would be.  Her bare bottom was upturned and ready for the verdict.  She hadn’t realized it at the time, but she had become so compliant that she had actually opened her mouth for the penis gag before Madam Veronica was ready to put it in.  Shamefully, she had also lowered her panties without being told. 
 
      
 
    She wondered what Master Mason would say about her. She couldn’t have been more accommodating.  She had done what he wanted.  Twice. When she thought about it, the dildo that was in her mouth suddenly didn’t seem so bad.  She still could taste his semen so with her eyes closed the fake penis almost seemed real to her.  She mindlessly licked it and sucked on it for a moment. 
 
      
 
    She was in such a dazed state that she didn’t even hear the phone call. All she heard was Madam Veronica saying that there was no need to paddle the girl tonight. 
 
      
 
    Madam Lofton let her up.  Betsy stood with her dress up and her panties down while the ladies talked. She had been beaten down into submission.  She couldn’t even decide to pull her panties up without permission from her uppers. 
 
      
 
    Yes she had become a very submissive domestic sissy maid. 
 
      
 
    She managed to hear Madam Veronica’s voice off in the distance through the fog. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, I said that you are dismissed. You may go.” 
 
      
 
    The maid slowly pulled her panties back up and then she returned to her room.  She placed the dildo gag down on the dressing table.  She would return it to Madam Veronica in the morning just like she always did. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 73.  Lady Elizabeth Downing 
 
      
 
    The last surprise for the week would be one Lady Elizabeth Downing.  The note said to address her with Lady Elizabeth.  After she worked there, Betsy would finish the week doing work for Madam Lofton and then it would be back to Madam Veronica’s home. 
 
      
 
    It had been a long walk to the Lady Elizabeth’s.  Betsy hoped that next week she could take an Uber to work there instead of making the trip in her heels. 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth’s home was by far the largest home that Betsy was assigned to.  The mansion, and lavish surroundings, screamed of an abundance of old money.  Betsy, in her pink maid uniform, felt intimidated by the opulence of the grand estate.  She felt small and unimportant in the face of such splendor.  Surely the woman who lived in such grandeur had to be of great importance.   
 
      
 
    She tentatively approached the huge front door.  She wondered if she should have gone around to the back to see if there was a servant’s entrance.  But she managed to summon up the courage to ring the bell nonetheless.  It had been a long enough walk just coming up the gated driveway, she had no desire to walk around to the back. 
 
      
 
    The door slowly opened.  She expected a dignified woman with such a regal name and she wasn’t disappointed.  Lady Elizabeth Downing was a mature prim and proper woman. She smiled at the maid while giving the girl a chance for her proper introduction. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Lady Elizabeth.  I’m maid Betsy.  I’m so pleased to serve you.” 
 
      
 
    With that she curtsied and gently offered the woman her servant’s bell.  Lady Elizabeth took it and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Come in dear.  Let’s talk before you work.” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth sat down in the parlor in a soft chair.  The maid stood at attention in front of her.  She examined the maid closely. 
 
      
 
    “Maid Trainee?  I’m sure.  Appropriate attire for that.  Apron straight, hair combed, light makeup.  Nails nicely polished.  Eyes down.  Demure.  Appropriately respectful, compliant, and appreciative, I’m also sure.  Just the way a junior maid should be.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy found herself flattered by a description that any sissy maid would appreciate. She surprised herself in a way.  There was a time when she hadn’t thought of herself that way. Lady Elizabeth continued. 
 
      
 
    “Dear, I understand that yesterday you were in service at Madam Bernardine’s home.  No doubt that rogue Mason tasted your charms.  You are not the first maid to fall victim and you certainly won’t be the last.  He won’t be your last either.  There is no shame in that.” 
 
      
 
    The maid flushed red. It was like the woman could read her mind.  Lady Elizabeth continued. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been served by many maids over the years.  It really is a noble profession.  You are saving finer ladies from having to do tedious chores. Your betters, I’m sure, are thankful for your service.” 
 
      
 
    At another time Betsy may have been upset at being talked down to like that.  But now, for some unknown reason, she appreciated that the elegant woman was taking the time to speak with a such lowly maid.  She remained at attention with her hands folded in front of her apron. 
 
      
 
    “Now then, a proper maid can do laundry with the best of them.  I’m told you are acceptable in the laundry room.  I’ve plenty to test your aptitude, but first you are to bring me tea.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy smiled and curtsied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes my lady.” 
 
      
 
    She found the tea service in the kitchen along with an antique tea cart.  When everything was ready, she proudly rolled the cart into the room where Lady Elizabeth was waiting. The mature women took a sip of her tea before she continued. 
 
      
 
    “I understand that you are to remain in the employ of Madam Veronica.  She is an excellent teacher for young maids.  You’ll be better for the experience.  Now then, off with you.  I’m sure that you can find your way to the laundry.  I’ve found that domestic servants always seem to have a way of doing that.” 
 
      
 
    She raised a hand and waved the maid away. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 74.  Great Outdoors 
 
      
 
    The maid had completely lost track of time.  She had no idea how many times she had visited each of the homes that had been on the list that Madam Lofton had initially presented her with.  Betsy had fallen squarely into her role of maidservant.  She spent her days mindlessly doing domestic chores like it was the only role she had ever had.  By now, Betsy was doing laundry in her sleep. 
 
      
 
    Miss Brianna had proven that she would never be satisfied with maid service.  No matter how hard the maid tried, the result had always been the same.  The young girl had repeatedly listened gleefully over the cell while Madam Lofton’s paddle was applied to the maid’s bottom. 
 
      
 
    Master Mason, he had demanded that she address him like that, had taken full advantage of Betsy many times.  Yet, he still had no idea that she was a sissy maid.  Had she not been in chastity, he would have certainly tried to have his way with her. Of course, he wouldn’t have gotten too far with that.  He had already did everything he could with her except to pin her down and tear all of her clothes off. 
 
      
 
    The last work day at Madam Bernardine’s had been the worst.  Master Mason had realized that even with a chastity device on, that Betsy had one available orifice that he had not taken advantage of.  He took great delight in putting her on her stomach and fucking her in the ass. 
 
      
 
    He wildly thrusted into her like a sailor on shore leave.  For Betsy it had been the ultimate humiliation, made worse by having to clean him up afterwards.  Yet she hadn’t even attempted to stop him.  She felt that submissive maids are supposed to be—well—submissive.  She even thanked him afterwards for fucking her and then curtsied for him before she went back to work. 
 
      
 
    Betsy still served Madam Kathleen on date night.  However, Betsy had completely become accustomed to her servile status.  Now she was able to dress the attractive woman without being sexually tempted.  She felt like she had a special relationship with Madam Kathleen.  Madam often shared details of her dates with her—something that Betsy wouldn’t typically have been privy to.  So she saw Madam Kathleen different these days.  Now she was a person with feelings and desires.  She was no longer just amazing eye candy, she was a woman to be respected.  
 
      
 
    Madam Veronica and Madam Lofton were still overseeing the maid’s development. Betsy didn’t look forward to the evaluation that took place every evening, but she had become well acquainted with it.  Madam Veronica needn’t call the maid into the parlor anymore.  The sadistic Madam Lofton no longer had to give the maid any instructions. Betsy would come into the parlor on her own, take her own panties down, and then willfully go over Madam Lofton’s knees without prompting. 
 
      
 
    The maid had fallen into the routine drudgery that befalls every domestic maid.  Floors to clean, laundry to wash, toilets to sanitize.  But it was Lady Elizabeth who finally changed up Betsy’s monotonous existence.  When the maid arrived for her weekly duties, Lady Elizabeth sat and spoke with her like she had become accustomed to doing. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy, you’ve become a fine maid.  But you need to become more comfortable with yourself.  A maid should feel at home in the laundry room, in her lady’s boudoir, and equally at home in front of strangers.  After you do laundry, I want you to work outside this morning.  You know, hang clothes, clean windows, and sharpen up the patio. 
 
      
 
    I can tell that you are shy about being outside.  It will give you an opportunity to become accustomed to such things.” 
 
      
 
    Again it seemed like Lady Elizabeth was reading Betsy’s mind.  The truth was that Betsy was still terrified of going outside because she never knew who would see her and what they would think.  Even though nobody seemed to know the truth about her, the possibility of discovery was always on her mind.  She could never live it down if the wrong people were to find out what the women had done with her. 
 
      
 
    But Betsy trusted Lady Elizabeth.  So she followed instructions.  Even after all of this time she still found herself feeling self-conscious hanging laundry out to dry in Lady Elizabeth’s immense back yard.  The feeling was worse than usual this time because she knew that she couldn’t scoot inside once the laundry was hung.  She felt so self-conscious.  She felt like eyes were all over her even though there were no neighbors in sight. The green shrubs that circled the property provided plenty of privacy in the yard. 
 
      
 
    After she hung the laundry, she cleaned the outside windows—at least those on the first floor that she could reach.  Even as she did that she still wondered if anyone was watching her.  She wasn’t so much worried about other women seeing her.  She was more concerned about guys seeing her. She knew that she was eye candy for a certain type.  Master Mason had taught her that.  She also knew that the bright sunshine would make her underwear even more plainly visible through her dress.  It was bad enough that she was servicing Mason, she didn’t want to encourage another by wiggling her bottom for a stranger while she cleaned the windows.  
 
      
 
    After she finished with the windows, she went to work on the patio. She swept it clean and then she cleaned the chairs and table that were there. 
 
      
 
    When she finished on the patio she was excited about going back inside.  But just at that moment Lady Elizabeth came to the door with Mistress Donna, Madam Lofton, and Madam Veronica.  They stepped outside and sat down.  Betsy was ordered to serve the ladies cold drinks.   
 
      
 
    After she brought drinks, she was told to stay nearby on the patio just in case she was needed.  She stood at attention next to the ladies in full sunlight with nowhere to hide while they lounged and casually conversed.   
 
      
 
    In fact the ladies were talking about the future of Jenna and maid Betsy.  Lady Elizabeth was noting that Betsy was just about ready.  Mistress Donna was concerned about what to do with Jenna.  
 
      
 
    But the maid did not hear a thing.  Good maids are not supposed to eavesdrop, Lady Elizabeth had told her so.  So she intentionally had her mind on other things while the ladies talked.  Maids aren’t supposed to speak either, unless of course, they are spoken to.  Betsy knew better than to say a word, so she stayed silent. 
 
      
 
    For Betsy, it was a moment where she was put into her place.  Like a common junior maid, her job was to serve and not to ask questions. So that was what she did.  Though she shouldn’t have felt demeaned, after all she already knew that these ladies were her betters, she most certainly did.  She felt like she the episode was designed to bring her down a few pegs.  Like that was even possible at this point!  In fact, she was on display—like a trophy that was being flaunted and objectified by the women who had conquered her. 
 
      
 
    Still, even though she felt so humiliated, she knew her place.   So she stood there silently, hands folded, eyes lowered, waiting for her instructions.  They never came. The ladies chatted for an hour or so right in front of her and then they left her to clean up afterwards. 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth told the maid to wait out on the patio after she cleaned up and that she would be back in a few moments.  Lady Elizabeth returned, but only after another hour or so.  When she came back out, she giggled and said that she had forgotten all about the maid. 
 
      
 
    Then she gave the maid more upsetting news.  The final step in her training was to go out shopping on her own.  Dressed in her maid uniform--of course! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 75.  Just A Kiss 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth presented the maid with an extensive shopping list.  She was to walk down to the store and pick up everything on the list.  Lady Elizabeth pointed out that there were numerous items on the list so the maid would have to push a shopping cart down the aisles.  That, Lady Elizabeth said, was an important part of the exercise, so the maid was to be sure to do it. 
 
      
 
    It wouldn’t be the first time that Betsy went shopping while wearing her maid uniform.  Yet she was still extremely self-conscious about wearing female clothing in public so this would be a huge test for her.  The long list would take time to fill.  Previous trips had all been quick stops. 
 
      
 
    However, she was beginning to enjoy her role.  Quite honestly, she had never been so happy in her life.  The ladies had definitely tapped into her submissive side and they had encouraged those hidden subservient feelings.  Now, more than ever, she was totally committed to being of service to women.  So, for Lady Elizabeth, she would do anything.  If she wanted her to go power shopping for her, then she was willing to give it a try.   
 
      
 
    Betsy took a long look at the list before she placed the note into her clutch bag.  It was a strange list, but she knew better than to question it.  She decided that Lady Elizabeth most not have been out shopping recently. 
 
      
 
    The list included lipstick, a compact mirror, pen, notepad, brush, safety pins, band aids, tissue, breath mints, sunglasses, hand lotion, a nail file, and several extra pairs of stockings.  There was also specific perfume, shampoo, conditioner, scented body soap, feminine deodorant spray, and feminine panty liners. Brands and number of each item were specifically spelled out.  Betsy had her work cut out for her. 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth gave her cash that she added to her clutch purse and she was on her way.  Once Betsy started walking to the store she couldn’t decide which was worse—the walk over or going into the store.  Either way she was out in public dressed in her maid uniform and it made her uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    She passed a mail truck on the way and the driver slowed down and gave her a long look.  She blushed red but still managed to smile back.  When a girl gets a flattering look she’s supposed to acknowledge it, isn’t she? Better to smile back than to look suspicious!  He gave her a wave—apparently she had made his day. 
 
      
 
    She was beginning to accept that as long as she was dressed like a maid, guys would be attracted to her. Even if her purpose of being a maid was to serve women.  She would just have to live with it. She could certainly understand the attraction.  She was dressed like a guy’s fetish dream.  Her virtually see thru dress, her leggy, short hem, and her big boobs were literally guy magnets.  Not to mention her maid motif.  Her apron and cap flaunted her submission.  Maybe that’s why so many guys really get off on maid uniforms! 
 
      
 
    She had already succumbed to Master Mason’s advances so it was not like she had no experience with unwanted attention. It hadn’t been so bad to suck cock if it meant that she could tend to beautiful women like Madam Kathleen.  She would gladly give as many blow jobs as she had to if it meant that she could continue to see Madam Kathleen every week. 
 
      
 
    She also walked by a little girl who was playing out on her front yard.  The girl asked if she was a waitress.  Betsy set her straight by telling her that she was a domestic maid. 
 
      
 
    Those incidences helped Betsy to relax.  When she entered the store for the very first time in her life she pulled out a shopping cart and began to stroll the aisles. 
 
      
 
    She took out the list and she tried to become fully absorbed in the shopping experience.  She had always admired the inquisitive look on women’s faces while they explored goods in a store.  She thought that all women looked extremely sexy when they shopped. She wondered if she looked the same way. 
 
      
 
    Her heels made feminine noises on the tile floor while she slowly pushed the cart along and she systematically perused the aisleways.  Little by little the cart filled up with items from the shopping list. 
 
      
 
    Her face flushed again when she realized that she was filling her cart with mostly feminine items. She looked around to see if anyone was watching when she put a box of panty liners in her cart.  She shouldn’t have felt that way.  Women buy panty liners all of the time, right?  She was equally embarrassed when she added several lipsticks.  She had never before shopped in public for feminine products so each time she handled an item typically reserved for women, it was a whole new experience for her. 
 
      
 
    She passed a guy who was shopping for condoms.  He looked her up and down and smiled.  She knew what was on his mind.  Betsy really didn’t mind being eye-candy.  For some reason she appreciated the attention.  The flattery helped her realize that she was safely passing for female.  She couldn’t help but wonder if real women also feel like that in a similar situation. 
 
      
 
    Betsy finally calmed down when she put the last item in her cart. But then her level of trepidation increased when she stood in line to check out. The woman behind her in line asked her about her panty liners. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never used those before.  Are you satisfied with their quality?” 
 
      
 
    The question caught Betsy by surprise.  Finally she managed to mumble that they were good. Even worse than that, there was a guy who was manning the register. Aren’t women supposed to be doing that? 
 
      
 
    He slowly picked up each item and scanned it.  He called for a price check on the women’s deodorant spray.  While he waited he leered hungrily at Betsy.  When he finally rang up her purchase she fumbled in her purse for the money.  Then she dropped the change on the floor when he asked her out on a date.  Seriously? 
 
      
 
    After she scootched down in the most ladylike manner she could achieve to pick up the coins, she gathered her thoughts.  Then she timidly replied that she was already seeing somebody so she had to decline. Well it was true.  She was seeing a guy.  Even if Master Mason was a married man who was just using her for his sexual gratification. 
 
      
 
    Her next problem began after all of her purchases were bagged up.  She couldn’t very well carry three bags of goods back to Lady Elizabeth’s. It was too far, she would never make it.  Fortunately, an Uber driver had just dropped off another customer and she was able to get his attention. 
 
      
 
    He was happy to pick her up.  He placed her bags in the trunk and opened the back door for her to get in. 
 
      
 
    The driver was a bit creepy.  He kept looking back at her in the back seat in the rearview mirror while he asked her far too many questions about herself.  At one point he turned around and looked down at her legs.  He was getting turned on by her!  Apparently there was no place safe from hungry wolves.  Fortunately it was a short drive back to Lady Elizabeth’s. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, Betsy didn’t have enough money left to pay the fare.  She was short just a few dollars. They both got out of the car to talk it over.  The driver said she couldn’t get her things out of the trunk unless she paid.  She said she gave him everything she had.  He mumbled something about getting stiffed by a chick in a maid uniform.  She thought that he said he was stiff because of the chick in the maid uniform.  It gave the sissy girl an idea.  If he thought she was hot, why not take advantage of it? 
 
      
 
    “Will you forgive the fee if I let you kiss me?” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t bother to respond.  Instead he pulled her close and he gave her a deep French kiss.  He was definitely intent on getting his money’s worth.  Betsy felt his hands on her buttocks while he gripped her tightly.  Finally, he pushed her away.  Her pink lipstick was all over his lips.  She decided not to say a word.  Served him right! 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth smiled when the maid came in the door.  Apparently she had watched the whole scene unfold from a front window. 
 
      
 
    “A girl has to take advantage of what she has when she needs to.  Very good girl.  Oh, by the way, all of those things you bought are for you.  Take them home with you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Betsy curtsied and thanked Lady Elizabeth for her generosity. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 76.  Jenna Returns 
 
      
 
    Jenna had never had so much fun in her life.  By day she had ordered the sissy maids around like she was a queen and they were her eager handmaids.  By night, they lavished her with oral adoration that yielded orgasms that were unlike anything that she had ever experienced.  Whoever trained these sissy maids had done an exceptional job. 
 
      
 
    At one point she had actually almost forgotten about Betsy.  The orgasms were so fantastic that she had her mind on other things. It wasn’t until Donna inquired about Betsy that she remembered that she was punishing the maid over at Gloria’s house. She had given Gloria free reign to do whatever she liked to teach the sissy girl a lesson, but she hadn’t checked in on her progress in quite some time. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have to go and see how she is doing.  If you need me I’ll be at Gloria’s.” 
 
      
 
    Donna stopped her for a minute. 
 
      
 
    “Actually I believe she is at another address today.  She is with Veronica today.  Let me get her address for you.” 
 
      
 
    In minutes Jenna was over at Veronica’s home conversing with her in the parlor.  After they exchanged pleasantries Jenna went straight to the point. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, the reason for my visit is that I was told that my husb…,” she caught herself, “…my maid, was here today.  I hadn’t seen her in quite a while, so I just wanted to check up on her.” 
 
      
 
    Veronicas smiled. 
 
      
 
    “It’s always a good idea to check up on your maid.  They get into the strangest things.  I should know, I’ve trained quite a few.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, it’s all part of the program.  I like to get inside their little heads and make sure that they are thinking properly. You know, all docile and obedient.  A good maid should be like that.  You know, not every girl is suitable to be a woman’s maid.  It takes a deep-seated desire to bring others pleasure for a maid to serve.  Attitude is also very important along with a certain amount of self-control.  A proper maid is a combination of many things, from mindset to deportment to a willingness to serve.  The very best immerse themselves selflessly in the role. 
 
      
 
    Jenna understood why Gloria had sent Betsy over here.  Veronica sure seemed to know what she was doing.  Jenna smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure that she is in capable hands.” 
 
      
 
    Now Veronica smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Like you wouldn’t believe. Come with me, I’ve put the girl to work.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica led Jenna through a hallway to the back of the mansion, down a flight of stairs to the basement, to the laundry room, to a door that was just past the washer and dryer.  She proudly smiled at Jenna.  The door was locked.  Veronica continued while she took a key from her pocket and unlocked it.  Jenna thought it to be odd that the room had been locked. 
 
      
 
    “I call this the maid’s contemplation room. I’m quite proud of it actually, it always has a most wonderful effect on reluctant girls.”  
 
      
 
    She opened the door and led Jenna in. Jenna was amazed at the little room. It was brightly lit.  All of the walls were mirrored.  Betsy was in the center of the room, in her maid uniform, sitting in a small chair reading a book.  She so engrossed in her reading that the maid didn’t even look up when the women came in.  Veronica could see that Jenna was puzzled. 
 
      
 
    “The girl has been told not to stop reading until I tell her so.  I can leave a girl in here for hours.  If she looks up, no matter where she glances, she sees her own reflection.  Her self-image eventually is changed to reflect precisely what she sees—a simple domestic maid.  Clever, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna was taken a bit by surprise. 
 
      
 
    “What is she reading?” 
 
      
 
    “The titles can vary, but they always are about maids and maid servitude.  This particular book was given to me by Donna who received it from a friend.  She is currently absorbed in Sissy Maid Wives Club.  The book is timeless and of course required reading here.  She has also read the other classics.  Her reading list includes Serving Cassandra and of course Serving Miss Nelson.  All of the girls eventually spend time here.  Depending upon her level of skill, a girl may be told to read, craft, sew or even embroider her own name on her uniforms in here. 
 
      
 
    Of course the maid is paddled on her bare bottom, just like an errant little girl, before she is put in here.  It helps to make them understand that they are at the mercy of the woman who they serve.  Firm authority breeds strict obedience! 
 
      
 
    A girl who is possibly still in denial about her role, leaves here firmly entrenched in her position.  How can she not be?” 
 
      
 
    Veronica gave a satisfied giggle. The question was rhetorical.  She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead she motioned Jenna to follow her out of the room, then she closed the door, and locked it behind them before she continued right on. 
 
      
 
    “When Betsy arrived here she was a bit reluctant to hand wash lingerie.  Can you imagine a maid like that?  So for her dressing-down, we’ve had her do plenty of hand washing for the ladies in the neighborhood.  We’ve put her squarely in her place.  I’m sure that she won’t be questioning her uppers after this. In fact she has learned her place quite well.  This is the last step in her punishment.  She is doing just fine, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna hardly knew what to say. She did want to punish Betsy for telling a lie, but this wasn’t exactly what she had in mind.  But the more she thought about it, it served Betsy right.  She finally responded. 
 
      
 
    “I think that it is fair.  A maid needs to know her place.  I like your style.” 
 
      
 
    Veronica smiled. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 77. The Banquet 
 
      
 
    Jenna was excited about the evening as she was approached the front door of the mansion with Donna at her side. Donna had been mysteriously quiet regarding the goings-on.  Jenna didn’t even know who else would be attending, let alone what sort of function it was.  She had been told that Lady Elizabeth Downing was hostess for the evening soiree.  The woman must have been important because her home was rich beyond description. 
 
      
 
    All that she did know for sure was that her gown was absolutely fabulous.  Donna had provided it, along with a pair of strappy white heels, specifically for this event. 
 
      
 
    The white sequined gown sparkled in the evening sun.  Jenna hadn’t worn such formal attire in quite some time.  She felt like a princess arriving at the big ball.  Donna was similarly attired in a blue gown that also shimmered with every step.   
 
      
 
    They had traveled in a chauffeured limousine for the short trip over, and that had certainly triggered her imagination.  Jenna had half expected the limo to turn into a pumpkin when she stepped out. 
 
      
 
    To Jenna’s surprise, maid Trisha opened the door for the ladies.  A compulsory curtsy followed before the maid led the ladies to a huge dining hall. Jenna had never seen such a splendid dining room before.  A magnificent crystal chandelier glowed softly from above. After Trisha showed them in, the maid stepped out, closing the door to the dining hall behind her.  
 
      
 
    Jenna immediately recognized her Mother-in law Gloria seated at the table, along with Betsy’s younger sister Lorraine. She also recognized Sheila and Dolores.  There were also a couple of young girls seated at the table.  Her first thought was, what could possibly bring this group together? 
 
      
 
    Apparently Donna and Jenna were the last to arrive. They took the final two seats before the raucous chatter that was evident in the room when they arrived became silent.  No sooner were they comfortably seated when the woman at the head of the table spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies, welcome to tonight’s festive dinner.  We all are familiar with each other except for Jenna, our new recruit.  Let me begin with introductions for Jenna’s sake.  Jenna, I am Lady Elizabeth Downing.  Welcome to my home.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled and acknowledge the introduction with a bow of her head.  It seemed appropriate to her given the obvious formality of the situation.  Then Lady Elizabeth proceeded to introduce the ladies around the table.  Each nodded when their name was mentioned. 
 
      
 
    “Of course you know Gloria, and her daughter Lorraine.  I’m told that you are acquainted with Sheila.  I’ve also been told that you’ve met Veronica.  Then we have Delores, Bernardine, and Kathleen.  Finally we have Brianna.” 
 
      
 
    The young girl smiled and gave a little wave. 
 
      
 
    “We are here tonight for a special occasion.  Jenna, I know you have many questions, so for your benefit, let me start from the beginning.” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth pointed to the large painting on the wall behind her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m quite proud of the legacy my Mother has left for me.  The beautiful woman is my Mother Isabella.  She was the impetus behind forming the organization that we all enjoy today.  I’m the little girl next to her with the big smile--in my younger days.   
 
      
 
    Mother believed in the superiority of women.  Her mantra, Every Woman Deserves a Maid is the foundation of what we do. 
 
      
 
    Jenna, you might be surprised to know the identity of the two maids in the picture.  The older maid on the left was her husband Ida.  The young maid on her right is my brother Jill.  These days Jill works for a very strict woman in London.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna would have never guessed the truth about the maids in the portrait.  They simply looked like two meek female maids!  Lady Elizabeth continued. 
 
      
 
    “Mother understood how to recognize submissive behavior.  She then realized the most important quality of the submissive personality.  Using fetish and behavioral modification techniques, a male with submissive tendencies can be taught to do just about anything for a woman.  Her knowledge was the greatest gift that a woman could possibly pass down to her daughter. 
 
      
 
    She recognized the powerful magic that the maid uniform can possess over particular individuals.  Coupled with fetishes such as panties, bras, feminine legs, certain hairstyles, or even high heels the maid uniform can place a submissive into a constant euphoric state.  Some call it subspace.  Others call it sexual addiction.  Whatever term you use, we aim for the individual to find enormous erotic pleasure in wearing her maid uniform and in serving powerful women.  They simply can’t help themselves if they are properly brought along.  
 
      
 
    It was with her inspiration that I formed the Every Woman Deserves a Maid organization. What we do here is we work as a team turning submissive personality types into meek, agreeable, maid servants.  We produce domestic servants who are respectful, compliant, and appreciative of the opportunity to serve.  The way a maid should be.  We then pair these servants with authoritative women.  That way their owners never have to do tedious domestic work of their own. Grateful women tend to show us their financial appreciation for our efforts.” 
 
      
 
    The ladies around the table all giggled.  Lady Elizabeth continued. 
 
      
 
    “Each of us plays a role in the process.  Sheila is our recruiter.  She identifies perspective candidates for training.  It was Sheila who brought you to our attention.  I’ll explain more about that later.  Sheila is also in charge of placement for our maids. 
 
      
 
    Dolores is our strict disciplinarian.  She can tan a bottom unlike anyone who you have ever witnessed.  She works hand in hand with Veronica—our psychologist.  Veronica also administers discipline but her specialty is identifying and applying sexual fetishes.  Together, they can make any submissive into a willing, obedient servant. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps you don’t really know Gloria as well as you thought.  Her specialty with sissy girls, well, let’s just say that she has never been married yet she gave us Lorraine and Betsy.  I’m sure you can guess the rest.  A lady does have needs, you know. 
 
      
 
    Gloria’s daughter Lorraine and Brianna are both newly admitted members of our organization.  They are authoritative young ladies in training.  We feel that it is important for maids to understand that they are inferior even to young ladies so we value their abilities.  Both girls will figure prominently in our future. 
 
      
 
    Kathleen is our temptress. She knows how to tease and cajole, yet leave her victim panting in frustration.  She tests the level of self-control that our maids have. 
 
      
 
    Bernardine has many different roles.  She fills in wherever she is needed.  Her husband Mason is also useful for us to use.  Though he technically knows nothing about us, he unwittingly conditions our maids to be meek and obedient using a skill that none of us possesses.  Of course, some day he will be put in uniform as well, but for now he is helpful. 
 
      
 
    Finally, you may not know that Donna is my daughter.  She is my apprentice.  I intend on retiring from the business and leaving it to her, just like my Mother did for me. 
 
      
 
    That’s the basic information about our group.  Jenna, I’m sure that you have questions.  Jenna, would you care to ask any at this point? 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 78.  A Choice 
 
      
 
    It was a lot to grasp all at once so Jenna was still taking it all in.  She had so many questions that she hardly knew where to start.  All of the ladies in the room were looking straight at her. She felt like an outsider looking inside at something that she wasn’t supposed to see. Finally, she formed the first question that came to mind. 
 
      
 
    “Why am I here?” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth nodded her approval. 
 
      
 
    “That, Jenna, is a very good question.  You are here, my dear…” 
 
      
 
    She looked straight at Sheila before she continued. 
 
      
 
    “…because Sheila has a thing for Betsy.  It seems that you stole her away from her before she could cast her spell.  Not an easy trick, I might add!” 
 
      
 
    Sheila grinned.  Lady Elizabeth turned her attention back to Jenna. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila was insistent so we decided to move ahead.  The issue here is your marriage.  We don’t typically have this problem. We usually recruit singles who have little or no family ties.  In this case, you have claim over Betsy.  We believe that a male is a married woman’s property. We decided it was not appropriate to simply take Betsy without consulting with you first. 
 
      
 
    I’m going to be blunt hear because I am being honest with you.  You are the first of your kind that we’ve had to deal with.  We don’t ever want word of our organization to get out.  It would be the end of us.  You also fit our profile.  Initially, our plan was to turn you into a simple maid servant.  Sheila thought it fitting retribution for taking Betsy away from her. In fact we have a most wonderful woman in Whitby who is very excited to have you serve her.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna felt a tingle of excitement while her face flushed.  Lady Elizabeth smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I can tell by your reaction, and I’m sure that Veronica agrees, that would be quite acceptable to you. However, Sheila noticed the fine job that you did with starting Betsy out and she thought that you might be Every Woman Deserves a Maid material.  So we’ve come up with a solution. Very simply put, we are going to give you a choice.” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth paused for a moment so that Jenna could absorb it all.  Jenna spoke next with a touch of panic in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “A choice?  What do you mean I have a choice?  Between what and what?” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth set her face in a much stricter look. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, we wanted to be fair to you and to give you a choice.  That’s why you’ve been working at Donna’s.  By making you supervisor you were halfway to either decision.  But first you must understand that we expect you to willingly surrender Betsy to Sheila.  It is best for all concerned.  You’ll find that Betsy is no longer the same property that you once owned.  She has been through our program.  We found that, like many of her sex, she had a weakness for maid uniforms. Combined with her fetish for feminine legs and her infatuation with big feminine breasts she was an easy subject.  It hardly took much effort at all to transform her.  At this point, she has been fully feminized. Now she is a meek, timid, serving girl, hardly able to do much more than that.  She is perfect for the role that Sheila has in mind for her.  Sheila intends to have the girl move in with her and become her full-time domestic servant.  Maid Betsy is what Sheila always wanted to service her, shall we say, needs. 
 
      
 
    Once you agree to that, you have a choice to make.  While we specialize in making sissy maids, we have also trained submissive girls.  In fact, you may not know it, but maid Trisha is in fact a real girl.  I’m sure you noticed how she knows how to excite you just right. Well, that is the reason.  We thought it better for you not to know so that you could sample her abilities guilt free. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, should you choose to become a maid, we will promptly put you in chastity and you will be put through our program.  Afterwards, you will be sent to Whitby U.K. to serve a very discerning woman as her common domestic.  Knowing what you know, we simply cannot allow you to leave here any other way.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna was interested, but also curious.  A bit frightened too. 
 
      
 
    “What is my other choice?” 
 
      
 
    “Join us Jenna.  You can take Donna’s place, complete with her mansion and with both of her maids that come with it.  You can be a part of our team of strong authoritative women.  Your position will be to break in new recruits.  You will be our first contact with submissive subjects once Sheila recruits them.  We know you’ve enjoyed Cora’s and Trisha’s pleasures. Look at how you glow!  The look is unmistakable!  Just imagine a lifetime of such intimate service.  Plus you would be free to sample the new recruits any way you see fit.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna wanted a third choice. 
 
      
 
    “What if I just want to go home and take Betsy with me?” 
 
      
 
    The matriarch shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “As I said, we cannot allow you to leave here with the confidential information that you now have.  Betsy now belongs to Sheila, regardless of your decision.  We are offering more than fair value in return for your property.  Like I said, if you refuse to join us, you will be put in chastity and trained to be a lowly domestic servant.  For the rest of your life you will live to provide pleasure and service to an extremely strict, authoritative woman.  We will make sure of it.  Do I make myself clear?” 
 
      
 
    Jenna more than understood the situation. She felt a ripple of excitement start below, twitch in an intimate place, then rise to her breasts.  Her face was flushed with arousal and her heart pounded.  She was light-headed and she could feel the moisture between her legs. 
 
      
 
    The truth was, both options were intoxicatingly erotic for her.  Lady Elizabeth could see the look of excitement in Jenna’s eyes.  She thought it best to let the girl think. 
 
      
 
    “Let us enjoy dinner.  Jenna, you may give us your decision afterwards.” 
 
      
 
    Lady Elizabeth picked up a hand bell that was on the table and gave it a ring.  It wasn’t a tiny bell like the other ladies used, it was larger and made quite a noise.  Trisha quickly came through the door and up to Lady Elizabeth.  The matriarch instructed her that the ladies were ready for dinner. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 79. Thoughts 
 
      
 
    The maids had brought the first course in. Trisha, Cora, and Betsy were all serving the ladies at the same time.  Jenna’s eyes went to Betsy.  She couldn’t believe the change in the maid. 
 
      
 
    She hadn’t seen her in her pink uniform.  She looked cute.  Very feminine. She appeared to be a sharp maid who seemed to know precisely what she was doing.  The uniform read Maid Trainee but that must have just been a touch of fetish flare.  In fact, had Jenna not seen Betsy on the maid’s uniform she wouldn’t have even recognized her at all.  Betsy was no longer the hesitant sissy maid that Jenna had known. She held herself differently. She was far more polished.  She looked and acted like the perfect classic maid.  Though she was a maid who had been tarted up a bit. 
 
      
 
    Jenna really approved of the pink uniform.  It was short and sweet.  Plenty of leg to appeal to that leg fetish.  The DD boobs seemed appropriate.  On many girls, breasts like that seem too large, and sadly women often consider breast reduction surgery because of it.  But on Betsy, her boobs looked just right. 
 
      
 
    The maid was intently concentrating on serving.  She didn’t even give Jenna a glance.  Instead she was absorbed in her duties.  It was like Betsy was off in a blissful world of her own.  She was getting off on servitude! 
 
      
 
    Donna noticed Jenna gazing at the maid.  She whispered so that the others couldn’t hear. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, forget her.  She’s going to go to Sheila.  You might want to think about that.  Sheila isn’t above a bit of revenge. Remember that she is in charge of placement.  Should you decide to become a maid, she could send you any place she wants.  You could become a servant for a mean Mistress.  Once you are assigned, you are bought and paid for.  There are no exchanges or refunds.  Our maids never come back.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna looked at Trisha.  Trisha would be hers!  She had enjoyed nights of pure pleasure with the maid lavishing attention on her.  Cora was hers too!  What was not to like? If giving up Betsy was the cost of such pleasure, why not indulge herself? 
 
      
 
    Jenna’s eye went to Gloria.  Her Mother-In-Law had never seemed to approve of her. Now she knew why.  Gloria had known all along that Sheila wanted Betsy for her own.  Jenna was the woman who got in the way!  Gloria didn’t seem too concerned that her child was being sold into domestic servitude either.  She was just enjoying the evening like all of the ladies.  Looking at Gloria, it appeared like it was no big deal that Betsy would become a full-time maid for Sheila. 
 
      
 
    Jenna also looked at the two young ladies. Lorraine and Brianna were definitely in their element.  They were beaming with excitement, thoroughly enjoying the moment.  Young girls rarely get to wield the power that the organization was giving to them.  Then a thought occurred to Jenna.  If she became a maid, would Sheila, out of spite, assign her to one of the young girls?  She already knew Lorraine. Lorraine would be fair.  She wouldn’t take advantage of the situation.  There was no way Sheila would go that easy on her.  But Brianna?  She looked like a spoiled, bratty child, who could make life miserable for a lowly maid.  Jenna cringed at the thought. 
 
      
 
    Jenna continued to fret while rest of the dinner courses were served. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 80.  Consideration 
 
      
 
    The maids were cleaning up after dinner and the party was starting to break up.  Sheila, beaming with a big smile, approached Jenna. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, I think that you made the right decision.  Give me a hug.” 
 
      
 
    The two women embraced before Jenna spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Take good care of Betsy.  She really is a find.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila quipped back with a devilish laugh. 
 
      
 
    “More than likely she will be taking good care of me!” 
 
      
 
    With that, the ladies parted ways.  Sheila went out the front door while Jenna waited behind to speak with Donna one more time before the evening was over.  While she waited her mind kept going over the strange banquet. 
 
      
 
    Jenna did have reservations about what had happened.  When she started down this path she had envisioned Betsy becoming her own personal maid.  It had been such a charming thought! 
 
      
 
    But the truth was that Betsy wasn’t all that much in the bedroom department.  That was one of the reasons that she had decided to turn her into her maid.  If Betsy didn’t satisfy her in bed, then she was to satisfy her by taking domestic service off of Jenna’s hands.  A girl has to do what she has to do! 
 
      
 
    The evening had been unexpectedly difficult.  One does not take making life altering decisions lightly.  Her emotions had whipsawed back and forth all evening long. 
 
      
 
    On one hand her submissive tendencies had been brought out by Donna.  She tingled with pleasure every time Lady Elizabeth had mentioned what her fate might be. 
 
      
 
    On the other hand, being part of Every Woman Deserves A Maid was quite enticing.  The women at the party sure seemed to be enjoying the lifestyle. 
 
      
 
    In the end it was Betsy who made the decision easy for Jenna.  She watched the maid carefully all evening.  Betsy had clearly been in a world all her own.  Jenna had never seen her so content.  Betsy had a smile on her pretty face that reflected the joy of servitude.  Jenna had never thought that doing domestic work could possibly be that satisfying.  Yet for Betsy it most certainly was! 
 
      
 
    She had clearly been doing Trisha and Cora a great service by allowing them to serve her. Jenna could do the same for another woman too and she would receive the same bliss that the maids were obviously getting from their work.  Nobody could possibly blame her for making that choice! 
 
      
 
    She thought about Sheila.  Certainly she would get great satisfaction at seeing Jenna go off to become a servant.  She might even assign her to Brianna so that the youth could really put her in her place.  But Lady Elizabeth had assured her that she would be going to Whitby.  That much was certain.  Either way, Jenna’s submissive tendencies would be titillated like never before.  The thought was mouthwatering. 
 
      
 
    Jenna smiled.  A simple domestic maid in Whitby?  Ha! 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter 81.  A Visitor 
 
      
 
    Jenna was lounging on the patio enjoying the new morning. She sat with her feet propped up comfortably on the lounge chair sipping fresh squeezed orange juice.  She was thinking about how delicious her new recruit had been the evening before.  She would sample the sissy girl’s delights much more closely before sending her on for further instruction.  Trisha slowly approached and interrupted Jenna’s thoughts.  
 
      
 
    “Pardon me Madam, may I speak?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes you may.  Go ahead Trisha.” 
 
      
 
    “There is a maid at the front door.  She said that her name is maid Betsy.  She wishes to see you.” 
 
      
 
    Jenna was irritated that her leisurely morning had been disturbed, but she decided to see the girl anyway. 
 
      
 
    “Bring her here.  Tell her to be brief, I’m not in the mood.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Madam.” 
 
      
 
    The maid curtsied and left to retrieve the guest.  Moments later Trisha appeared with maid Betsy. Both maids stood before Jenna and curtsied.  Then Trisha spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Shall I leave you Madam?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, go Trisha.  This will only be a minute.” 
 
      
 
    Once Trisha left, Betsy immediately began to speak. 
 
      
 
    “Jenna, I’m not sure…” 
 
      
 
    “Silence girl!  I’ve not given you permission to speak.” 
 
      
 
    The maid was taken aback by the abrupt remark.  Jenna made the sissy wait a few minutes before she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “So girl, for what reason have you disturbed my morning? Speak your peace and make it brief.” 
 
      
 
    This time the maid proceeded more reverently. 
 
      
 
    “I had to talk to you.  The others won’t listen.  I’m not sure that I should be a maid anymore.  If I have to do one more load of lingerie I’m going to scream!  My feet are sore from these heels--Madam Sheila has been so demanding!  She treats me like a…like a…servant!” 
 
      
 
    Jenna took a long look at the maid and then she giggled. 
 
      
 
    “How can you possibly think that you are anything other than a servant?  Have you looked in the mirror this morning girl? Just look at you!” 
 
      
 
    Jenna tried to stifle a laugh, but it came out anyway.  The maid expected a different response.  She tried to continue. 
 
      
 
    “But…” 
 
      
 
    Jenna picked up her cell phone that was on the table next to her drink. 
 
      
 
    “One more word out of you girl and I’m calling Madam Veronica.” 
 
      
 
    The maid lowered her eyes and stood mute. 
 
      
 
    “That’s much better.  You forget your place! You’re dismissed girl.  Oh, and you need to freshen up that lipstick!  Pink does become you, but it must be flawless.” 
 
      
 
    The maid curtsied and then left Jenna alone. Jenna couldn’t believe it. Imagine the insolence! How could the girl possibly deny her position and attempt to argue over it in that outfit?  The maid uniform just screams servitude.  Only a true sissy girl could allow herself to be dressed like that by a woman.  For goodness sakes, with her chastity on, the poor sissy girl even sits to pee! 
 
      
 
    More than anything, Jenna was annoyed. How dare a maid question her position!  Such insolence! It was more than enough motivation for Jenna.  She pushed the number 1 speed dial on her cell. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Veronica?  I need you to do another attitude adjustment.” 
 
      
 
    The voice on the other end of the phone was excited. 
 
      
 
    “Betsy again?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, this time for Betsy.  Again. She’s on her way back to Sheila’s.  Perhaps the contemplation room is in order.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re impressed by the results aren’t you?  Very well.  I’ll see to her.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought that you’d agree.  Thank you!” 
 
      
 
    Jenna put the phone down.  Sometimes a maid requires a bit of discipline in order to know her place. 
 
      
 
    Trisha came back out on the patio and dipped a curtsy. 
 
      
 
    “Madam Jenna, the new maid has arrived.  Should I send her out here, or would you prefer her in your study?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m really quite comfortable this morning.  Bring her here.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    The maid left to show the new maid in.  Jenna smiled.  She always enjoyed speaking with new recruits.  They were usually so shy and timid.  She wondered what sort of pleasures this one would provide her with. 
 
      
 
    She couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
  

 
   
    About The Author 
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    Lisa Rose Farrow is a successful business woman who enjoys sharing her dominant lifestyle through her imaginative works of erotic literature.  Her writing is inspired by her real-world experiences with her dominant female friends and their submissive males and their submissive females. 
 
      
 
    Ms. Farrow believes that a fitting household begins with a strong authoritative woman and that in business women possess far better leadership skills than men.  She enjoys telling stories that leave the reader wondering if they could possibly be true.  Her playful imaginative S&M works extol the virtues of women and emphasize the superior role of dominant women in both business and pleasure.  She enjoys exposing the erotic allure of both male submission and female sexual submission. 
 
      
 
    When she is not at work Ms. Farrow appreciates attending the symphony and touring art museums. 
 
      
 
    “There are those who might call me a tease and they would certainly be right about that.  I take pride in knowing that I can entertain and tantalize with my writing.  There is nothing wrong with being a temptress and I have certainly been called that.” 
 
      
 
    Lisa notes that one of her favorite role models is burlesque dancer, model, costume designer, entrepreneur, singer, and occasional actress Deeta Von Tease. 
 
      
 
    “Deeta Von Tease is a superb contemporary role model for confident contemporary women to follow. She is comfortable with her sexuality and she does not hesitate to drive men crazy with her sensual allure. I like strong women who are not afraid to flaunt their sexuality for pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    Dominant females, submissive males and submissive females will all enjoy Lisa’s erotic stories. Ms. Farrow has also published her works under the nom de plume name Lady Lisa Rose Farrow. 
 
      
 
    Ms. Farrow’s saucy titles include The Maid’s Maid, The Maid’s Fury, Sonja Says, Miss Sadie’s Salon, Trophy Maid, Super Model Maid, The Legend of Connie Swisher, Yes Miss Margo, Sissy Recruiter, My Sister’s Sissy Maid, Bitches of Birchwood, Sissy Maid Wives Club, Sissy Glamour Shots Sapphic Promise, Forbidden Desires Revealed, Public Disgrace Club, Maid With Benefits, Guided Servitude, Serving Cassandra, Serving Miss Nelson, and Every Woman Deserves A Maid. 
 
      
 
    Visit the Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow on the following pages to learn more about these sensual offerings. 
 
      
 
    You won’t be disappointed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    You’ll enjoy all of the tempting pleasures that the deliciously erotic world of Lisa Rose Farrow has to offer you! 
 
      
 
    Serving Miss Nelson 
 
    By Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Learn more: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09BM8C123/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_8XVN88N08R6CNKT8F52X 
 
      
 
    Boys can be so naughty!  When Professor Nelson discovers that a mischievous college student named Brad has been taking suggestive pictures of her and then uploading them to the Internet she is so embarrassed!  Miss Nelson feels violated and helpless—until she is reminded of a lesson about her own sexuality that she should have learned when she attended Chardin College For Girls.  Brad soon learns precisely what that means.  Straight crossdressers and yearning sissy girls who enjoy serving women like servants will writhe in pleasure Serving Miss Nelson!   
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   Serving Cassandra
By Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    
Learn more: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08W3FNSWX/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_EVQF2MQBNPHYYV8518RV 
 
      
 
    Cassandra and her bad-ass roommate Dana hate doing housework.  So when Cassandra has the opportunity to employ a sissy maid she simply can’t resist.  Surprises await her when she finds out who her new maid really is.  Dana knows how to treat a sissy but will Cassandra ever learn?  Will the sissy maid ever escape from her chastity or is she destined to serve the girls permanently? 
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   Guided Servitude 
 
    By Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Link: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08K491CD1/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_JV1NS3ADMDS9GWZMGJR8 
 
      
 
    So many submissive males long to serve dominant women.  The truth is that most submissive types both male and female have little idea of how to make that happen.  So instead of living their dream they become consumed by the fantasy of servitude. 
 
      
 
    What if a submissive seeking servitude was taken by a dominant woman and really made to serve her?  Can mountains of housekeeping work really satisfy the cravings of submissive desire?  Would that adventure be sexually fulfilling or would the compliant maid eventually rebel?  In Guided Servitude we get to find out! 
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   Maid With Benefits 
 
    By Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Link: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B084BWXVW2/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_KOGAFbTWCNS7V 
 
      
 
    A shy sissy maid may find herself in unexpected situations.  That may include being exposed to women she never anticipated would learn of her desire. She may also find herself fully engrossed in tedious domestic work with little or no sexual gratification. Such is the life of an actual domestic maid.  So it is easy to see that with no control of the situation the submissive can find herself at the mercy of a strict woman. 
 
      
 
    So I have often imagined what would actually happen with a submissive sissy maid if things didn’t go quite the way she wanted them to go.  What could possibly go wrong in that situation?  In Maid With Benefits the possibility becomes reality and you’ll find out for yourself! 
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   Public Disgrace Club 
 
    By Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Link: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07V9HRDJG/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_fGSYDb9AMNNTA 
 
      
 
    You often find sexual submission in places that you least suspect it.  When Lisa and her friend Marisa are offered an invitation to attend the Public Disgrace Club they simply can’t resist the urge to find out what it is all about.  At the Public Disgrace Club you’ll get a close-up look at what the strong allure of sexual submission can do to willing participants when they are presented to dominant women. 
 
      
 
    Surprises await Lisa and Marisa at the club while they learn to enjoy the rush of excitement that only sexual domination can bring to strict authoritative women. Submissives beware! Shame, shame, shame!  Oh the erotic thrill of public humiliation! 
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   Forbidden Desires Revealed 
 
    by Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Link: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07QCHTNB2/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_JSw5Cb7B02S89 
 
      
 
    Never has sexual fantasy been so erotic!  When Lisa decides to indulge her haughty supervisor with her secret sexual desires things really begin to heat up.  When Lisa decides to dominate Linda and her innocent boyfriend Melvin she leads them on a sensual thrill ride that drops Linda down the corporate ladder and leaves them both panting for more!  Plus Lisa needs a housemaid—can she successfully train two willing applicants? Will Linda ever have sex with Melvin or will Lisa and her friend Mistress Desiree have other plans for them? In Forbidden Desires Revealed Lisa and Mistress Desiree teach both submissives that abstinence only makes the libido grow stronger and that chastity isn’t always the best policy!   
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   Sapphic Promise: Lesbian Submission
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
 
    Link:  http://a.co/7qtWiSo 
 
      
 
    By her own admission Chastity Belden is different. She longs to explore her sexuality but her strict parents refuse to allow it.  A friendly kiss makes her realize that she has forbidden feelings for other women.  When she is sent away for exhibiting prohibited sexual desires she finds herself penniless and alone in a strange town.  Desperate for work Chastity takes a position employed as a domestic maid for Miss Deanna Travers.  What follows is a steamy passionate relationship that leads Chastity into a whole new taboo world of female domination and female sexual submission.  
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   Sissy Glamour Shots 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/d/aigrrfw 
 
      
 
    In Sissy Glamour Shots Lisa gets an opportunity to work with her friend Heather and to put things straight with her misbehaving male supervisor—an errant manager named Brendan. You’ll find out that things turn out quite differently than usual for Heather when Brendan is taught an unforgettable lesson. 
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   Sissy Maid Wives Club: Girls Having Fun 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/0GX5Obe 
 
      
 
    When Lisa begins to have issues with her husband she consults her good friend and marriage counselor extraordinaire Pamela Sinclair. When Pamela divulges her secret to successful marriages Lisa joins in the fun and soon her husband is transformed into her own sissy maid.  Sissy Maid Wives Club is a charming romp through gender transformation that will leave you begging for more! Taking control of males is unbelievably easy if you know how to do it. 
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   Bitches of Birchwood: A Sissy Maid Lesson 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://a.co/1eH8y9S 
 
      
 
    The Bitches of Birchwood are sexy female cops who just happen to be female supremacists. With their special brand of law enforcement they offer the city of Birchwood the absolute ultimate in feminine protection.  Lisa’s bed and breakfast receives a boost when the all-female special crimes unit decides to relocated their command center to her country inn. Her world is then turned upside down after she accepts an offer to participate in a stakeout with the authoritative police women. 
 
      
 
    Her disrespectful boyfriend Phillip doesn’t believe Lisa when she describes the events that took place on the stakeout.  You’ll root for the long arm of the law when Phillip is taught a sissy girl lesson that he will never forget by the ruthless Bitches of Birchwood. 
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   My Sister's Sissy Maid: Taming A Wandering Spouse 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01J4ZCWPC 
 
      
 
    When Professor Cora suspects her husband Blaine of infidelity she decides to have her sister Lindsay keep an eye on both her house and her husband for her while she is abroad.  Cora’s suspicions turn out to be accurate when Lindsay finds Blaine seemingly has more than a casual interest in college coeds. 
 
      
 
    Lindsay realizes that she will be alone with Blaine for months until Cora returns.  What should Lindsay do with her sister’s straying husband?  Is there a maid uniform in his future? What about those college coeds? Big sisters always know best and Blaine will quickly discover that first hand. 
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   Sissy Recruiter: Entrapment 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01ESAXJXC 
 
      
 
    Authoritative women always get what they want.  When they want an adoring sissy girl they come to The Ellington Agency and ask for Sierra Ellington—the sissy recruiter. Take a trip into the sexy world of sissy recruiting where women choose sissy girls like they are from a catalog and The Ellington Agency delivers them just like they are ordered. 
 
      
 
    You’ll feel the excitement of recruiting when case studies of sissy maids, sissy secretaries and sissy nurses are all shared.  Then you’ll share the thrill of transformation!  What kind of woman orders a sissy girl? What kind of sissy accepts such an invitation?  You’ll feel the heat when you explore the world of sissy recruiting!  
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   Yes Miss Margo: A Sissy Maid Transformation 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B015VIAIYS 
 
      
 
    Margo Farnswell married her husband Richard after a quick whirlwind romance. It turned out to be the mistake of her life.  She tolerated his treatment of her until she couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
      
 
    What is it like to incur the wrath of a woman scorned?  Will Margo escape from Richard?  Will her scheme for revenge work?  Is it the ultimate punishment for a cheating husband to be turned into a passive sissy maid? Find out for yourself in this erotic tale of sissy maid transformation that will leave you begging for the attention of a Dominant Woman. 
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   The Legend of Connie Swisher: Sissy Maid Servitude 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B010GSOA4W 
 
      
 
    Jennifer Banks enjoyed her position as a college instructress until she was let go due to an unfortunate incident with a male student.  Blacklisted and unable to find employment Jennifer jumped at the chance to interview at Chardin College for Women though she knew little about the history of the college. 
 
      
 
    She is surprised by what she finds on campus.  The campus that was built during the Civil War has remained a place out of time complete with a lack of electricity and Victorian maid service.   
 
      
 
    Jennifer’s erotic adventure begins when she hears of the legend of Connie Swisher--the woman who founded the college.  Could it be true that at Chardin young girls are taught to train and to dominate submissive males?  How will Jennifer deal with haughty female professors? You’ll discover all of the sensual secrets of Chardin College for Women right along with Jennifer as she explores the hidden side of Chardin College for Women.  Enter the world of Chardin College where women rule and males are trained to serve them! 
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   Super Model Maid: The Humiliation Of Charlotte Prentiss 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00OO8M2JQ 
 
      
 
    Charlotte Prentiss has enjoyed her life as a famous super model.  If only she could have Terrence Covington as her adoring husband her life would be perfect.  But to her dismay the wealthy Terrence pays no attention to her charming looks.  So with her modeling agent she plots a scheme to gain the attention of Terrence by working as his domestic maid. Things don’t go exactly as planned and when Charlotte discovers her submissive side she finds out that becoming a domestic maid involves much more than she bargained for. 
 
      
 
    In Super Model Maid you’ll enjoy the erotic humiliation of Charlotte Prentiss as she plummets down the social ladder.  Her life as a super model fades away to be replaced by that of a mere maid.  Will she be able to overcome her own feelings and get her high fashion life back or will she succumb to her intense erotic desire to serve?  
 
      
 
    If you have sexual submissive feelings of your own you’ll enjoy this enticing lady to maid transformation. Be careful what you wish for! 
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    Trophy Maid: The Humiliation Of Elizabeth Bennington 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00KPJ7XZ6 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth Bennington is a rich socialite enjoying a fine life of luxury.  When things go awry she finds herself in an unfamiliar situation—penniless with no place to live. Under the circumstances and with no other option she accepts a position working for her former maid Marlene Holloway.  How will Marlene treat Elizabeth?  Can a rich socialite actually become a maid? 
 
      
 
    In Trophy Maid Lady Lisa Rose Farrow explores every working maid’s fantasy—turning her employer into her own maid!  At the same time she delves deeply into sexual humiliation as Elizabeth Bennington is taught the ultimate lesson in humility as she tumbles down the social ladder into a life of domestic servitude.  
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   Miss Sadie's Salon 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00GU1J6GC 
 
      
 
    Together Miss Sadie with Miss Mattie—the back-seam girls—own Miss Sadie’s salon.  A sissy maid adventure begins when a naive young male innocently applies for a position at the salon.  Will he become a back-seam girl too? In Miss Sadie’s Salon the reader is skillfully teased and denied as you are seduced right along with Miss Sadie into an S/M adventure that will leave you breathless.   
 
      
 
    Will Miss Sadie’s desire for her new sissy employee lead her to fulfillment or to something else? Is Miss Sadie dominant or submissive? Can she possibly be both?  In this explicit novel you’ll writhe in pleasure right along with Miss Sadie and her newly hired sissy maid as you experience the power of domination interwoven with the thrill of submission. 
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   Sonja Says: Women Rule!  
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00C52CC84 
 
      
 
    In Sonja Says you will delight in seeing the dominant side of superior women as Lady Lisa Rose Farrow intimately describes the experience of her good friend Sonja Blake. Relish this erotic submissive cross-dressing account by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow as she shares the ascent of her friend Sonja Blake from unappreciated secretary to dominant businesswoman.  You’ll be amused with how Sonja dealt with the sexual urges of an irreverent male who owned the maid service where she worked. 
 
      
 
    Any woman who has ever worked for an impertinent male will savor this titillating story.  You will feel the thrill of female superiority as you discover what happens to Preston—Sonja’s former boss--who treats women employees with nothing but disrespect.  You’ll be wonderfully entertained as Sonja systematically puts him in his place after she discovers his innermost secret. 
 
      
 
    There is nothing like enjoying the futile struggle of a helpless male who can’t resist his urge to serve a superior woman. What happens to Preston when the tables are turned?  Is Preston sissy enough to fill her heels?  
 
      
 
    Cross dressing submissive males beware.  Dominant women can be found in places you would never expect and there is a fine line between secretly cross dressing yourself and becoming a permanent sissy maid.  Coming out of the closet is one thing—being pulled out is quite another. If you enjoy submitting to authoritative women or you simply need to be put in your place then this is required reading for you.  Sonja Says--you will obey! 
 
    The Maid's Fury 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00BI55HNG 
 
      
 
    Enjoy the lure of female supremacy in the erotic novels of Lady Lisa Rose Farrow. Explore the taboo sensations of revenge, lust, as well as a world of cross dressing, Femdom, and bondage. Lady Farrow indulges her reader in a blend of erotic Femdom reality and erotic S/M fantasy that is her trademark.  Drawing on her own experiences Lady Lisa Rose details a life of feminine superiority that leaves superior women satisfied and sissy males yearning for conquest. 
 
      
 
    Of course when Lisa Farrow is around submission is always demanded, expected, and encouraged.  In the continuation of her novel The Maids Maid you’ll learn what happens to maid Sheila and maid Nora.  In a final confrontation with Lady Camilla you’ll be surprised at the outcome as the full fury of a dominant woman is unleashed. Return with Lady Lisa Rose Farrow back to a place of decadent feminine superiority in The Maid’s Fury. 
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   The Maid's Maid 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B0085ZCTLA 
 
      
 
    A lady scorned, a rich Aunt, a secret society of dominant women and a large estate in need of servants all await Lisa Rose Farrow’s would-be beau. In this scintillating S/M erotica adventure you’ll find out what happens when the needs of a submissive cross dresser meet the fury of a spurned woman who is in a position to control his every action. 
 
      
 
    Lisa Rose Farrow takes revenge for every woman who has ever waited in vain for that special guy to ask her out.  After high school graduation her path crosses again with Charles—the object of her unrequited love.  She finds that she is now over him but it is payback time for Charles when she discovers his submissive side. 
 
      
 
    Tutored by her Aunt Millie while working as her maid, Lisa Rose has become an expert Dominatrix and now spares no mercy taking out her frustrations on hapless Charles!  
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