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DEDICATION

This flight of my imagination is dedicated to Linda Simpson.  Working for her was so dreary that my imagination always ran wild.
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PREFACE.  Linda Simpson

Most of us never act on our sexual fantasies.  Many sexual fantasies are far too embarrassing for us to even share with others.  But what if we could not only share our fantasies but we could act on them?  That would sure change the world wouldn’t it?  Oh dear!

That brings me to a woman who I once worked for named Linda Simpson.  You have probably worked for someone like Linda Simpson.  You know the kind—stuck up, moody, arrogant, self-centered and short tempered.

I realized long ago that the problem with these sorts is that they just don’t get enough sex.  After all abstinence can be a frustrating life to lead.  These kinds of supervisors are often judgmental puritanical virgins.  Or perhaps their significant other just simply isn’t getting the job done.

When I worked for Linda I knew right away that the best way to resolve her issues was to deal with her inhibitions.  When it came to sex Linda was a veritable Mary Poppins.  Yes I knew what Linda needed.  What Linda needed was more sex.  Linda needed much more sex!

So I believe that the best way to deal with a problem supervisor is to introduce her to the absolutely finest thing in life.  I knew that Linda could be fine if only I could loosen her up a bit.  With her inhibitions removed Linda would become a much more pleasant woman—though actually maybe even a bit of a sex fiend.  Oh well.  These things do happen.  Oh, and I knew that I could help her boyfriend out too.


PROLOGUE.  Puritanical

Linda was raised a bit differently than I was.  To say that she had a puritanical life until I came along would be an understatement.  It was Linda’s choice to arrive at adulthood chaste in every way possible.

These days you might not think it possible for a grown woman to have never been kissed by a boy let alone to never have had sex or even a real orgasm.  Yet that was Linda.  In her world even masturbation was taboo for her.  Her puritanical guilt seemingly had no bounds.

She was such a pretty girl.  She was the kind who could break hearts just by appearing in the same room with a guy.  Oh, she had a boyfriend alright.  He was cut out of the same chaste cloth.

When I first thought about the two of them and their chaste lifestyle I wondered if they simply didn’t know how the parts were supposed to fit together.  They were two frustrated peas in a pod.  Later I decided that they must not think that they were missing anything.  Of course I knew better.


CHAPTER 1.  Secrets

We all have our secrets.  We have secret ambitions, things we keep from our friends and we have those special secrets we keep from our parents.  For instance I could never tell Mom how I did my makeup on the way school.  Or how I would hike my modest skirt up whenever I left the house.  She would have a fit if she knew when I had my first kiss and when I first enjoyed even better things than that.

Of course the very best secrets are our secret sexual fantasies.  I think of my own fantasies to be mind candy for a wayward girl.  Those naughty, tawdry forbidden secrets that keep us awake at night dreaming are simply luscious.  Those forbidden secrets aren’t typically shared.  After all they can be particularly embarrassing.  Who wants to be embarrassed?

My own fantasies aren’t all that embarrassing.  I’m a dominant person and my sexual fantasies follow suit.  I started dominating boys in my imagination back in grade school and I never stopped.  If I found a boy attractive then I fantasized bossing him all about like a helpless doll that couldn’t resist my feminine allure.

The truth is that a female who dreams of dominating in bed is not unusual and the fantasy is not considered wildly kinky.  That’s why I enjoy hearing the secrets that my friends share with me.  Like the secret that my friend Linda Simpson was kind enough to share with me when we were teens.

Even back then Linda’s sexual fantasies were simple and basic.  Linda was such a prude even then.  She dreamed about being spanked on her bottom like a naughty little girl.  That was it!  That particular fantasy is so common among young girls that it is almost expected.  You would think that a young girl would have higher aspirations for her dreams than that.

So it was no surprise to me that even when we went off to work as adults that Linda was still an untouched virgin.  I mean her idea of a hot night was to turn the air-conditioning off and watch a movie while holding hands with her boyfriend.  Can you believe it?

The difference between us was best exemplified by what happened when we both applied for a position at an investment company.  The company was opening a new office in town and we had both acquired the necessary licenses to do the job of office manager.  We both applied at the same time on the same day.

While Linda dressed liked a conservative accountant in a calf length skirt suit I had worn my typical outfit.  I mean everybody likes a girl in a short skirt and a sheer blouse right?  I was expecting a guy to do the interview so I reasoned that I would get the job just on the basis of my sexy attire.

My work aspirations crashed and burned when we were interviewed by a stuffy corporate woman named Jenny Furlough.  I’m sure that you know her type.  She was so starchy that she probably couldn’t bend over without breaking something.  Her hair was coiffed perfectly and her shoes were probably worth more than my car.

Still I thought the interview went well.  While she seemed impressed with my credentials much to my shock Linda was hired to be the office manager.  I didn’t even get an administrative position.  Instead they offered me a job as a receptionist.  When I was notified by Jenny I questioned why I had been passed over.  I was told that in her dowdy attire Linda had presented the perfect company image.  While I had presented the image of a receptionist.

I was desperate for work so naturally I took the position.  That’s how I wound up working for Linda in an office that had over a dozen female employees all trying to impress my friend for a possible promotion.  Corporations are like that.

The thing about older gentlemen with money is that their wives don’t pay much attention to them anymore.  Since I was the first to greet them when they came in the door I always made a point to be friendly.  You might say that I was very friendly with them.  You might even say that I openly flirted with them.  These sorts of clients appreciated the attention of a young woman with a great body lavishing them with attention.  Guys are so easy to manipulate!  Yes in spite of what Jenny Furlough thought, a short skirt and a tight revealing blouse can get you places.

For me that meant bringing in the business.  By the time I sent the clients back to Linda they were already sold.  I’m not even sure that they knew what they were signing up for but they were certainly sold on me.  All she had to do was to get them to sign on the dotted line.  Afterwards my job was to set up the new account and key the customer information into the computer.

While I was responsible for bringing the business in I always used Linda’s officer code on every new account instead of my own.  After all she closed the deals.  Those were the rules.  Due to my exceptional—shall we say customer relations—our office soon became the fastest growing office in the country.  Linda became the corporate darling that she always wanted to be.  Meanwhile I was stuck in the position of being a receptionist while Linda reaped the rewards of my efforts.

Linda always wanted to look perfect for the customers.  Not only was her straitlaced corporate attire perfectly coordinated her hair had to be perfect too.  So while I diligently worked the reception desk I could often see Linda way back in her expensive oversized office brushing her long hair with a large wooden hairbrush that she kept handy in her top desk drawer.  On several occasions I even saw her back there doing her nails.  Can you believe it?

My boss had a life of leisure on the job while her staff toiled away.  Linda enjoyed long lunches while I only had a fifteen minute break to eat.  If I returned late she was sure to mention it.  She routinely went out for meetings with representatives from corporate and with members of the Chamber of Commerce.  She even golfed on company time so she always had a glowing tan.  None of those practices netted us any clients but hobnobbing with more influential people always seemed important to Linda.  In fact she seemingly never missed out on an opportunity to avoid work while the rest of us slaved away back at the office.  We took care of business while Linda enjoyed the benefits.

For our efforts Linda routinely held meetings where she lectured us about our poor performance.  No amount of success ever satisfied her.  She would bring us all into the large conference room after business hours when we were all ready to go home and rant and rave at us.  After thoroughly chastising her staff the snooty woman would dismiss us all like we were meaningless servants who existed only to try to please her and make her happy.

For an encore she liked to discipline us individually by putting us on probation and denying us a pay raise.  The woman was haughty, arrogant and a bitch in every sense of the word.  Her holier than thou attitude irritated all of us but there really wasn’t anything that we could do about it.

We were definitely living completely different lifestyles all because of Jenny’s opinion of my attire.  On my meager salary I could only afford a shabby nearby flat.  I had to walk several blocks to work because I couldn’t afford transportation.  Linda’s salary allowed her to purchase a massive country home that she commuted from that previously had belonged to an up and coming actress.  The actress no doubt knew the same secret to success that I knew because she had traded up to a much larger home.  No doubt there was substantial amount of flirting that was involved in that!

Anyway Linda’s house had enough rooms to become a full service brothel.  It even had a couple of rooms in back for servants which I’m sure were occupied when the previous owner lived there.

In Linda’s case she shared the monstrous house with her boyfriend Melvin.  They were two of a kind.  Melvin slept in a separate bedroom no doubt to keep his virgin notions to himself.  They were the perfect puritanical couple.  At least they were until I came along.


CHAPTER 2.  Over The Top

Things would have stayed just like that except for the day that Linda gave me my performance review.  It was a Friday and we had both stayed at the office late to finish up with a last minute client that I had successfully brought in.  I wasn’t allowed to leave my desk until everyone had left for the day and Linda had lingered behind like always.  This particular day was no different in that respect.  It’s not like she had work for me to do.  For her I was simply window dressing.  She seemed to just enjoy holding me back because she had the power to do so.  It was mean and cruel of her to keep me late but there was nothing that I could do about it.  After all she was the boss.  I was tired from a long workweek and this time Linda insisted on giving me my performance review before we went home for the weekend.

Incredibly Linda was highly critical of my work.  In fact the ungrateful bitch who had been a lifelong friend was putting me on probation.  She said that I had to become more professional in both my conduct and in my attire.  I couldn’t believe her nerve!

It was all there in writing on a piece of paper she had signed and put in front of me to agree to.  On any other day I may have just let it slide and signed the stupid thing.  But on this day I was in no mood to put up with that kind of attitude.  Not from Linda anyway.  Her ridiculous review was the last straw.  There was no way in the world that I was going to listen to her absurd opinion and then sign that piece of paper too.

In my anger I no longer viewed Linda like my manager.  Instead I saw her like an ungrateful spoiled child.  Then I remembered the fantasy that she had shared with me when we were growing up.  She wanted to be spanked like a little girl.  That was enough incentive for me.  She had definitely earned one.

She was certainly surprised by what I did next.  I went around to the other side of her elegant company desk and lifted her out of her chair by her hand.  Then I sat down in her chair and pulled her over my lap.  I have to say that I struggled to lift her calf length charcoal skirt up but after a brief tussle it succumbed to my efforts.  Still dazed by my authoritative move Linda didn’t move to resist while I yanked her sheer pantyhose down to her knees with her panties close behind.

It was only at that point that she began to protest.  Mind you it wasn’t all that much of a protest.  For her what I was doing was a delicious forbidden dream come true.  She is such a wimpy thing it’s difficult to imagine how she ever managed to become a supervisor.  After all it takes a strict authoritative take charge woman like me to become a good manager.  Almost to make my point the best that she could muster while she was turned over my knee with her bare bottom fully exposed was a lame objection.

“What are you doing Lisa?  You can’t do this.  Stop it right this instant!”

Naturally I paid no attention to the prissy supervisor who found herself totally at my mercy.  It was about time that somebody taught Miss High and Mighty a lesson and I was going to be the one to do it.  I was going to make my point right there in her office while sitting in her chair.  She was about to find out who was really in charge.

I opened the top desk drawer and pulled out her wooden hairbrush.  It was more than suitable for the job that I had in mind.

“How dare you put me on probation!”

Whack!

That first smack was extremely satisfying for me.  For her it was well-deserved.  What a bitch she had become!  Her Calvin Klein—or whatever it was— pencil skirt suit wasn’t going to protect her this time.  I gave her three more quick smacks.  While she squealed a bit with each stroke she hardly made much of an effort to escape.  That’s how I knew that I had her right where I wanted her.

While I could have quickly turned her ass a bright red I decided to have a bit of fun with her.  She was such a prudish boss I thought it best to loosen her up a bit.  After those initial hits I put the brush down and softly probed between her legs with the tips of my fingers.  She was such a prude she hadn’t even shaved herself down there!  She gave a libidinous moan when I touched her little virgin cunt.  Then I picked the hairbrush back up and delivered another four of my very best.  After that I fondled her again before delivering more of her spanking.

She seemed confused by the signals her brain was receiving.  Stroking her so intimately calmed her down so that she received the spankings quite willingly.  Then she began to press her moist pubes against my fingers while I twiddled with her sexuality like it was my own to play with.  I alternated back and forth from hairbrush to a teasing caress while I drove her into sexual submission.

Somewhere along the way her shoes came off and her panties and pantyhose dropped to the floor.  Then her legs were free to kick freely with every smack of the hairbrush.  Eventually she began to hump away at my fingers while at the same time pleading helplessly with me to stop.  I found her begging to be quite the incentive to continue gently teasing her willing body.  Her mind was saying no but her body was begging yes.  I had no intention of stopping until her bottom was a bright red and until she had succumbed to my tantalizing orgasmic encouragement.

Her pleading turned to a soft whimper.  She dripped from erotic pleasure while I encouraged her with each brush of my fingers on her soft clitoris that was gorged with lust.  She simply had no choice.  No matter what her brain said her body was fully surrendering. 

There was no doubt in my mind that right then and there while she was over my knee like a well-disciplined virgin school girl that Linda experienced her very first orgasm.  She shrieked in absolute unbridled pleasure when the big moment came.  Then she collapsed on my lap like a wilted flower.  She had been conquered by her receptionist and given a taste of the decadent pleasure that she had denied herself for a lifetime.  Not only that but I wasn’t nearly through with her just yet.

I realized that I had sized her up correctly.  Her slutty obedience was the calling card of a true submissive personality.  I knew quite a bit about the submissive type.  They crave humiliation.  Embarrassment and shame are irresistible aphrodisiacs for the submissive type.  This was going to be fun.


CHAPTER 3.  Lesson Learned

Linda obediently went into the back corner of her office, put her nose to the wall and held her skirt up just like I had instructed her to do.  Her bottom was a testament to the fantasy that she had imagined when she was a little girl.  She had just what she had always wanted.  Her bright red buttocks announced that she had succumbed to the paddle without much of a protest at all.

Perhaps it was the glow of her bottom or maybe it was her feminine scent of sex that graced the room.  But for whatever the reason I knew that I had to take further advantage of the situation.  While Linda stood with her nose in the corner I sat at her desk and tore up the review that she had written about me into tiny little pieces.  With a flick of my wrist the scandalous review flittered down into the circular file like confetti on New Years Eve.

Then, using Linda’s desktop computer, I rewrote the review she had just given me.  Naturally I gave myself a glowing report.  Being the mischievous person that I am I decided to add a few special comments about Linda.  When I finished Linda was giving me an exceptional review, approving a big raise for me and then admitting to corporate that she wasn’t a very good manager.  The final indignity was that I wrote that she felt that I would be a much better manager than she was and that perhaps I should be promoted at once.

I had Linda sign the review without even reading it.  Then with Linda back in the corner still holding her skirt up I signed it too.  After a quick trip through the scanner the document was speeding on its way to corporate.  I put the original in my purse before I told Linda I was going home and that she was to wait until she heard me leave the building before she was allowed to come out of the corner.

That weekend was the best weekend I had enjoyed in a long time.  While I relaxed in my flat I wondered what Linda was doing in her expensive home.  I was sure that the number I had done on her bottom would be a constant reminder of what had happened to her.  I couldn’t wait until Monday morning to see how things would change at the office.

One of my own fantasies had been fulfilled.  I had sexually dominated Linda by bringing her to orgasm against her will right there in her own office.  The thought of what I had done continued to excite me beyond belief.


CHAPTER 4.  Timid Little Voice

That next week was certainly anticlimactic.  Nothing had changed at the office.  Linda treated me the same way that she always did like nothing at all had happened the previous week.  If anything she was more condescending than ever before.  It was almost like she was asking for another spanking.  It only served to make me angrier than I already was.  She had me running for coffee for her at the local Starbucks every morning and she took two hour lunches rather than her usual hour and a half.  By Friday I decided that Linda needed to be taught another lesson.  Perhaps the first one didn’t take.  I made preparations to put her in her place.

On Friday morning I stopped using Linda’s officer code on new accounts.  Instead I started using my own officer code on all of the accounts that I was bringing in.  I thought that payback was justified.  I was so angry with Linda that I came up with a devious plan to put her in her place.

Again it was late on a Friday and everyone had left the building.  Linda left her office for a few moments so I went inside and set my cell phone up to get a full view of the office.  Then I pressed video record and then I sat at her desk waiting for her to return.

When she meekly entered the office I knew that I had her right where I wanted her.

“Linda Simpson you’ve been a very naughty girl again.”

I deliberately used her full name so that if I had to use the video even strangers would know who had been humiliated.  Her face flushed.  I knew that look.  It was not a blush of shame it was a flush of arousal.

“I’m a good girl.  I didn’t do anything wrong.”

She sounded almost juvenile.  I took that to be a good sign.

“You are an egotistical supervisor and you must be punished like the bad girl that you are.  You’ve earned yourself another spanking.”

Her face was positively glowing with arousal.  That’s what happens when you tell your friends your most intimate personal secrets and they use them against you.

“Please Lisa not again.  I’m a good girl…”

“Are you?  I think that you enjoyed yourself the last time.  You were positively orgasmic.  Was that your first?”

She began to fidget with her fingers.  So much erotic energy!

“I can’t say…”

“Oh but you will.  You had better be honest because I’ll know if you aren’t telling me the truth.  Was that Linda’s first orgasm last week?”

She whispered in a meek voice.

“Yes it was…”

“Did you enjoy it?”

I knew her answer before she spoke.  Her mind numbing orgasm had been downright explosive.  How could she not have enjoyed it?

“Yes it was…”

“I see.  So Linda is not such a prim and proper lady after all.  You came for me like the tart that you are while you were being paddled with your own hairbrush like a naughty little girl.”

She squirmed and looked down at her heels.  I could see the excitement continuing to well up inside of her.

“Linda I want you to show me how much you enjoyed your spanking.  Raise your skirt up for me.”

“No I can’t…”

“Yes you will.”

“I won’t…”

She was trembling with desire.  All it would take was just a little more to push her over the edge.

“I can see that you want it.  You’re such a whorish woman!  You crave the pleasure and you can’t resist me.”

She didn’t say another word.  Instead she slowly pulled her skirt up all the way to her waist.

“You know that you deserve it.  Take those pantyhose and those panties down so that I can spank you on your bare behind.”

I knew that my cell was recording every moment of her humiliation.  She was shaming herself in a manner that I certainly couldn’t top any other way.  Her submission added to the excitement that I was enjoying at the expense of my haughty manager.

She had her panties down to her ankles and she stood there holding her expensive skirt up at her waist exposing her glistening pubes.

“Beg me to spank you.”

“I…I…”

“I said beg me!”

I shouted at her and she flinched at the order.  Her timid little voice surrendered to my superiority.

“Please Lisa, I beg you, please give me…a spanking.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear.  I opened the top desk drawer and took out the hairbrush that she had been using that very afternoon to stroke her hair.  Then I pointed to my lap with the brush.

She didn’t need any further encouragement.  She quickly positioned herself over my lap with her bare bottom in the perfect spanking position.  I turned and smiled at the camera before I landed that first loud smack.


CHAPTER 5.  Lust

Linda protested right from the start though her body betrayed her best intentions.  While she begged and pleaded with me not to make her orgasm again her hips pressed into my fingers in an eager rhythm that could only result in another delicious climax.  Again I alternated between using the hairbrush on her bottom and using my fingers to tease her womanhood.  She spouted what a good girl she was while she humped my fingers like a whore from the streets of Paris.

I made a big show out of applying the paddle.

“You always wanted a sensual spanking didn’t you?”

Whap!

“Oh yes please…”

“Such a naughty bitch…”

Whack!

“I’m going to make you come for me like a two bit hooker.”

“Oh Lisa yes please!”

“Linda Simpson you are a slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

She shrieked in ecstasy and just like before she slumped over my lap in total submission.  I had her stand in the corner with her red bottom in full view while I retrieved my cell phone.  I didn’t stop the recording until I took a final close up of her naughty bottom

“Linda you’re coming home with me tonight.  I’m going to put you in your place.”

“I can’t.  Melvin is expecting…”

“Are you arguing with me?  Just for that you’ll be walking barefoot with me to my place.  Leave your shoes under the desk and give me your pantyhose.”

I put her pantyhose in my purse.

“Panties too.”

They joined her pantyhose in my purse.

It was dark out so I doubt anyone noticed her walking barefoot down the street.  By the time we got to my place her feet were dirty giving her a bit of a homeless appearance.  Her filthy feet were in stark contrast to her expensive Armani attire.

“You look awful Linda.  I want you to shower.  When you are finished come back out here.  You had better be naked.”

“Naked?  I…”

I cut her off.

“I don’t want to hear it.  I said naked!”

Of course she obeyed me.  She had no choice.  While her puritan mind didn’t want to comply her aching sex told her that she wanted to do precisely what she was told to do.  That’s why when she timidly emerged from the shower I had no trouble at all tying her down spread-eagle on my bed using a few pairs of old pantyhose.  After that I was free to do with her whatever I pleased.

At the time Linda had only one sexual fantasy—the intense desire to be spanked like a little girl.  My plan was simple enough—I would introduce her to various popular sexual fantasies that most women secretly hold.  The concept was to give her so much erotic pleasure that she would become totally submissive to me and she would be unable to resist my every whim.

Her first lesson was to be erotic sensory deprivation.  The common fantasy involves being deprived of the ability to see, touch or even being able to move.  Once she was secured on the bed she was already most of the way there.  She tried to protest when I blindfolded her but there was nothing that she could do about it.  Then I gagged her using her own panties held in place by the pantyhose that she had worn that day to work.

Again I set up the cell phone.  I wanted to record every second of Linda surrendering to her sexual desire.  Good girls don’t make sex tapes but naughty girls—well yes they do.  It was simply another sexual fantasy that was about to come to life for Linda.  There are women who get off on the thrill of knowing that their sexual desire can possibly be seen by others.  That is particularly true of women who are prim and proper.

“I want you to know that I’m going to record this for you this evening.  In the future if you disobey me I’ll be uploading your naughty desires to YouTube so that the whole world can witness what a slut you really are.  I’m sure that corporate would be most interested in what you do in your spare time.”

There was a muffled protest from beneath the panty gag that I couldn’t quite make out.  Having put her in a completely helpless position and satisfied that she couldn’t do a thing about her situation I began to slowly fondle her nipples.

“Linda I’ll just bet that you’d love to masturbate yourself right now wouldn’t you?”

I heard a murmur from beneath her panty gag but all she could do was nod her head in meek surrender.  I continued to tease her with a gentle flick of her firm nipples.

“Oh but you can’t.  It’s a shame that you’re all tied up.  You’ll just have to stay all excited.  Unless of course…”

My fingers traced little circles down her stomach all the way to her willing clitty.  She moaned in erotic desire while I continued using only the tips of my fingernails to tantalize her sex.

“I want you to understand something Linda.  I’m going to tease you but you aren’t allowed to orgasm without my permission.  If you do orgasm you’ll get another spanking.  Do you understand me?”

She was so excited she couldn’t even attempt to form a coherent word.  Instead she made a lusty animal noise that seemed to beg for relief.  Of course I had no intention of letting her off that easy.  Instead I moved my fingers back to her breasts while she gave a libidinous groan of disappointment.

I continued for quite a while to tease her like that until she began to thrust her hips upwards in an attempt to make better contact with my fingers.

“May I remind you Linda that you are not to orgasm without my permission?  I have not given you permission yet, have I?”

I could hear her attempting to scream beneath her panty gag.  Based upon her shrieks I was clearly driving her crazy with my tantalizing attentions.  Finally I relented.

“Okay.  You have my permission.  You may experience another orgasm for me.”

Her hips gyrated in a repeated frenzy against the palm of my hand until her juices gushed in a frenzied show of unabashed sexual climax.  Afterwards she fell asleep still in a web of taut pantyhose that held her in place.  I removed her gag to keep her safe for the night.

Her bottom was still red when I sent her home the following morning without her panties.  It was her very first walk of shame going back to the office parking lot to get her car.  I have no idea what her boyfriend said when she got home.  No doubt she had earned a spanking from him but of course he was far too puritanical to administer it to her.


CHAPTER 6.  Cross Dressing

I didn’t get Linda her coffee on Monday morning like I always did.  Instead I went into her office and told her that I wanted coffee and that she was to fetch it for me.  I wasn’t totally surprised when she rose to her feet and took her luxury clothed bottom out to Starbucks to bring a cup back for me.

The other ladies in the office were so busy working that they didn’t notice how the receptionist was served her coffee that morning by the boss who just the past week had been so high and mighty.  Had they been paying attention they would have seen a much different Linda that morning.

Clearly the haughty Linda had been changed.  No doubt it was because she had been teased into submission the previous weekend.  Watching Linda dutifully serving coffee in the role normally reserved for the receptionist gave me an idea.  Since I finally had her where I wanted her why not take full advantage of the situation?

At the end of the work day that Monday I went into her office.

“Linda I need you to come in early tomorrow.  Be here at least an hour before everyone else.”

She gave me a strange look.

“Just be here.  I’ll explain tomorrow.”

When I got home that evening I rummaged through my closet looking for a special outfit.  When I was in college I learned that guys really go for a girl in uniform—so I had purchased a stewardess uniform.  It was a navy blue pinstriped outfit that came with a blue striped scarf.  I had shortened the skirt to cover the bare minimum and when I paired it with a blue nylon blouse, blue pantyhose and black heels it became a guy magnet.  It was so young and flirty that no guy on campus could resist me when I wore it.  At least that was my previous experience with the outfit.

That was the outfit that I wore to work that Tuesday morning.  When Linda arrived and saw me sitting confidently in her office in the sexy attire she was appalled.

“Lisa, you can’t wear that in the office.  It’s far too sexy for office attire.  Corporate would have a fit if they saw you in that.”

I smiled at her.

“You’re right Linda.  I can’t wear this in the office.  But you can wear it.”

“What do you mean by that?”

I started to take the outfit off.

“I mean that today we are going to change clothes.  I’m going to wear that pricey Armani that you’ve got on and you’re going to wear this tawdry stewardess uniform.”

Her mouth gaped open.

“I’ll do no such thing!”

“Oh you will honey, you can bet your bottom on it.”

Perhaps slowly sensing the inevitability of my demand her face flushed red with arousal before she spoke again.

“No way!”

“Oh yes you will.  If not…”

I reached into the top drawer and pulled out her wooden hairbrush.  Her eyes widened at the sight of the punishment instrument.

“…I’ll just have to change your mind.”


CHAPTER 7.  Flight Attendant

Perhaps it was the possibility of the staff arriving while Linda was splayed over my lap like a naughty child that changed her mind.  That would have been quite the embarrassing visual image for her.  Or maybe it was when I mentioned that I was going to upload her sex video to YouTube.  For whatever reason she timidly relented and stripped down to her prudish white underwear.  In minutes Linda was dressed like a sexy stewardess while I was enjoying my first taste of a fine Armani skirt suit.

Fortunately we were both the same size.  The luxurious fabric felt delightful.  Oh the skirt was too long for me—dowdy even— but the fit and feel was sensational.  While I basked in my new attire Linda stood there squirming self-consciously in her new sexy stewardess uniform.

I took out my makeup kit and gave her shiny pink pouty lips.  With a hint of pink blush and dark mascara she appeared to be the perfect sexy stewardess on the prowl.  Her bedroom eyes gave away her secret desire to be painted like a cheap whore.  I wasn’t even through with her just yet. For a final indignation I took her long hair and used a couple of pink hair bands to give her adolescent pigtails.

The effect was that she appeared to be an innocent young flight attendant who was begging for sexual attention.  It was just the look that I was going for because it suited her well.

Just when I finished with her pigtails the girls began to file in for work.  With a smile and a giggle I left Linda alone in her office to face the staff with her sexy new appearance.

That day I found out something about myself.  The male clients still liked me to openly flirt with them even though I was dressed in a drab boring skirt suit.  I realized that it was the attention that I was giving them that drew their interest.  The fact that I wasn’t dressed to flirt didn’t seem to matter to them.

Linda instantly became the talk of the office.  All of the girls noticed her strange attire topped off with her childish pigtails.  She tried to stay out of sight in her office but there was a constant stream of employees who walked by and peered in.  Then when she did come out of her office everyone stared at her and giggled at her behind her back.

At the end of the day after everyone had left we switched clothes again so Linda could go home to Melvin looking like her former prissy little self.

You might think that I had humiliated Linda so much that it couldn’t possibly get any worse for her.  But that was not the case.  I really liked the feel of the fine skirt suit that Linda had provided me with so I decided to keep playing the game for the rest of the week.

The next day I had Linda work in a navy blue nylon miniskirt with a sheer nylon blouse that showed every bit of her lacy bra underneath.  On Wednesday she was in a sexy black nylon catsuit that exaggerated every voluptuous curve on her body.

On Thursday morning I turned Linda into a Dominatrix.  With a black leather mini, a pair of black boots and a plunging black blouse the only thing she was missing was a whip.  The office was buzzing with gossip.  All the girls wanted to know what was wrong with Linda and what had caused her to stray so far from her perfect corporate image.

I saved the best for last.  On Friday I turned Linda into a school girl with a charming red herringbone mini skirt.  With her white blouse, red sweater, pretty matching red knee high stockings, patent leather Mary Janes and her new signature pigtails with hairband she could have fit right in at the local high school.  I told her that she was dressed perfectly for the spanking that was coming her way right after work for being such a naughty girl.  Her skirt was so sinfully short that it would hardly be an effort for me to bare her bottom for the hairbrush.  For that matter she couldn’t sit much less bend over without exhibiting her plain white panties for everyone in the office to see.

For Linda the humiliation was erotic.  By this time Linda was so aroused by the treatment I had been giving her that she didn’t offer a bit of resistance.  She obediently turned herself into an adolescent hottie much to the amusement of all the ladies in the office.

I had made my point and I knew that she was going to be much nicer to me after what she had been through.  I had awakened her sexuality too.  She had needed to be loosened up a bit and I thought that I had done an excellent job of that.  Even though I had been enjoying her newfound professional wardrobe for the full week I really had intended to halt her humiliation after that Friday.  However events conspired for something entirely different to occur.

Just past noon Linda came rushing out of her office looking like a scared school girl in her adolescent uniform.  She frantically whispered in my ear.

“Lisa we have to do something.  Jenny from Corporate just called.  She is stopping by the office and she is only minutes away!”


CHAPTER 8.  Jenny From Corporate

For just a moment I froze not knowing what I should do.  Then I realized that I had nothing to worry about.  After all I was the image of corporate professionalism in Linda’s stuffy outfit.  It was Linda who needed to be concerned.  After all she was the one who looked like a horny coed desperately in search of sex.

“Linda be calm.  There’s no time to change.  Go back in your office and sit behind your desk.  I doubt that Jenny will be the wiser.”

Of course I knew that wasn’t true but in her excited state Jenny actually believed me.  In reality we could have hastily changed but in her panic she wasn’t thinking straight enough to realize it.  Besides there was no way that I was going to face Jenny from corporate looking like a young school girl.  The humiliation would be far too great for that!

She immediately went back to her office and sat down behind her desk in a vain attempt to look professional.  Naturally that was an impossible task with the makeup she was wearing, along with her pigtails and of course with the juvenile school girl uniform.  I could tell by her crimson face that she knew that she looked ridiculous and most likely she knew that she really wasn’t going to fool anybody.  But what could she do about it?

It was only a few moments before Jenny came through the front door and approached my receptionist desk.  She gave me a big smile.

“I’ve heard great things about you Lisa and I can see by your new look that you have really changed.  You are the perfect image of what the Corporation is looking for.  Come with me, we need to talk to Linda.”

When we entered Linda’s office the horrified look on Jenny’s face was priceless.  Clearly she was without doubt appalled by the adolescent appearance of her office manager.  She gathered herself though and stated the purpose of her visit.

“Ladies I’m here to make changes.  Linda, Corporate has reviewed your performance and decided that you are not the best choice for our office manager.  Judging by your attire today I think that decision is rather insightful.  Corporate always knows best don’t we?  Lisa you are hereby promoted to office manager.  You will be receiving a significant raise commensurate with your new position.”

She gave me a glowing smile and shook my hand.  Then she turned to Linda and gave her a frown.

“Linda since there is an opening for a receptionist I’ll appoint you to the position, though I do so with reservations.  The position comes with a ninety percent reduction in pay.  I’m sure that Lisa will be able to train you properly for your new role.  I do have to say that you can certainly use a lesson in office protocol.  Please do something about your wardrobe--you look like a fucking school girl.”

With that she pointed to the receptionist desk.  Linda lowered her head and shamefully left the office that had just become my new workplace.  Jenny watched her walk away with her bottom swaying seductively in her miniskirt with every step.  Jenny didn’t say another word about the new receptionist.  Instead she only shook her head in scornful disapproval.

She smiled at me and told me to keep up the good work.  With that she wished me well and left me in charge of the office.


CHAPTER 9.  Receptionist

Linda’s humiliation continued for the remainder of the day.  She was no longer hiding in her office—now she was sitting in full view of everyone in her school girl outfit.  Employees who she had previously been bossing about like her personal servants stopped by the receptionist desk to rub in her demotion.  Several of the ladies asked out loud where she got her uniform from because they were going shopping for their young daughters.

When the day ended and all the employees had left Linda came into my office.  With tears in her eyes she stood in front of my desk looking very much like an adolescent school girl waiting for her teacher.  I felt so sorry for her that I decided not to give her the spanking that I had previously promised.  I took my time while I finished up a bit of paperwork.  Finally she had my full attention.

“What seems to be the matter Linda?”

She gave a little sniffle before she whispered.

“Lisa I…”

I quickly interrupted her.

“Linda I think under the circumstances it is best if you call me Miss Farrow.  After all I am your superior.”

The connotation had many obvious consequences but Linda seemed oblivious to them.  I sincerely doubt that she realized that her next words were an admission of my dominance and of my supreme power over her.

“Miss Farrow with such a salary deduction…”

“What is it Linda?”

“Melvin lost his job last month…”

“Out with it already!”

“I won’t be able to make my mortgage payments.  I’ll lose my home for sure…”

She broke down and openly sobbed.  She was such a pitiful sight.  Little girls aren’t supposed to be so sad.  I stood up to comfort her by giving her a hug.  My mind was spinning with delicious possibilities.

“There, there, Linda.  Perhaps we could come to an arrangement.”

“Really?”

“Why yes, of course.  We can’t see you put out on the street now can we?”

Her crying stopped and she gave me a hopeful look.

“What can be done?”

I needed time to think.  I already had an idea but I needed to give it more thought.

“Let me accompany you home and we can explain the situation to Melvin.  Then perhaps we can come to an agreement.  You can drive me.”

“We should change before we leave.”

“Linda I think under the circumstances you should go home dressed just like you are.  It would make it easier for Melvin to understand precisely what has happened.”

“If you say so Miss Farrow.”

“Yes I do.”


CHAPTER 10.  A New Arrangement

I knew that financially I had Linda and Melvin exactly where I wanted them.  So I felt empowered to set whatever terms I desired.  I sat confidently in a comfortable chair while Linda nervously sat across from me next to Melvin.  Even sitting with her legs together I was reminded of Linda’s sexual submission.  Try as she may for modesty even with her hands folded in her lap I could still see a touch of her white panties under her short skirt.  I knew from my school days that a girl has to be careful in those short skirts.  School uniforms can be like that.

“You have such a beautiful home Linda.  It would be ashamed to see the bank foreclose on such a lovely property.  If that should happen where would you live?”

The blank look of shock on her face coupled with a few tears said it all.  Melvin was speechless but I could tell from the way that he looked at me that he was just as submissive as Linda.  His eyes were fixed on my legs and his eyes widened when I repositioned them to show him a bit more leg.  I knew right away that Melvin wouldn’t be a problem either.  His nose was already halfway up my skirt and I hadn’t even begun to dominate him yet.  While he ogled me Linda worried about her fate.

“What will become of us?  I can’t even imagine…”

“Linda maybe I can help.”

“What could you possibly do to help us?”

“Before we talk about that please show me around the house.  I’d like to see more of it.  Come with me Linda.”

We both stood up for the big tour.  I could feel Melvin’s eyes on me while we walked out of the room.  I decided that for the moment I would talk with Linda and that I would deal with Melvin later.

The home was precisely like I had imagined it.  It was a beautiful modern six bedroom mansion complete with an indoor pool, library and a massive kitchen.  There were many more amenities but I’m not a realtor so I’ll spare you the details.  But it was the servant’s quarters at the back of the home that grabbed my attention.

The two small rooms were the minimum required for keeping servants on the premises.  The small single beds and the basic armoires clearly hadn’t been used in a while but they appeared to be still quite functional.  The rooms silently waited for new tenants while at the same time they stirred my imagination.

I decided that the house would do for my purpose.  We sat down in the kitchen away from Melvin to discuss the possibility.

“Linda, what would you think if I moved in with you and if I picked up the mortgage payments?  After all I just got a big promotion and a substantial raise.”

I said it with a touch of ridicule but it went right over her head.  After all I had received my raise at her expense!

“Oh I couldn’t allow that.  How could I possibly accept such generosity?  I could never hope to repay you.”

“Of course not.  You could never pay me back on the meager wages of a receptionist.  I was thinking of a more mutually agreeable arrangement.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“It’s such a large home.  I should think that if I lived here that I would require a servant.  Perhaps even a permanent housemaid.  If you agreed to work for me like my own housemaid then I should think it would cover your fair share of payment.”

She was surprised at my offer.

“You mean that I could stay here if I agreed…”

“Yes, you would have to agree to be my maid.  I wouldn’t expect you to be excited to do so but I would say that it sure beats being put out on the street.”

Her face flushed.  I could see that the possibility of being my servant appealed to her on a level much deeper than simply room and board.  Clearly the girl standing in front of me in her juvenile school uniform enjoyed the shame and humiliation of submission so the prospect of becoming my maid was seductively erotic for her.

“Yes, that’s it.  Those are my terms.  I’ll move in and pay the mortgage but only if you become my obedient maid.  You have to decide now because my monthly rent payment on my flat is due next week so I’ll have to move in here this weekend if you agree.”

She hardly gave it a thought.  Her look of relief was amusing.  She had no idea what she was really committing to.

“Of course I agree!  What choice do I have?”

She really had no choice.  That was the beauty of my proposal.  She fell for it hook line and sinker.  I tried to sound like I was doing her a big favor by allowing her to serve me.

“Very well.  I think that I will be able to manage.  I’ll have movers bring my things over on Sunday afternoon.”

She looked puzzled for a moment.

“But what about Melvin?  What will become of him?”

“What of him?  He’ll have to go.”

“Oh I couldn’t!  He has no place to go either.  Perhaps—Miss Farrow could you see to employ him too?  He would make a fine butler I’m sure.”

I liked how she remembered to address me with Miss Farrow.  She was learning already.  It wouldn’t take much effort before I could have her whisper and curtsy every time she entered a room I was in if I so desired.  I actually had planned on keeping Melvin too but I wanted it to appear like I was doing them both a generous favor.

“Yes Melvin can stay if he also agrees to become my servant.  Two servants should be much better than one—don’t you think?  That settles it.  I’ll see you both on Sunday afternoon.”


CHAPTER 11.  Sunday

I managed to get movers on short notice.  Not that I had much to move.  My apartment was rented fully furnished so I just had personal items.  Basically all I owned was a couple of closets filled with my clothes.  That tawdry receptionist job really didn’t provide for much more than that.

I had gone shopping on Saturday and I had those items in a couple of separate garment bags.  I’ll say more about those later.

If Linda had thought that the status quo was going to reign after I moved in I soon taught her otherwise.  I instructed the movers to put my clothes in one of the servant’s rooms and to put the rest of my personal possessions up in the master bedroom.  It was only when I instructed the movers to take all of Melvin’s clothes out of one of the bedroom closets and take them out to the truck that Linda decided to inquire what I was doing.

“Miss Farrow, pardon me but why are your clothes going to the servant’s quarters?  What about Melvin?  If Melvin’s clothes are all gone, what is he going to wear?”

“I guess I didn’t think to tell you dear.  After all you are going to be the house maid so I didn’t feel the need.  Very well if you must know.  You will be taking one of the servant’s rooms and Melvin shall have the other.  I will provide uniforms for both of you.”

“But why are your clothes in the servant’s quarters?”

“My dear you’ll still be my receptionist at the company so I thought you might want to wear them to work.  After all I’ll be using your wardrobe from now on so you’ll have no further use for it.  While I’m sure you’ll be in your new uniform when you are at home it won’t be appropriate for the office.  You wouldn’t want to go to the office dressed like a domestic maid would you?”

For the first time she realized the implications of her decision.  She was going to be a uniformed maid at home and a cheap looking receptionist at work.  It came as quite a revelation to her.  She started to say something in protest but she thought better of it.  No doubt she didn’t want to disrupt our deal before it even began.

After the movers left I gathered Linda and Melvin together down in the servant’s area to discuss our new arrangement.

“I just want to thank you both for your willingness to serve me.  You’ll find that I demand much from my staff but you do have your rewards.  Naturally I have a few rules that I require so please be attentive.

I have provided uniforms for your use.  They are in your rooms in the armoire.  You are to always appear in uniform in this house with no exception.  While in uniform you will refer to me only by saying “my lady”.  Of course you will only speak to me when spoken to.”

Linda opened her mouth to object but then again she seemed to think better of it.

“I will be using the main bedroom and the wardrobe that accompanies it.  The two of you will use these servant’s quarters.  I want you both in uniform right now.  Meet me in the study when you are dressed.  You are both dismissed.”

Linda gave Melvin a look silently telling him that he had better obey.  I smiled triumphantly while I walked over to the study to wait for my new charges to arrive.


CHAPTER 12.  To The Task At Hand

They both reported to my study just like I had ordered.  Linda was in her maid uniform while Melvin was now dressed like a butler.  What a feeling it was!  The two of them were clearly so submissive that they had no inkling of what was in store for them.  I had already given the prissy Linda a lesson in sexuality but her schooling was just beginning.  I still hadn’t decided what to do with Melvin but I knew that it was going to be fun to explore his sexuality too.  They were both so deliciously innocent!  By the time I was done with them they would both be adoring sex slaves without the will to resist my superior will.

They stood at attention without being ordered to do so.  I suppose the attire of a domestic servant will do that to a person.  Linda’s maid uniform fit her perfectly.  Her black dress with white trim was classic maid servant attire.  Her white apron and tiny white cap added to her total humiliation.  I thought that the shiny heels I had procured for her gave her a touch of sensuality.  Of course having the dress shortened to fall well above her knees helped too.  Her dress was about the same length as her silly school girl outfit that I had previously put her in.  She was at my mercy.  I looked forward to learning all of her sexual desires and having her live out each and every one of them for my pleasure.

Oh Melvin!  What a marvelous treat he appeared to be with those innocent blue eyes!  He had the luscious appeal of a puppy just rescued from a puddle.  What secret desires were hidden deep inside of him?  I could only imagine the carnal pleasures that I could take with his firm body.  Melvin made such a handsome butler in his pretty penguin wear.  In his traditional white shirt with black coat he could have been attending to the needs of the Queen of England.  He didn’t even know it yet but he was all mine.

What temptation he presented to me!  He was so young yet so delicious!  I could have lustily kissed him just for appearing before me but I knew that I would have to break him in slowly over time.  There would be plenty of exciting moments for that later.  A Mistress of the Manor must be prudent with how carefully she trains her staff and how quickly she brings her staff along.

I had thought the attire would put them both in the mood to serve me and I was quite right about that.  There was no indication of defiance in them—only appreciation that they had been saved from a life of homelessness with my benevolent offer to serve.

You might wonder what sort of woman has such devious thoughts about submissive personality types.  It would have to be a woman who receives sexual pleasure from dominating submissive types right?  It would have to be a person who enjoys seeing others grovel and beg for orgasmic relief.  Yes, that would be a person like me!

So I put them to work.  I put Linda to the task of tiding up my new bedroom and then she was to hand wash all of my new selection of lingerie.  Melvin was to clean and polish all of my shoes until they were sparkly shined.  I wanted my new wardrobe brought to perfect condition while I thought about my next step.

They both quickly scurried off to do my bidding.  I kept them both busy with household chores for the rest of the weekend.  By Monday morning they had settled into their new positions quite nicely.  Naturally that was just the beginning for them.


CHAPTER 13.  Back On The Job

That Monday morning a whole new world opened up for me.  I was dazzled with the array of choices I had for work clothes in my new closet.  I chose a sharp designer skirt suit pared with shoes that must have cost a fortune.  After I was dressed I had Linda put on a sheer peasant blouse with a tawdry little skirt.  I spritzed her with a blast of Estee Lauder that I had bought on sale to give her the fragrance of a willing tart.

Meanwhile I had a tiny little hat for Melvin.  You know the type—Melvin would be doing double duty as our chauffer.  It felt strange to sit in the backseat of the car with my assistant while Melvin drove us to work.  But I felt like a million dollars all the same.

When we arrived at the office I gave Melvin instructions to pick us up after work.  He had orders to see to cleaning all the bathrooms back at the estate while we were gone.

While Linda settled in at her new desk I set about getting comfortable in my new office.  Just about the time I had things arranged the way I liked them employees began to arrive for work.

That first day was delightful in so many ways.  I found that my long time clients all complimented me on my promotion while still openly flirting with me.  I realized that while my attire had initially attracted them it was the attention that they had been receiving that they coveted most.

Of course they also took notice of the new receptionist.  She appeared so differently that they didn’t recognize her.  None of them seemed to realize that the new receptionist was the old office manager.  Instead they commented on her appearance and wanted to know if she was single or married.  Of course I let on that Linda was very single, certainly available and most importantly reportedly of loose moral virtue.  For Linda that meant a whole day of hungry clients hitting on her while they passed her by to get to my office.

Clients weren’t the only ones who noticed the new Linda.  My employees were whispering what a slut she had become.  They didn’t think that I was listening but I could hear their comments if I paid close attention.  The prevailing thought was that they couldn’t believe that I allowed Linda to present herself the way she was dressed.  Little did they know!

By the end of the day I had several new clients while Linda had been propositioned numerous times.  Things were working precisely the way I had wanted them to go.  It would be the pattern for things to come.


CHAPTER 14.  Missing Piece

The mansion was still missing an important component that I needed in order to make everything work.  If I was to play sex games with my new toys then I needed a proper place to do it in.  I decided that an empty room in the massive basement was the perfect place for putting in an adult playroom.

Though it was not easy I found a company that specialized in such things.  I mean it’s not like you can call Sex Dungeons Are Us to get something like that accomplished.  I wanted a well-qualified company to build my BDSM parlor because I wanted it done right.  The project definitely required a woman’s touch so I was elated when I located one Mistress Desiree who was more than happy to help me out.  I found her on the Net with a site called Desiree’s Dungeons.

It turned out that she was relatively local and she was perfect for what I had in mind.  She lauded that she could give me the Dungeon of My Dreams and that my slaves would be begging me for my benevolence when they were put to the test.  It all sounded so deliciously delightful that I hired her on the phone sight unseen.

The look on my servants was perfect when Mistress Desiree arrived to begin work with her assistants in tow.  Linda and Melvin seemed to be in awe of the powerful looking woman in her short black leather teddy that highlighted her curves and absolutely oozed sex.  Her thigh high boots gave her that powerful look that only leather can bring.  Melvin made little effort to avert his eyes from the vision of powerful female beauty.

I gave my servants the task of standing at attention watching while the workers assembled the playroom.  Of course Mistress Desiree merely supervised the four women that she brought with her to set things up.  Her assistants were dressed identically in form fitting black nylon body suits.  The ladies diligently worked together while Mistress Desiree casually watched them.  Occasionally the Dominatrix would snap an order to improve the workflow and they would quickly comply with her demand.

They brought bondage furniture and sex paraphernalia in to the basement all morning long.  Then they spent the afternoon assembling pieces and mounting things on the walls before putting the final touch on the project.  When they finally finished with their work one of the helpers came to bring me in the room so that I could see the finished product.

The room was impressive to say the least.  Clearly they were experienced in putting such a project together.  In just one day the women had transformed an empty space into a convincing adult playroom complete with Princess throne for my comfort, a spanking horse, wooden stocks, shackles attached to the wall, a St. Andrews cross and a padded table with built-in restraints that Mistress Desiree called a “fucking bed”.  There were also shackles hanging from the ceiling—one set was even attached to what I realized was a motorized hoist.

There were several cabinets that held various bondage implements including leather cuffs, leather blindfolds, leather hoods, leather collars and different types of gags.  The Dominatrix must have had a leaning towards using penis gags because there were several of those in various sizes.  A wide selection of dildo harnesses also got my attention.

Even the walls held implements of sexual discipline.  There were leather paddles, wooden paddles, riding crops and whipping canes among the flogging instruments all hung up in convenient reach for quick access.

The Dominatrix had thought of everything a Mistress of the Manor could possibly need to bring her servants into line.  There were even various lubricants in a cabinet for vaginal and anal use.  I was absolutely delighted with the attention to detail that Mistress Desiree had provided.

Perhaps the best part was that the ladies had mounted a camera in each corner of the room.  Mistress Desiree explained that with a touch of a button on a remote every activity would be recorded from four different angles and saved for future amusement.

I was awed by the wide-ranging assortment of bondage and discipline implements.  I certainly liked what I saw.  It was definitely a first class BDSM parlor.  I suppose that Mistress Desiree noticed my approval because she smiled.

“Would you care for a demonstration?”

I simply couldn’t resist such a generous offer.

“Yes, of course!  Please do!”

She looked at Melvin.

“Your rather dapper looking butler has been leering at me since I got here.  Such impertinence!  I’m tempted to start with him to teach him a lesson but your maid seems more interested in the equipment.”

She looked over at Linda.  The maid was gazing at the spanking bench.  The Dominatrix motioned to her helpers.

“We’ll demonstrate with the hoist.  Get her prepared.”

Linda flushed a deep red when the four ladies approached her.  In just seconds they had her out of her uniform and standing in just her bra, panties and pantyhose.  It was only when the ladies went into the cupboard and took out leather restraints that Linda began to protest.  It was far too late for her to do much about her inevitable fate.  Even though she tried to wiggle away the four ladies quickly had her hands secured in front of her and her legs bound together.  When she started to object one of the ladies stuffed a penis gag into her mouth and secured it to subdue her protests.

The electric hoist mechanism was rather ingenious to say the least.  The ceiling rig consisted of a motor assembly that was mounted on the wall, a chain that was attached to a pulley that was fixed to the ceiling and a hook.  Once Linda had been restrained one of the assistants merely had to hook her wrists to the chain and then with a push of a button Linda was helplessly lifted inches off the floor and suspended in mid-air.

It wasn’t until Mistress Desiree took a riding crop that was hooked on the wall into her hand that Melvin began to protest.  He had been looking on while Linda was subdued but he was no longer able to hold his tongue.

“Stop, stop right this instant!  What are you doing?”

Mistress Desiree turned and glared at him.

“How dare you!  Ladies put the insolent butler on the spanking bench and be quick about it!”

I doubt that Melvin expected what happened next.  The four ladies surrounded him and began to peel his clothes off.  Linda could only watch helplessly wide-eyed while the strange ladies stripped her boyfriend naked.  After one of the ladies fondled his erect penis he mellowed and made no further effort to resist them.  Instead he went over the spanking bench without a struggle and then stayed there motionless while the ladies strapped him into place and gagged him with a penis gag.

With Melvin secured naked with his bottom in perfect position for a paddling Mistress Desiree patted his upraised bottom.  Then she looked back at me.

“With your permission I’d like to teach this one a lesson he’ll never forget.”

“I have no objections but go easy.  He’s never been cropped or even spanked before.”

“Never?”

“No, not ever.  In fact he’s an untrained virgin.”

Mistress Desiree stepped back from Melvin like she had been touching red hot coals.


CHAPTER 15.  Virgin Submission

“Did you say he’s a virgin? 

“Why yes.  He’s never even put his rod near a woman.”

Mistress Desiree smiled deviously.

“That’s not very manly now is it?

She gently patted his bottom again.

“I didn’t realize that he’s more boy than man.  That would explain his rude behavior.  He is in need of proper schooling.  I couldn’t possibly be the first to crop him.  That wouldn’t be right.  He’s a mere puppy in need of training.  It should be your honor.”

She turned her attention back to Linda.

“What about this one?  I can see by the look in her eyes that she has known the sting of the paddle.  Has she ever been cropped?”

“She’s in training, that’s why I wanted all of the equipment.  I’ve already spanked her but I’ve not introduced her to the crop just yet.”

The Dominatrix touched Linda through her bra.  The fully secured submissive gave a moan of pleasure from beneath her gag.  Mistress Desiree continued.

“No doubt about it.  She’s definitely submissive.”

The Mistress gave a tug on the girl’s pantyhose and slid her hand inside Linda’s panties.  Again there was a whimper of erotic lust.

“The bitch is soaking wet.  She is glistening with desire.”

With a flick of her fingers she snapped the panties back into place.

“I envy you.  You have two virgin submissives to train at once!  It is such a delightful pleasure to be the first to bring even one submissive to full bloom let alone two.  It is so much fun to put those naughty inhibitions at ease.  Perhaps…tell me.  Would you be open to an arrangement?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I haven’t brought a virgin to full submission in quite some time.  I rather miss the indulgence of it.”

She went back over to Melvin and patted his bottom.

“If you allow me the satisfaction of training one of these eager submissives for you then I won’t charge you my installation fee for all of this new equipment.  You may consider it an even exchange for the entertainment that I would receive.”

Perhaps realizing the implication of such a trade Melvin squirmed and mumbled something inaudible from beneath his gag.  He was tightly strapped down so he was really unable to offer much in the way of resistance other than a faint murmur.  Linda also squirmed in hopeless objection from her suspended position but she too was unable to do any more than swing helplessly in the air and make a muffled gurgle of a sound.

“I don’t know.  Linda is also my receptionist at work so I couldn’t possibly part with her…”

“What of the boy butler?  I’ll not only give you free installation there will be no charge for the equipment if you let me have him.  Just long enough to break him in—of course.”

That was more than enough for me.

“Done!”

Mistress Desiree smiled.  With a lick of her lips she motioned to one of her assistants.

“Secure him and put him on a leash.  We’ll take him right now.”

The assistant tied Melvin’s hands behind his back before she let him up from the spanking bench.  Then she put shackles around his ankles connected together with a short chain so that he could only take small little steps.  Finally she reached in a cabinet and took out a small leather strap that she secured tightly behind his scrotum.  He gave a little yelp when she fastened it in place.

With his erection still in full bloom the assistant clipped a leash to the leather penis strap and gave the other end of it to Mistress Desiree.  The last step was a leather collar that had tiny bells all around it that went tightly around his neck.

Mistress Desiree smiled at me.

“He is such a sweet tasty morsel!  This will be such a delight.  Thank you so much for your generosity.  I’ll be on my way.”

With that she gave a tug on the leash that caused Melvin to gasp and lurch forward.  The bells on his collar tinkled away while she led him—still fully naked— upstairs and out of the house.  He struggled to keep up with her because he needed several little steps to match her longer stride.  Her assistants followed behind her leaving me alone in the mansion with Linda.

Of course I wasn’t finished with Linda just yet.  She was still helplessly suspended from the ceiling patiently waiting for whatever I decided to do with her.

“Dear Linda I hadn’t realized that your education was so lacking.  Mistress Desiree noted that you’ve never been cropped.  I do think that it’s time.  Don’t you agree?”

There were more inaudible noises from beneath her gag.  She tried to squirm away while I lowered her pantyhose and panties but she was truly helpless to make any effort to resist.  I twirled a little circle with one finger around her glistening clitoris.  Then I selected a riding crop from the implements hanging on the wall. 

“Mistress Desiree was right.  You really are enjoying this aren’t you?”

With that I took a swish with the crop that landed squarely across her bare buttocks.  She flinched and shrieked with her first taste of the riding crop.  I reached around her and again traced a soft loop around her eager clit.  She moaned in pleasure while I gently fondled her.

When I thought she had been sufficiently teased I backed away and gave her another swish of the crop.  Then she sucked on the penis gag like an eager tart while I whipped her bottom like she was a prized thoroughbred galloping down the stretch.

For Linda the effect was pure pleasure.  The pain of the crop was alternately punctuated with tantalizing strokes of the crop that drove her into a sexual frenzy.  She screamed for fulfillment from beneath her gag while I reddened her bottom and teased her sex.  Finally with a flurry of whippings her body shook in ecstasy while she shrieked in orgasmic bliss.


CHAPTER 16.  Tart

The next morning I decided that I needed to work with Linda’s makeup before we went off to work.  I didn’t want to leave any doubt regarding her total submission and of the teeming lust that simmered deep inside of her.

We were half dressed for work wearing only a blouse and our pantyhose.  She grimaced slightly when I sat her down on a stool in front of a mirror.  I suppose that the riding crop had left a lasting impression on her.  Her hair was mussed—she looked like she had just taken a playful frolic in bed.  Of course that wasn’t too far-fetched from what I had done with her the night before.  I casually took out my makeup kit and then I began to carefully work on her new image.

Her eyes grew wide when the new Linda began to take shape.  A girl with too much makeup is generally considered to be on the prowl.  Of course guys think of such women to be sluts—just the look I was going for with Linda.  I felt that she had been hiding her true feelings for far too long from the world.  So in addition to wearing tawdry little outfits to work I wanted Linda to have enough makeup to sell her new self like the eager tart that she was.

When I finished Linda stared into the mirror.

“My lady I can’t go to work looking like…”

“Like what dear?  You look perfect.”

“But…”

“I insist.  Go and get dressed.  Your denim mini should go great with your new look.  Pair it with the blue stilettos.  Trust me you’ll be fabulous.  Snap to it!”

At the office it was clear that Linda had the sultry tart look down perfectly.  There were giggles around the office that day when they saw Linda at the copy machine.  The over made-up receptionist could barely move without flashing her panties and naturally all of the ladies took notice.  For her part Linda pretended not to be bothered by all of the attention that she was getting but I could tell by her flushed face that she was excited by it all.  What her crimson cheeks didn’t divulge her bedroom eyes certainly gave away while she sashayed about the office giving the impression like she was a whore in heat.

From that day forward I dressed Linda in sexy juvenile outfits for work.  My favorite look for her was attire that made her look like a hot school girl.  Established clients didn’t recognize her anymore so no explanation was needed for her outfit.  Those who asked, along with new clients who inquired, were told that she was a coed from the local high school who was doing an internship at the office.

She looked so young in her plaid school girl outfit that she could pull it off.  In the meantime the girls in the office privately made fun of the haughty boss who had been reduced to looking like a teenage girl.

The humiliation served to sexually charge her at work so that she was easy to manipulate at home.  Generally by the end of the day   I couldn’t wait to get her home, have her do her domestic duties and then put my new dungeon implements to good use.


CHAPTER 17.  Melissa

Months had gone by since I had last seen or heard from Mistress Desiree so when she called and said she wanted to visit with me I was pleased to hear from her.  She arranged to drop by for a drink and to give me an update on Melvin.

When she arrived later that day I was surprised to see that she had brought one of her submissives along with her.  At first I was taken aback by the ridiculously feminine French maid who meekly accompanied her.  Then I reminded myself that Mistress Desiree was a Dominatrix so the appearance of the maid seemed appropriate.

The maid was wearing a black French maid uniform that was trimmed in delicate white lace.  The cut was so short that her ruffled rumba panties were slightly visible at her hem along with her garter tabs that held up her sheer stockings.  Paired with heels that were too high to be practical for everyday work the maid’s legs were elegantly showcased.  The outfit included a dainty little lace apron and a matching lace cap with flowing ribbons that sat atop her curly head of red hair.  Melissa was stitched above her voluptuous left breast so I surmised that she must have been a regular with Mistress Desiree in order to warrant an embroidered uniform.

Her makeup was tasteful and impeccably applied.  Personally I wouldn’t want to spend the care and effort that would be necessary to achieve such a look.  I was almost jealous of such perfection.  I really don’t have time for that even if I had the ability to duplicate the effect.  I suppose that flawless makeup was part of the price that was paid for sexual submission.  It gave her a fragile innocence that seemingly begged for a romp in the bedroom.  It was the picture-perfect look for a young submissive just waiting to be dominated.

Like the girl didn’t appear feminine enough for a finishing touch I could detect a meek trace of fragrant baby powder scent.  Certainly any guy meeting her would only have one thing in mind and it wouldn’t be putting her to housekeeping duty.

A part of me couldn’t believe that a woman would allow herself to be objectified like that.  Her appearance screamed like an open invitation for sex. Another part of me admired the strict authority that required her to look that way.  She was obviously a submissive client of the Dominatrix who was being paraded about for show.  I for one would never appear in public looking like that regardless of my sexual desires.  The exception might be if I was on my way to a costume party to meet guys.  The attire would be quite effective in that circumstance.  I had to admit that the Dominatrix knew what she was doing because her handiwork was clearly outstanding.

The Dominatrix was dressed in a long black leather dress that was slit well up her thigh.  While her shapely body and luscious legs were also on display there was no hint of sexual submission.  She was certainly an authoritative figure even when presenting herself sexually.  With a pair of black heeled boots she made quite an impressive appearance.  She too had her own fragrance—a heavy musk that flaunted her domineering sexuality.

Once inside Mistress Desiree casually motioned to the maid who had followed her in. 

“Lisa this is maid Melissa—I brought her over so that she can help tend to us while we visit.”

The docile maid was clearly intent on serving appropriately.  She meekly stood there with her eyes looking down at the floor waiting for her instructions.  Upon hearing her cue and without looking up she bobbed a dainty little curtsy.  Then she spoke in a barely audible whisper.

“I’m so pleased to be of service my lady.”

I suppose it was the introduction that I would expect from a maid in the employ of Mistress Desiree.  The girl appeared to be such a fragile flower that she was clearly no match for the strength and power of a Dominatrix.  Before I could respond Mistress Desiree snapped a command.

“We’ll be seated on the sofa.  I would like wine.  See to it girl.”

It was a rather forward request for the Dominatrix to demand wine from my goods but certainly not out of character.  I appreciated her boldness so I merely nodded my approval.  The maid quickly went towards the kitchen to be of service.  We both sat down on the sofa before Mistress Desiree spoke further.

“Where’s your maid Lisa?  I would have thought the girl would have answered the door.  Is she not trained yet?”

I smiled.  I guess I was still getting accustomed to having Linda at my beck and call.

“The girl is busy in the kitchen.  I thought that a small snack would be in order.  She can assist Melissa with the wine.”

“Very well, though I would think a good maid could see to both tasks.  Perhaps you might want assistance training her?”

“No need for that.  I’ve done well with her on my own.  She really is quite submissive and extremely addicted to pleasure.  I dare say that she is excited to serve me if you know what I mean.”

Mistress Desiree smiled.

“I see.  You’ve broken the virgin in nicely.  I trust she’s no longer wet behind the ears but rather wet in a much more intimate place.”

She laughed at her own joke.  Just then the maids came in.  Maid Linda brought finger sandwiches on a serving tray while maid Melissa followed behind her with wine glasses also perched atop a serving tray.  After we were served the two maids stood nearby at attention while we continued our conversation.

“What news do you bring of my butler?  I trust that his training is going well.”

She gave me a Cheshire cat grin.

“I must say that he took well to the paddle.  I’ve never encountered such submissive behavior before.  I even had all of my assistants take a turn with him with the strapon and he hardly protested at all.  At first he squealed like a little girl but they all had their way with him.  Though he’s no longer a virgin back there I’ve kept him chaste with a tight cock cage that secures his little girlish nubbins.”

I couldn’t help but giggle at her description of what had become of the shy butler.  Up until that moment I hadn’t thought of a submissive erection to be a girlish nubbins but I supposed that was the perfect description of the boyish butler.

“It is great fun breaking down inhibitions isn’t it?

Her eyes flashed at my comment.

“Ah yes!  Training a submissive is a taste of heaven!  It makes life worth living.  There is nothing like the rush that comes from sensual servitude.  Those who are too shy to express their own sexuality are meant to serve those of us who are confident enough to lord over them.  Women like us are born to be in charge of them.”

I couldn’t help but wonder.

“Mistress Desiree what has become of Melvin?  I had hoped today to see what progress had been made with him.”

The Dominatrix gave me a devilish grin.


CHAPTER 18.  Flattery

“I knew that you would ask.  That’s why I brought Melissa along with me today.”

“I don’t understand.”

She gave a quick glance at the maid who was still standing at attention with Linda waiting for further instructions.

“My dear Lisa, you flatter me.  You didn’t recognize Melissa even in your own household.”

She gave a dramatic pause while her words sank in.  I slowly came to realize what she had implied.

“You mean that Melissa is…”

“Why of course she is! “

She grinned at me while I took a closer look at the servile maid who was standing right before us.

“Oh my word!”

She laughed out loud at my surprise.  Perhaps shock is a better word for what I was feeling at that moment.  In her frilly French maid uniform, with her perfectly applied makeup and with her docile demeanor the delicate flower that stood at attention bore no resemblance whatsoever to the butler that I had previously known.  I would have sworn that the maid was a young girl.  Even her curly red hair—most likely, though not necessarily a wig—screamed femininity.  I would have never guessed that Melissa was Melvin no matter how much time that I was given to observe her.

Even maid Linda was shocked.  The look on her face said it all.  She had been in the kitchen with Melissa and yet she hadn’t realized who she was working with either.  Melissa’s face flushed a deep red while Mistress Desiree began to boast of how well she had trained the maid.

“It was nothing at all.  Melissa was a natural.  More girl than boy even at the start and she certainly was not manly in any way shape or form.  She didn’t even need to shave off any chest hair or pubic hair because she didn’t have any to begin with!”

She gave a little giggle before she continued.

“I’m returning the sissy girl to you in the same virginal condition I found her in.  Well more or less the same condition.  I did put the dildo to her many times myself but she is still what you might call a traditional virgin.  Though she begged me unmercifully I kept her quite secured in her chastity.  I was afraid that had I not that I wouldn’t have been able to restrain myself from helping myself to her delights.  I also wanted to make sure that none of my other girls were tempted by her charms.

I must say that I could see immediately why she hadn’t had any real sex.  Had you decided to take her in bed I’m sure that you would have been most disappointed.  Her tiny little sex nubbins could hardly satisfy a real woman.  Plus she is turned on merely by the thought of being dominated by a woman—there is no need to entice her with any more than that.  She is the perfect little servant girl—ready made for satisfying every whim of a dominate woman.  That’s actually why I dropped by to see you today.”

Though I could still hardly believe my eyes the shock of discovering the true identity of the maid was wearing off.

“Oh?”

“She took to the paddle so well!  I mean I’ve never seen such a willing submissive.  I was wondering.  Would you be interested in parting with her on a more permanent basis?  I’m in need of a junior maid and maid Melissa would make a fine addition to my staff.  What do you think?”

I certainly wasn’t expecting that.  I wasn’t really ready to part with Melissa because I hadn’t had a chance to explore her charms myself.  I had to think quickly.  I immediately had an idea.  Certainly Melissa would want to stay with Linda so I thought that I should give her the opportunity to give her preference.

“I have no objections but I do think that such a decision shouldn’t be made without considering the thoughts of the maid.  After all it is a major commitment on her part.”

Mistress Desiree smiled and looked at the shy maid.

“It’s up to you then maid Melissa.  You can come home with me and serve me on my staff or you can stay here with Miss Farrow.  Don’t think too long about it girl or I’ll have to take you over my knee and spank you again.”

That seemed to get the attention of the sissy girl.  She kept her head bowed while she meekly spoke in a soft shy voice.

“Mistress Desiree you are so kind to offer and I would most like to serve you.  But I do believe that I belong to my lady Farrow.”

The Dominatrix gave a disappointed frown.

“So be it.  Then it’s settled.”

She turned to me.

“It never hurts to try.  I guess I’ll be leaving the girl in your capable charge.”

Linda made a little giggle in approval.  Mistress Desiree glared at her.

“Lisa I see that your other maid takes joy in my loss.  Perhaps her loins still ache for the attention of her suitor.  I don’t think that it would be fair for me to depart without observing Melissa tasting her pleasures.  Agreed?”

She looked at me for my answer.  I had no idea what she had in mind.


CHAPTER 19.  Taste Of Pleasure

Acting much like she owned the place Mistress Desiree had led all of us downstairs to the BDSM dungeon.  When she ordered Melissa to strip Linda and tie her to the fucking bed Linda made the mistake of protesting.  Linda was then secured on her back with her hands above her head and her legs spread wide apart.  Then the Dominatrix went over to one of the cabinets and pulled out a bar of soap.  I had seen the supply of soap before and I thought that the soap was just there to wash up with.  Was I ever wrong about that!  Linda struggled valiantly to avoid the inevitable but she still wound up with the bar of soap secured in her mouth with a tight application of a leather strap.  Once Linda was at her mercy Mistress Desiree took a long look at her.

“I see you had her shave her pubes.  It’s a nice look on her.”

“I wanted her to be more sensitive to pleasure.  It seems to have worked well with her.  Most of the time the girl is so titillated that she can hardly contain herself.”

Linda was no longer the undersexed puritan that she used to be.  She was already constantly longing for erotic pleasure.  She had been a simple conquest—obviously she had been a closet submissive just waiting for conquest by a dominant personality.  Yet all of that was just a beginning.  She still needed a bit more training before reaching her point of no return.  Nevertheless the thought of how I had successfully managed to change Linda into a hopeless nymphomaniac brought a giggle and a smile to my face.

The Dominatrix smiled too.  It was clear by her glistening moistness that the maid was already aroused by the shame of what was happening to her.  Satisfied with the condition of her prey Mistress Desiree ordered Melissa to get to work.  While I watched the sissy slowly went down on Linda while Miss Desiree gave instructions.

“Remember girl, just like I taught you.  Slow teasing caresses to maximize her pleasure.  That’s right, just like that.”

Melissa started using the tip of her tongue to tease Linda’s swollen nipples.  Linda responded with a slight whimper while Melissa taunted her breasts with gentle licks and kisses.  It was only when her nipples were lewdly jutting out in obvious pleasure that the maid worked her way down to a far more intimate caress.

Linda began to moan in pleasure.  Her sounds came from beneath the gag and surely gave her a potent taste of the soap.  Regardless she couldn’t help herself from reacting while the sissy maid slowly teased her with her tongue.  The Dominatrix casually watched the sensual surrender and then smiled broadly when Linda arched her hips up to meet the tantalizing tongue that was tempting her.

“She responds well to humiliation.  She seems to be excited by the presence of an audience.  Have you conditioned her for public humiliation or is she a natural?”

“I haven’t had the chance to show her off yet so this is her first time in front of a group.  She seems to be enjoying herself doesn’t she?”

“Yes, she’s hardly the same inhibited prude that she was the last time I saw her.  I should say that she’s much more of a slut now.”

That brought a louder murmur of pleasure from beneath the soapy gag.  The Dominatrix gave a laugh at how the submissive had reacted to her teasing.

“I’m quite proud of Melissa.  She does know how to use her tongue.  She’s had plenty of practice too.  I have her in my bed chambers on a regular basis.  The sissy really doesn’t seem to be happy unless she has her nose up a woman’s skirt.  I think I’ll have her bring your maid to orgasm a couple of times before I put the paddle to her for her insolence.  Agreed?”

With that the ministrations of the sissy maid proved to be too much for the tart.  Linda couldn’t contain her lust for even a moment longer.  She screamed in ecstasy right through her soap bar gag while frantically pumping her groin against the gentle caress of the sissy girl.  Melissa slid her tongue deep inside her lover causing an orgasmic shudder before Linda was left gasping for breath in sheer bliss.

Though Linda made a lame attempt to resist a few minutes later the lewd scene was repeated again.  It was only after her second explosive orgasm that Melissa was ordered to untie the maid and put her over the spanking bench.  Linda was far too exhausted from the erotic show she had put on for us to protest.  She was led over to the bench by Melissa and without any trouble at all Linda was quickly secured in the perfect spanking position.

The Dominatrix selected a wooden paddle from the wide array of disciplinary choices that were hanging on the wall.  She proceeded to discipline the girl with loud smacks that echoed throughout the room.  Miss Desiree showed no evidence of compassion whatsoever.  In fact she approached the task of administering punishment in the same manner she that she might browse a reference book in a library.  She methodically whacked away with no evidence of emotion at all.

I tried to watch casually though I must admit the sight of a strong woman thrashing an insolent maid was thrilling.  I found myself yearning to take a few swats at her myself.  I also noticed that Melissa gazed wide-eyed at the application of the paddle perhaps envying the shame and embarrassment of the recipient.

For her part Linda squirmed and writhed in a vain attempt to evade the paddle.  She was constrained by leather straps and she was still silenced by her soap gag so that was the best that she could conceivably do.  I could only imagine what that bar of soap must have tasted like.  She couldn’t have possibly have realized that by squirming she was simply making her bottom a more tempting target for the Dominatrix.  Her buttocks seemed to wriggle in enticement simply begging for more.  Mistress Desiree accommodated her until the maid had a crimson bottom that was second to none.

When she finished with the discipline session Mistress Desiree told me it was best to leave to leave the girl restrained for a while.  She said that would enhance the stinging effect and keep her from rubbing her bottom to relieve the pain.  Then she asked for a copy of the video file of the festivities so that she could post it on the Internet.  I told her that I would be happy to accommodate her and that she should watch her email for it.

With that she said goodbye to Melissa with a deep French kiss and then I had the sissy maid lead her upstairs and out the door.  It would be a full hour before I would send Melissa back downstairs to free Linda.


CHAPTER 20.  Work Days

Linda remained the object of ridicule at the office.  Our intern found Paddled Bitch on the Internet and recognized Linda.  Naturally she brought the YouTube video to the attention of all the ladies at the office.  She also showed the companion video Two Orgasms for a Tart though I doubt anyone realized that the maid giving oral gratification was actually Linda’s sissy maid boyfriend.  Regardless Linda had become the office porn star.

All of the other women could plainly see that her sexual appetite was well out of control.  I continued to put her in tawdry outfits that screamed sexual tart.  She openly flirted with every male client that came in the door.  Whether it was by removing her inhibitions or by awakening her desires Linda had successfully slid from prudish office manager to office slut in just a few weeks.

She lived up to her new reputation when a client named Daryl came in to open an account.  She teased him in an attempt to draw a response before she led him face flushed with arousal into my office to conduct his business.

Daryl was a sight to behold.  With chiseled features, a taut stomach and muscles that beckoned in a most pleasant way it was easy to see why he had turned the receptionist on.  After he concluded his visit smitten Linda was so distracted that she couldn’t work.  Instead she squirmed in sexual frustration at the memory of the vision of manhood that she had witnessed.

I couldn’t help but notice her distress so I decided to help her out.  I called her into my office and had her close the door behind her.  Mind you that there was a side panel at the doorway so any employee who might happen by could peer in but that did not deter me from what I did next.  I had Linda stand next to me before I ordered her to kneel down and lift her skirt and lower her panties.

Poor Linda was in such sexual distress that she complied without hesitation.  I then ordered her to masturbate herself as quickly as she possibly could—lest another employee peer into my office and observe her shameful display of lust.

I’ve never felt so powerful before in my life.  Right there in my office my former supervisor was down on her knees ready to obediently follow my instructions.  I already had taken her house, given away her boyfriend for training who was subsequently turned into a sissy maid and now I was in total control of her sexuality.

While her fingers thrust hungrily inside of her wet tunnel of love I wondered what I would do with her next.  Perhaps I would have Miss Desiree drop in again so that she could order Melissa to perform for us again before giving them each a spanking.  Certainly that would be amusing.

Outside my office a couple of female employees were looking in the window at the show Linda was putting on for them. 

Linda had fallen from her lofty management perch to complete shame and lowly humiliation in the very same workplace.  The ladies were pointing at her and laughing hilariously.


CHAPTER 21. Beth Rowe

I meet many women in the course of doing business.  I also have friends who I see socially.  Like most Women we share our secrets with each other.  That’s why when Beth Rowe—an employee of mine—made a comment about her sexual desires I wasn’t at all surprised at her secret fetish.

First just a bit about Beth.  If you’ve ever seen three time Olympic Gold Medalist Misty May-Treanor—professional beach volleyball player—then you’ve essentially seen Beth Rowe.  Like Misty May Beth is an attractive athletic looking dark haired woman who likes to work out.  Her pleasant gleaming smile and shoulder length hair are reminiscent of how Misty looked at the 2012 Olympics in London.  The only thing missing on Beth is the bikini—otherwise she could be a body double for Misty May.  She has a charming personality to go with her looks and she has become a valuable employee in my place of business. 

Anyway one day a salesman named Burt stopped by my office.  Like most young salesmen who call on me Burt was an absolute knockout.  While I don’t remember what Burt was selling I do remember Burt.  Oh do I ever remember Burt!  Even I found my mind drifting away to paradise while he was trying to sell me on the service of his company.  When he left Beth came into my office with her face flushed—no doubt with desire—to find out more about him.

The thing is that even though Burt was undoubtedly a handsome catch in every respect Beth had a specific interest.  Her sole comment piqued my interest.

“Did you see the tushy on that guy?”

Actually I hadn’t really noticed.  With Burt there was far too much of other interest.  But Beth certainly did notice his enticing backside.  Her comment led to further discussions over lunch at the local coffee shop that let me on to a whole new side of Beth that I never knew existed.


CHAPTER 22.  Tushy

Beth shared her whole story and her private fantasy with me.  It turned out that Beth had a lifelong fantasy of spanking a male on his inviting tushy as she called it.  For those unfamiliar with the term a guy’s tushy is his cute enticing bottom.  So for Beth male buttocks are a kind of fixation and for her they are the most sexually attractive part of a guy.  Ever since she was a little girl Beth had fantasized about paddling a guy on his bare bottom until he surrendered to her feminine influence and succumbed to her secret desire.

Perhaps she was inspired by her mother.  She had often witnessed her mother spanking her younger brother when he misbehaved.  Her mom would take her brother over her knee and after pulling his pants down she would deliver a flurry of loud smacks until he submitted to her power and promised to be a good boy.

When Beth was in school her mother had also watched several young girls after classes until their parent came by to pick them up.  Always a strict disciplinarian Beth had often seen her Mom punishing the school girls for their bad behavior.  The girls would still be in their mandatory school uniform—a white blouse with a blue plaid skirt and with blue knee high socks—when her Mother would apply the paddle.

The young girls would helplessly squeal for mercy while Beth’s Mom would calmly administer their punishment.  For young Beth the scene was both exciting and erotic.  Seeing her classmates humiliated like that proved to be a lasting image that fueled her fantasy.

While Beth was never spanked for poor behavior she witnessed many of her friends go over her Mother’s knee with their skirt raised and panties down for what her Mom referred to as an “attitude adjustment”.

The result of seeing her Mother applying the paddle left young Beth with an obsession for giving a spanking.  She was particularly turned on with the thought of spanking a boy though she also liked the idea of spanking girls too.

The image of those discipline sessions stayed with Beth into adulthood.  Enamored with the idea of spanking a male Beth often thought secretly about touching, caressing, fondling, pinching and spanking a well formed male tushy.  My male readers might be surprised that a woman would have such a fantasy but actually female fascination with the male behind is quite common.  I’ve personally closely observed such attractive male attributes though there are many other features of males that I find equally appealing.

Anyway Beth had always been way too shy to even mention her fetish desire to anyone let alone to act upon it.  She admitted that when she confessed her desire to me that it was the first time she had ever shared her fantasy and that it had only slipped out because Burt had such a firm perfectly formed rear end.  She said her emotions had gotten the better of her and she simply couldn’t help herself.

I should point out that Beth had no desire to have a sissy maid in her life.  In fact she had never heard of such a thing until I whispered the phenomenon to her over a second cup of coffee at the crowded coffee shop.  She even asked me what to call a sissy maid.  I had to explain that a sissy maid always has a female name and that when dressed up like a girl the sissy is referred to in the feminine using her female name or words like she or like her.  Like most women she was bewildered by the existence of submissive males while at the same time she was eager to know more about the subject.  More importantly she wanted to know how a sissy maid might respond to her particular interest in a certain part of the male anatomy.

After further discussions I learned that Beth had discretely purchased a wooden paddle when she was a teen expressly to indulge herself in her childhood fantasy.  After dating many guys through the years and after a short failed marriage and a subsequent divorce she had never had the opportunity to try it out.

Of course when I learned that her paddle was still a discipline virgin I had to do something about it.  That was when I offered to have Melissa come by her house so that she could finally experience her lifelong dream.  After I explained to her that Melissa was a sissy maid I even suggested that while we both went off to work that Melissa could clean her home.  Isn’t that what a sissy maid is for?

At first she shyly said that she couldn’t possibly do that.  She said that she was sure that no guy would ever allow her to apply a paddle to his bottom.  I carefully made it clear that when it came to submitting to women that Melissa was a sure thing.  She didn’t have to do very much to entice my personal sissy maid into just about anything sexually that she cared to do—including submitting to a good sound spanking.

She stared off into dreamland before her gaze finally returned back to me.  Then with a sheepish smile she accepted my offer and I agreed to stop by with Melissa that very next day.  She even asked how she should dress for the occasion.  I told her to dress sexy like she was date-ready.


CHAPTER 23.  Pristine

That next morning I drove Melissa over to Beth’s.  We went up to the front door of her small ranch home and pressed the bell.  Beth opened the door and she was clearly all ready for work though she was not exactly date-ready.  She was dressed in a fine stylish business suit that seemed a bit more formal for her than her usual attire.  Her dark blue pinstriped attire was extremely professional.  I wondered how it was possible that she considered such apparel to be date-ready.  Perhaps Beth was always just business.

Upon entering her home that next morning I immediately knew that I had made a mistake.  The plan had been for Melissa to spend the day at Beth’s small ranch home doing housework for her.  When I saw the place I thought that I should have prepped her better for the event.

Beth’s home was immaculate.  There was not a thing that was out of place and if there was even a tiny little speck of dust anywhere I would have been surprised to find it.  Either Beth was a stickler for housekeeping or she had cleaned up in anticipation of our visit.  Melissa was going to have an easy time of it and that was not really the point of bringing her over.

While I took in her lovely pristine home Beth was staring at Melissa.  The maid had done her requisite curtsy upon entering and she was standing at attention waiting for her instructions.  By the blank look on her face I could see that Beth still didn’t believe what I had told her about my sissy maid even though the proof was right in front of her in plain sight.

I thought that perhaps in her astonishment that Beth had forgotten the plan we had decided upon.  Melissa was supposed to clean house while we went to the office.  The idea was that Beth had set a trap for Melissa.  She was supposed to stash her paddle in her lingerie drawer on top of her panties.  The idea was that Melissa would do laundry and then no matter how she arranged the panties in the drawer it would be wrong.  The paddle was to serve like a distraction—a sort of omen for things to come because it wouldn’t really matter if Melissa folded them and sorted them by color or organized them by style.  Either way it would be wrong.  Then Melissa was going to be spanked by Beth for her mistake.  At least that was the plan.  I could only hope that Beth had remembered to leave laundry for Melissa to do while we were away.

Finally I broke the silence.  Beth was so engrossed in the sissy maid that I needed to prompt her into action.

“Beth do you have instructions for Melissa to do today while we are at work?  Perhaps you would like her to tidy things up and do your laundry for you?”

Finally getting over her shock Beth took a few minutes to show Melissa where the cleaning supplies were.  Then she made a point of showing Melissa a couple of security cameras that were near the front and back doors.  She told Melissa that she had better be working while she was gone because she could monitor her with her cell.

I knew that she was really getting into things when she stood with her arms crossed and looked at the maid.

“If I’m at all displeased with your work you do realize that I’ll spank you?”

She had a very stern expression.  I could tell that Melissa clearly received the message by the worried look on her face.  After all Beth was unmistakably a well-toned muscular woman obviously capable of delivering a sound spanking.

The work that Mistress Desiree had done with Melissa was immediately evident when she responded with a tiny whisper.

“Yes Miss Beth.”

Then Beth smiled before she gave a rather soft spoken reply.

“Just making sure.”

Then we both went out the door leaving Melissa to work on her own.


CHAPTER 24.  Dream Come True

Beth and I carpooled to work that day leaving Melissa behind to tend to her domestic chores.  I really have no idea what the sissy maid did all day because there wasn’t all that much work to do.  Knowing the training that the girl received I’m sure that she spent her time dusting in areas that didn’t need dusting and vacuuming the pristine carpets.  Of course she couldn’t miss the laundry that Beth had left for her so I’m sure that she did that too along with a few dishes that I noticed that were left in the kitchen sink.

For Beth’s part she was visibly excited to get back home and have her way with the maid.  That morning she sat at her desk checking her cell phone regularly to make sure that Melissa was still working.  By lunch time she was so wired with anticipation that she asked me if she could walk down the street to the yoga studio she liked in order to calm herself down with a workout.  Fortunately we had carpooled in her car so her yoga outfit was in a bag in her trunk.

She returned to work a couple of hours later still attired in her yoga outfit.  For Beth the anticipation of having her fantasy become reality was too much for her to concentrate on work.  She pleaded with me to go home with her so that she could tend to Melissa.  I knew the feeling that she had.  There are times when excitement can get the better of you and for her this was a lifelong dream about to come true.

Beth was so excited that she didn’t even change out of her yoga attire back into her chic business suit.  Of course she was so trim and well-toned that the form fitting yoga outfit only served to exaggerate her charming feminine features.  I was certain that would help give Melissa the impression of what a powerful woman Beth really was so I didn’t say a thing to Beth about changing.

When we drove up to Beth’s house I had her take a deep breath to calm her down.

“Beth you need to relax.  This is a big moment for you.  I mean you waited a lifetime for this fantasy to come to life so you need to enjoy it.”

She inhaled deeply and slowly let it out.

“You’re right.  I’ll try to compose myself and live in the moment.  It’s difficult because it is so exciting!”

After a moment we got out of the car and went in together.  Melissa was at the door waiting for us just like she had been trained to do and she gave us a quick curtsy.  Beth giggled and immediately slipped into character.

“Well maid before I check your work tell me what you did today.”

“Yes Miss Beth.  I hand washed your lingerie, did the laundry, did dishes, vacuumed, dusted, damp mopped the floors, carefully cleaned the bathroom and I even washed the windows. Your home is beautiful Miss Beth and I must say that aside from your laundry and the dishes none of it was really necessary but I did the work anyway just like you ordered.  You can see that when I vacuumed I made sure that the carpet showed perfect vacuum lines so you could see how hard that I worked.”

The maid pointed proudly to the perfect even lines on the carpet.  Beth was hardly impressed.  She wasn’t really concerned at all about the cleaning.  Instead she embarked on an inspection tour that led the maid straight to her bedroom and to the lingerie drawer.

I stayed in the front room but even from there I could hear Beth raise her voice.

“I see that you properly laundered and stored my bras.  What did you do in my panty drawer?  I had my panties sorted by color and you have messed it all up.  This is all wrong!  Sort them properly right now!”

I could hear Melissa apologizing.

“I’m so sorry Miss Beth.  Let me…”

“Don’t speak a word girl!  Just do it right this instant.  Just for that I’m going to have to teach you a lesson.”

Beth’s tone had been condescending, demanding and authoritative but it also had a hint of lust in it.  I knew that the best part was coming up pretty soon.

Beth came out of the bedroom leading Melissa by the hand.  In her other hand Beth carried her paddle.  It was not just any kind of paddle.  While I had seen various types of paddles given to me by Mistress Desiree this was a serious looking black wooden paddle that undoubtedly Beth could pack a wallop with when put to good use.

In just a few seconds Beth took a wooden chair out of the kitchen and positioned it right in front of where I was sitting so that I could observe the proceedings.  Melissa was so submissive that she didn’t object at all to Beth taking her over her knees and baring her bottom for punishment.  Even in that position with her bottom framed by the garters holding up her stockings the sissy maid appeared quite feminine.

Beth had such a lovely grin of satisfaction on her face while her fantasy unfolded right in front of her eyes.  I can only say that her sturdy appearance did not disappoint.  I watched in captivated silence while Beth delivered a sound spanking unlike anything I had ever seen before.  Beth didn’t say a word through the entire ordeal.  Instead the only sound was the repetitive crack of the paddle that made the maid flinch while it turned her bottom into a glowing dark crimson.

Finally I could hear sniffles coming from the maid.  Apparently the paddle had gotten the better of her.  In her position over Beth’s knees with her red bottom she appeared to be nothing more than a naughty adolescent.  Her sniffles only served to reinforce the image.  Beth paused for a moment.

“I’ll only stop spanking you when you agree to tell Miss Farrow how much you enjoyed working for me today and how much you enjoyed my use of the paddle.  You are to tell her you want to come back here another time for further treatment.”

She took me by surprise.  I wasn’t expecting Beth to ask for an encore performance.  Of course I enjoyed watching her smack the maid’s bottom as much as the next girl so I was only happy to give her my approval.

Beth hesitated for a moment to allow a reply but when there was no response she added a few more swats for encouragement.  Then I heard a shy little girlish voice make the request.

“Please my lady may I come back to Miss Beth’s for further treatment another time?  I’ve really enjoyed my spanking.”

Beth stopped applying the paddle.  She seemed to be somewhat amazed at such cooperation.  I wanted to burst into laughter but instead I tried to compose myself with a suitable response.

“Of course you can maid Melissa.  Consider it a much needed part of your training.”

Then she sent Melissa off to the corner to stand with her nose against the wall with her dress held up exposing her well-paddled bottom.

We talked while the maid remained in the corner.  The maid stayed obediently in position holding her dress up with her hands so she refrained from touching her bottom which surely must have been stinging from the intense punishment session.

Beth thanked me profusely for allowing her to experience her fantasy with Melissa.  She said that giving the spanking to the maid had been a real turn on for her.  Then she whispered that she wasn’t all that interested in having her housework done by a sissy maid but that it had been a pleasant bonus.  What she really had wanted was to break her paddle in and she had been able to do that.

Still holding her paddle in her lap and with a satisfied grin on her face eventually Beth called the maid out of the corner.  Melissa looked silly holding her dress up and taking the tiny little steps enforced by her panties that were down around her ankles.

The chastised maid stood meekly in front of us while we checked our schedules on our cell phones for our next visit.  I told Beth that setting up another visit was no trouble at all.  Melissa stood with her dress still held up with her little nubbins fully erect from her humiliation in full view.  The tip of her sex had a bit of precum beginning to form—a testament to the approval that she had of her juvenile treatment.

Beth seemed oblivious to the excited condition of the maid while we compared dates on our cell phones for our next visit.  While we deliberated Melissa had to stand with one hand by her erection to cup her oozing precum so that it didn’t drip to the carpet.  We finally agreed on a date so Beth gave Melissa permission to pull up her panties and straighten her dress along with strict instructions not to rub her bottom.

When I walked back to my car with Melissa following me I looked back and noticed Beth standing in the doorway smiling.  She appeared like she was off in dreamland basking in the afterglow of a most satisfying day.  Beth had enjoyed the best of both worlds.  She not only had been able to fulfill her fetish fantasy she had received domestic maid service too.

I suppose that once a woman gets her first taste of dominating a male there is no turning back.


CHAPTER 25.  Cheerleader

When we arrived the next Saturday Beth didn’t hesitate for a moment.  She immediately put Melissa to work in the laundry room with instructions that when she was done with laundry to do dishes and to vacuum.  Of course Beth’s home was still immaculate but nevertheless it was impressive how Beth had already grown accustomed to ordering the maid around.

While Melissa worked at her domestic tasks we sat down and played a game on my cell phone that I had found in an app store.  Essentially the game was an online crossword puzzle that allowed us to gain points against other players in a word game tournament.  We passed the phone back and forth whenever we became stuck on a word so we were doing pretty well against challenging competition.  The tournament went on all day and Beth even had Melissa serve us lunch at noon so that we could eat while we continued to play the game.

Shortly after lunch Melissa approached us.  I had the cell in my hand while Beth was watching me try to guess a seven letter word.

“Miss Beth I’ve finished all of my chores.  Is there anything else that I can do for you?”

“Are you sure that you’ve done everything that I gave you to do?

“Yes Miss Beth.”

“Okay that will be all.  We’re in second place with three hours to go and what we really need right now is a good cheerleader.”

I looked over at Beth and she must have read my mind.  She turned back to the maid.

“On second thought I have an idea.  Come with me.”

While I continued to try to think of a seven letter word Beth took Melissa back to her bedroom.  When they both emerged a while later I actually stopped playing the game and stared at Melissa in disbelief.

Beth had put the sissy into a different outfit.  Now the sissy girl was dressed up like a cheerleader complete with a tight red and white sweater and a matching short red and white skirt.  Other than her shoes—she was still in her heels—she appeared like a totally authentic cheerleader—she even had pom poms!

While I stared in amazement Beth sat down and explained.

“When I was in high school I was a varsity cheerleader.  I don’t know why but I kept the outfit.  You can see that the sweater is a little tight on Melissa but it will do for today.  I thought that this would help us do better in the game.”

Melissa had her head lowered with her eyes fixed on the floor while the humiliation of the moment washed over her.  Beth was right about the sweater.  It was so tight on Melissa that it enhanced her bustline giving her the appearance of a true cheerleading bimbo.

The afternoon became even better after that.  Beth insisted that Melissa perform cheers for us while we continued to play the game.  Much to our amusement Beth had Melissa do a little dance and shake her pom poms while she recited various cheers for us.  The sissy was flushed red with embarrassment while she rooted for us in her cheer outfit.

Miss Beth and my lady they’re the best

They’ll play the game and beat the rest.

Beth fed Melissa lines and she also had the sissy make up cheers of her own.  Beth insisted that the cheers be playful and somewhat embarrassing for our private little cheerleader.

Roses are red

Violets are blue

I’m real horny

And I’ll root for you.

The sissy repeated the lines along with other similar humiliating chants.  Later after we had more than a few drinks Beth had Melissa cheer:

I’m a sissy yes I am

You should spank me as best as you can.

I can’t even begin to say how silly she looked doing that with her little dance and her pom poms waving in unison.  Anyway when the online game ended we finished a distant third.  Beth laughed and said that it was because Melissa didn’t cheer us on enough.

The poor sissy still hadn’t learned.  She tried to protest.  She actually said that it wasn’t her fault!  Beth would have none of that.  You can probably guess what happened next.

I can only imagine that for Melissa being spanked while dressed up like a high school cheerleader had to be unbelievably humiliating.  It’s even more humiliating when you have your panties pulled down and if you have a bar of soap in your mouth like Melissa.  Beth laughed while she gleefully paddled the sissy for punishment for back-talking her.  The chastised cheerleader had difficulty holding the soap in place but since Beth said there would be added strokes if she dropped it Melissa held the bar of soap in place with one hand while she was paddled on her bare bottom.

Back when I was a teenager babysitting I had seen little children after they had been punished by having their mouth washed out with soap.  Since I had also seen Linda punished the same way by Mistress Desiree I knew what Melissa was in for.  There is no better way to stop back talking than to wash a naughty mouth out with soap.

By the time Beth let Melissa up I could tell by her expression that the cheerleader had been subjected to a most humiliating juvenile experience.  It didn’t matter how hard she had tried not to salivate or swallow I knew the awful taste of soap was sure to linger and that drinking water would only make it worse.  At least so I’ve been told after babysitting by naughty little boys.

Again the sissy had a firm erection only this time Beth noticed.  She ridiculed the girl for being such a sissy girl and for enjoying the shame that she had just been put through.  Then she teased the cheerleader that she was a real slut and that she certainly loved the firm hand of a real woman.  Finally before she sent the sissy off to the corner Beth complimented her for being particularly cut out for sissy maid servitude and that the sissy had met her true calling.

Melissa had accepted a most childish punishment without protest.  I knew that she was a true submissive and that she was definitely a keeper.  On the way home I told Melissa that I liked Beth’s firm approach to discipline and that maybe I had been too easy on her.  She made no attempt to mount an objection.


CHAPTER 26.  Spelling Bee

The following week Beth confided in me over lunch that she had been a champion speller in grade school.  She told me that she always had gotten a rush out of defeating the boys in classroom spelling contests.  That was when she came up with another idea.

“Lisa I’m really getting into this sexual role-playing thing.  I had loads of fun playing with cheerleader Melissa.  Would it be okay if I played another game with Melissa?”

Always looking for fun ways to dominate submissive males how could I say no to that?

“Of course.  What do you have in mind?”

“I was thinking of a little dress-up role-playing game.  I always wanted to play the part of a strict teacher and I think that this might be my opportunity.”

“Absolutely.  I’ll bring Melissa by on Saturday.”

“Deal.”

So that Saturday I brought the sissy maid with me on another visit to Beth’s.  When Beth opened the door to let us in I got another surprise.  She sure was into the whole role-playing idea!

Beth was dressed up in a sheer white blouse that made no effort to hide a lacy black bra underneath.  Her legs were blatantly exposed with a short black skirt.  With her hair up in a bun and holding a wooden ruler in one hand she was a startling image of a sexy school teacher.

Beth took one look at Melissa in her maid uniform and gave her a disapproving frown.

“How are you dressed girl?  You have class today!  You are out of uniform.  Fortunately I have a spare in my bedroom.  You are to change at once and then report for class.”

Apparently the girl had learned her lesson the previous week.  She quickly scurried off into the bedroom while we giggled at her helpless obedience.

Melissa emerged a bit later dressed up like a sweet innocent young female student currently enrolled in a private school.  She wore a white blouse with a plaid blue and white tie underneath a blue sweater.  Her blue plaid skirt matched her tie.  Her navy blue pantyhose and black heels completed the outfit giving her a sexy teen-age appearance.  Beth smiled in approval before shifting back into character.

Beth sat comfortably on a wooden chair holding a paper notebook in one hand and with her wooden paddle placed across her lap.  I sat on the couch watching while the youthful looking student stood timidly in front of Beth.  The strict schoolteacher was ready with her assignment.

“I’m sure that you expected a pop spelling quiz today so I presume that you studied for it.  I will be giving you a series of words which you are to spell and then give me the definition.  There will be consequences for any errors.”

She gently tapped the paddle for effect.

“Do you understand the rules?”

“Yes Miss Beth.”

“Very well.  Let’s begin.  The first word is mademoiselle.”

The student paused a moment before she spelled the word.

“M-a-d-e-m-o-i-s-e-l-l-e, mademoiselle.  Mademoiselle is a respectful term for an unmarried woman.”

Perhaps thinking that the test was going to be easy Melissa smiled at her success.

“Very good Melissa.  Spell masturbation.”

Melissa’s face flushed red before she continued.

“M-a-s-t-u-r-b-a-t-i-o-n, masturbation.  Masturbation is erotic stimulation of one’s own genitals resulting in orgasm.

“Very good Melissa.  I sense that you are very familiar with that word.  Perhaps you aren’t nearly as innocent as you appear to be.”

The sissy seemed uncomfortable with her situation.  She fidgeted with her fingers while Beth continued.

“Good girls shouldn’t know the meaning of that word but I can tell that you are naughty.  We’ll delve more into your bad habits later.  Spell clitoris.”

This time the response was soft and timid.

“C-l-i-t-o-r-e-s, clitoris.  Clitoris is the female sex organ that responds to sexual stimulation.”

Beth feigned irritation.  Melissa you haven’t studied very well have you?  There is no e in clitoris.  One more error and I’m afraid that I’ll have to teach you a lesson.  Now spell cunnilingus.

Clearly worried Melissa spoke carefully this time.

“C-u-n-i-l-u-n-g-u-s, cunnilingus.  Cunnilingus is oral stimulation of the female clitoris.”

Now Beth appeared angry.  She put the notebook down and picked up the paddle.

“Wrong again stupid girl!  You call that studying?  How can you expect to perform proper cunnilingus when you can’t even spell it right?  You’ve earned a spanking girl.  Lift that skirt up and get over my knees right this instant!”

Appearing somewhat flustered Melissa quickly lifted her skirt showing her white panties through her navy blue pantyhose.  When she approached her teacher Beth gave the pantyhose a firm tug before taking the panties down too.  Then she pulled the school girl over her lap.

Beth was really getting into her own fantasy.  She smacked the sissy girl with plenty of vigor while the girl kicked her legs in a futile attempt to elude the sting of the paddle.  Beth smiled with glee while she reddened her target with each flick of her wrist.

It was a scene that once played out in schools all over the country but of course is no longer was in vogue.  While strict teachers once humiliated naughty students in that same manner today only submissive personalities are subjected to such shame and embarrassment.  Watching the glee on Beth’s face I wondered how many of those old-time teachers applied the paddle for their own sexual gratification because Beth was certainly enjoying herself.

Beth was definitely a natural Dominatrix.  She calmly administered Linda’s thrashing in a most clinical manner.  She even paused once to get a firmer grip on her paddle before continuing the discipline session with renewed vigor.

Even when tears began to fall Beth continued to swat away.  Much like a mother disciplining an errant child Beth seemed determined to leave a lasting impression on her naughty school girl.  She systematically reduced Linda into a sniffling little sissy girl with a deep red bottom to show for her poor spelling abilities.

When Beth had finally spanked the school girl to her satisfaction she had the girl stand in the corner with her nose against the wall.  Linda stood there holding her skirt up with her bottom still bared crimson while we leisurely enjoyed a glass of wine.

Beth profusely thanked me once again for allowing her the pleasure of enjoying her fantasy of dominating Melissa.  She was quite proficient at it so for me it was entertaining and absolutely no trouble at all.  It really was a thrill just to watch her in action.  After the spelling contest she had put on she was particularly happy for the opportunity that I had provided for her to live out her fantasy.

“Thank you Lisa!  I still don’t understand how you managed to find such a submissive sissy but it is a real pleasure to discipline her.  I would have never thought that anyone could possibly endure such humiliation!”

I smiled.

“Oh don’t think a thing about it.  Besides submissives aren’t so difficult to find.  You should see Linda—she is even more obedient than Melissa.”

That quickly grabbed her attention.

“Did you say Linda?  You don’t mean Linda Simpson the receptionist at the office do you?”

“Why yes of course.  Linda is even more fun to play with than Melissa.”

Beth stared ahead for just a few moments while the realization set in.  Finally she slowly spoke with a whole new understanding.

“That explains everything.  Linda is hardly the same person that she was not too long ago.  These days she’s the laughing stock of the office.  She is such a slut!  You’re the one who changed our snooty boss into a whorish tart aren’t you?”

“Yes of course it was me.”

“That must have been quite a job.  I mean she’s totally humiliated each and every day at work by those slutty outfits.  How did you do it?”

“It was easy.  Linda has a spanking fetish so I just put the paddle to good use on her.”

“Oh, she enjoys the paddle?”

“Absolutely!  She has a serious fetish for being spanked.  Now that I think about it perhaps you would like to have a session with her too.”

“That bitch scolded me for my work and put me on probation last year.  I’d like nothing more than to take her over my knees and give her a piece of my mind.”

“Then it’s settled.”

While Melissa remained in the corner we planned out how we were going to have Beth deal with Linda.


CHAPTER 27.  Office Humiliation

It was Friday afternoon and we had just closed the office doors for the weekend.  No doubt the staff was disappointed to be held over after hours but I thought it was beneficial for them all to be present.

I had the whole staff gathered together in the conference room.  The ladies stood around the same table where often Linda had snobbishly lectured them about their poor performance.  Linda was wearing her school uniform and she was standing at the back of the group on one side of the room while Beth was also at the back only she was standing on the opposite side of the room.  I stood in front of the group to give my speech.

“Ladies I’m sure that you all want to know why I called you here.”

The downcast faces said it all.  They thought that they were here to be scolded about their performance.  I knew that all they really wanted to do was to go home for the weekend.

“Well I have quite a treat for you.  I’m sure that you all remember your former boss Miss Simpson.  Since her demotion by corporate to receptionist she has been the subject of office gossip so I think that you are all entitled to an explanation.

I think that you’ll all agree that Linda was not very kind to us when she was in charge.  So he is being punished for her poor behavior.  Nobody likes a haughty, snooty boss now do they?”

There was a subtle murmur in the room and a few of the faces gave me little smiles.

“Come up here Linda so that I can share a little secret of yours with the group.”

The look of panic on her face was priceless.  She took timid little steps forward seemingly in an attempt to delay the evitable by taking her time.  It was a worthless ploy on her part.  Despite her efforts she ultimately stood next to me at the front of the conference room.  No doubt too embarrassed to face her co-workers after that introduction she stood there in her juvenile school uniform with her eyes fixed on the floor. 

“Ladies we all have our secret sexual desires.  Linda has one special secret and I would like to reveal her forbidden desire for all of you to share.”

That got Linda’s attention.  She looked at me and her eyes pleaded for mercy.  I had no intention of falling short of my objective.

“Yes Linda I’m going to share your little secret with all of your coworkers so that they all can understand why you have become such a whorish receptionist.”

There was a little giggle from the group.  The receptionist decided to beg for mercy.

“Please lady Farrow!  I beg you not to tell…”

Linda was so flustered that she had addressed me like she was required to address me at home.  The employees looked confused.  I heard a few of them whisper to each other. 

“Lady Farrow?”

I continued right on.

“Yes Linda has a tawdry little secret.”

“I’ll do anything but please, please don’t…”

“Linda has always had a secret fantasy…”

“Please no!”

“…Of being spanked like an errant school girl.”

The room burst into laughter while Linda turned a deep dark red that only total humiliation could possibly bring.  But the best was yet to come.

“So with all of you here I would like to introduce you to our office disciplinarian.  Miss Rowe could you please come forward and take a seat here up front?”

Beth emerged from the back of the room holding her special black wooden paddle in her hand.  She proudly walked to the front of the conference room and sat down at the head of the table.  It was the same seat that previously had been reserved only for Linda during her ranting lectures.  All of us had been shouted at by Linda from that same chair at one time or another.  No one had ever before even dared to take the seat for fear of angering the arrogant boss lady.

Beth had a determined look on her face yet she appeared so sensual.  Her skirt showed plenty of leg providing the perfect lap for a naughty girl to be brought over.  She smoothed her skirt so that it wouldn’t be wrinkled.  Once Beth was comfortably seated, giving the impression of a capable disciplinarian about to take action, I continued.

“A good sound spanking is an adolescent punishment if ever there was one.  Paddling is typically reserved for naughty children because…well…it is such a shameful humiliating punishment.  But I do think that in this case…”

Linda tried to interrupt me.

“Please no!  I’ll be good…I promise…”

“…that she has certainly earned a good old-fashioned spanking.”

Sensing what was about to happen to their former boss the group roared with laughter.  Beth glared at Linda with a stern gaze that typically only an experienced disciplinarian could muster.  Without saying a word Beth pointed to her lap with her paddle.

What Linda did next spoke volumes about her sexual submission along with how far she had fallen since her work situation had changed.  Public humiliation can be a strong aphrodisiac for a submissive.  She was so aroused by the moment that she didn’t even try to protest any further.  Instead she took her cue and meekly came over next to Beth and much to the amusement of the crowd she lowered herself over Beth’s lap.

“The point of a spanking is not only to warm the bottom it is also to shame and to humiliate.  How else will a naughty girl learn her lesson?”

I nodded to Beth and just like we had previously agreed upon she flipped Linda’s skirt up revealing her pretty pink panties.  For the group of employees seeing Linda humiliated like that was hilarious.  The room became louder with raucous laughter mixed with discussion about what was about to happen to their self-centered former manager.

“I’m sure that you would all agree that having your skirt raised for a juvenile spanking would be humiliating to say the least.  But I don’t think that is quite humiliating enough for our naughty little girl.”

I gave another nod and Beth pulled Linda’s panties down to her knees while the group shrieked with laughter.  Confirming her arousal at the childish treatment Linda gave an audible moan of pleasure at the disgrace that was being heaped upon her.

True to her own authoritarian fantasy the first time Beth’s paddle landed it made a loud smacking noise that left a red imprint on Linda’s milky buttocks in the shape of the paddle.  A flurry of strong whacks followed with Linda kicking her legs in a silly attempt to elude the inevitable sting.

The group got into the mood with hands clapping in unison with the paddle while the punishment was applied.  When the pace of the clapping picked up Linda could no longer manage the strength to flail about like a helpless child.  Instead Beth delivered blow after blow while she passively accepted her fate.

When Beth finally became tired and stopped her assault Linda was sobbing like a chastised little girl.  Tears had run down her cheeks and her mascara had streaked down with them.  Beth let Linda up and pointed to the corner at the front of the room.  Linda knew the drill well.  She stood with her nose in the corner holding her skirt up for the whole group to see her chastised bottom.

The ladies were laughing so hard at their former boss that their tears were actually falling too.  While they filed out of the conference room they all thanked me for the best mandatory meeting ever.

I was the last one to leave with Linda.  While we were in the car on our way back home Linda softly whispered to me.

“That was the most humiliating moment of my life.  But it was so exciting that I had two orgasms while I was being spanked.  Thank you for that my lady.”

I smiled.  Beth’s forbidden desire had been revealed for all to see and she had enjoyed every degrading moment of it!


CHAPTER 28.  Tantalize

I was talking with Mistress Desiree on my cell when I mentioned that I wanted to do something different with Melissa.  Variety is the spice of life right?  That was when she told me about the Cockteaser Strapon that she had included in the BDSM cabinet when my BDSM dungeon was set up.

The Cockteaser was a brilliant invention that Mistress Desiree had found that she had used to train new young male slaves.  She personally vouched for its effectiveness.  The device came with her warning to be prudent with it—that it was known to drive males crazy with lust so I should be careful not to use it on Melissa too often.  Naturally I assumed that was only a tantalizing guideline and was not really to be taken seriously.

The device was actually tease and deny perfection.  It was the perfect way to bring a couple together while totally restraining an overexcited male.  The strapon featured a perfectly shaped hard plastic phallus designed for maximum feminine pleasure covered with soft flesh-like material.  The concept was simple enough.  After lubricating the phallus inside and out the sissy would slip her tiny appendage inside giving her the pleasure rod of a really well hung stud.

Since the sissy clit was secured inside a lubricated hard plastic phallus it would be virtually impossible for the subject wearing the device to achieve ejaculation no matter how hard she might try.  When put to proper use the result would be intense pleasure for the female with complete frustrating chastity for the sissy girl.

The sissy would find herself in a highly erotic position going through all of the motions of true intercourse in close proximity to a woman without a climatic result.  The motion and lusty sounds of the pleasured woman serve to be motivation to keep the sissy pumping away for as many orgasms as a girl might decide to enjoy.

For best results Mistress Desiree recommended that after giving as many orgasms as desired that the tantalized little nubbins be placed in a cock cage for chastity and safe keeping.  That made good sense to me.

It was such a wonderful concept that I had to try it out immediately on Melissa.  I have to admit that I wanted to be on the receiving end of the Cockteaser but I decided to put it to use on Linda.  It’s not that I don’t enjoy sex because, well, I really do.  It was more the thought of a sissy girl dressed like a whorish French maid eagerly humping away on me that made me decide to watch instead of participate.  I mean an over made-up sissy with garter, stockings and heels impaling me is not my idea of perfect sex.  It’s not that I don’t enjoy Lesbian sex--it’s just that I prefer my Lesbian sex with a real woman in the sixty nine position.

Anyway I had Melissa tie Linda to the fucking bed with her arms above her head and her legs free before I introduced the sissy to the Cockteaser.  What followed was hysterical to say the least.

Once I gave Melissa a swat on her bottom she humped Linda with reckless abandon while I watched in total amusement.  For her part Linda encouraged the sissy with moans of ecstasy and once she wrapped her legs around the sissy maid there was no stopping them.

Melissa clearly wanted to pump away until she came.  With every thrust into Linda her lover responded with encouragement that only served to frustrate the sissy that much more.  Linda had a couple of orgasms before exhaustion set in and her upraised hips slumped into the bed.  Melissa meanwhile had a look of total frustration when her partner stopped playing the delightful game.

When I had Linda put a cock cage on Melissa the sissy girl objected but I paid no attention to her.  The game was just beginning and denial of sex for the sissy was a big part of the fun.

Tease and denial—it’s the best sex game ever!

Naturally I had the couple perform for me numerous times over the next few weeks.  I had to know if the Cockteaser would actually drive Melissa crazy with lust.  Melissa became increasingly docile with the repeated use of the device while Linda seemingly became that much more addicted to having breathtaking sex.

The more Melissa was teased and denied gratification I could see that she had designs on taking her pleasure of Linda in a more traditional way.  I wasn’t sure what to do so I decided that a call to Mistress Desiree was in order.  Surely she had confronted the problem before and she would know what to do.


CHAPTER 29.  Extremely Reliable

When I told Mistress Desiree that I was worried about Melissa getting out of control she told me that she had just the thing for her.  She said she would stop by later that day with just the perfect gift to keep my house in order.

She arrived with four of her helpers.  We sat down on the sofa and Mistress Desiree commanded her attendants to take Melissa to the basement dungeon and to “see to the girl”.

I was extremely curious of what the Dominatrix had in store for my sissy maid.  We casually talked while the ladies took Melissa away with Linda following close behind.

“I’m curious Mistress Desiree, just what do you have in mind for Melissa?”

She smiled and proceeded to explain with a most clinical tone.

“Of course I’ve addressed this problem before.  I’ve often had women come to me with husbands who have strayed and they ask me for this treatment.  It really is extremely reliable.”

“What exactly are you doing with Melissa?”

“I brought along vagina panties for the sissy girl.  They really do the job like nothing else does.  It is easier to explain once you see what they are like.  Perhaps you would like to watch the ladies at work with your sissy?”

“I’ve never heard of vagina panties.  That sounds interesting.”

“Well then you’re in for a treat.”

We both stood up and headed downstairs.  We were only minutes behind the ladies but they had already started working on the sissy girl.  While Linda was safely secured in the wooden stocks Melissa was already chained to the hoist by her wrists and they had used the motor to lift her a few inches off of the floor.  Her maid uniform was pinned up and her panties and pantyhose had been taken off leaving her naked from the waist down and fully exposed.

The meek maid’s dazed eyes stared off at nothing in particular.  She seemed to grasp that there was no point in protesting because restrained like she was there was nothing that she could do to resist the four women.

The ladies were pulling a rubber looking garment up her legs.  We stood nearby observing the ladies at work.

“Are those the vagina panties?”

“Yes—precisely.  I might add that they are the finest that money can buy.  They’re made of a highly advanced soft polymerized latex so that even when the sissy is seen naked they will easily pass for the real thing.  The material is soft and supple yet robust enough to handle even the most ardent lover.  I can guarantee you that Melissa will be able to pass for a female once she is fitted properly.  Take a close look and see for yourself.”

We took a couple of steps forward so we could see things better.

“The panties will instantly achieve a perfect male to female transformation.  Your Melissa will look and act like an authentic woman even when she is naked.  I’m not kidding you—she’ll even have to sit and pee like a woman in these.  She’ll also be able to experience penetrative sex with her own vagina.”

“Just how does all that work?”

“There’s a hidden sheath that we tuck her sissy clit into that hides everything and keeps it positioned out of the way.  She’ll feel a slight tease when having sex but she won’t be able to climax.”

“I don’t understand.  How can she have sex with a woman…”

“Oh no, I don’t mean sex with a woman.  I mean sex with a male.  Front and back will both be readily accessible for penetration.  But sex with a woman won’t really be possible.  At least not in the traditional sense.”

I noticed that the ladies were using a brush to apply a liquid to parts of the inside of the panties, inside the sheath and to a few places on Melissa’s skin.

“What are the girls doing now?”

“That’s the adhesive.  It’s the same kind that we used when we attached her breasts.  It assures us that these are permanent changes.”

“Permanent?”

That word got Melissa’s attention too.  Her eyes shifted wildly and they were now fixed on the two ladies who were pulling the vagina panties up her thighs.

“That’s right permanent.  Once the adhesive sets the garment won’t come off.  I’m sure that there is a solvent someplace that might work but I’ve never even tried to find any.  I’ve successfully used the technique at the request of other women before on their stray husbands.  It’s a method of keeping a sissy under complete control.  Vagina panties can turn them into housemaids and sexy tarts so I know from experience the transformation works and it is permanent.”

Melissa started to kick her legs in a vain attempt to keep the ladies from pulling the vagina panties into place.  When they were ready to slip her little clitty into the sheath she began to shout.

“Please, please, don’t!  I’ll do anything!  Please stop!”

At the same time Linda tried to escape the wooden stocks.  All she could do was pull at her restraint because she was held solidly in place.  She still managed to add to the protest.

“Bitches!  Don’t you dare touch him he’s mine!  Stop or I’ll…”

The Dominatrix motioned to two of the girls.  Once she had their attention she pointed to her own mouth and then pointed to the two maids.  Both maids were quickly silenced with penis gags that were tied tightly into place.  Now all we could hear was muted squealing from behind the effective muzzles.

Though Melissa struggled and tried to shift her hips and sway her hips away from the assistants she was unable to keep one of the ladies from slipping her erect penis into the adhesive lined sheath.  Then with a final tug the vagina panties were yanked into place and the struggle was over.  All evidence that the sissy had ever been a male had vanished and was replaced with authentic appearing female genitals.

While the sissy hung in place with the adhesive setting Mistress Desiree pointed to the freshly positioned vagina. 

“Notice the detail.  Now Melissa has her own little Venus mound complete with genuine vagina lips and her own authentic appearing clitoris.  The vagina panties come with or without pubic hair but I selected the pubic hair model for authenticity.  Notice how flat she is in front giving her that irresistible feminine love triangle.  She’ll really have to work hard to keep the boys away from her now!”

She gave a little giggle.  She was certainly right about the transformation.  While Melissa hung there by her arms she really had the look of an actual woman.  The Dominatrix gave another nod and one of the ladies started pulling a pair of pink lace panties up over Melissa’s privates.  Mistress Desiree continued.

“Her panties will form fit her now.  Frilly sheer panties will showcase her nicely now.  We brought her a pretty pair to add to her collection.”

The ladies tugged the sheer panties into place and smoothed them out.  The result was impressive to say the least.

“There now you can see how feminine she looks.  You should let her stay here for an hour or so to be sure that all the adhesive has dried.  It only takes ten minutes or so but it is better to be safe than to be sorry.”

The assistants used the motor to lower the sissy so that her heels just touched the floor.  The Dominatrix walked over to where Linda was still in the stocks and lifted the maid’s dress up.  Then she gave her a firm swat on her bottom with her bare hand before she turned to me.

“I’m having a little soiree this weekend at my place.  I’m rewarding my helpers by inviting single male hunks from the fitness club to come by for a little fun.  If you want to drop by with Linda and Melissa they can help the maids serve and we can put them on the menu too.  It’s an all you can desire pleasure buffet but you don’t have to participate in the festivities unless you actually want to.  I promise that I’ll let all the guys know that you’re off limits.  I can tell you from experience that it’s always fun even just to watch.”

I could hear the muffled sounds of Melissa and Linda screaming in protest.  The more I thought about it the more I actually liked the idea.

“Thank you for the invite.  I think we’ll be there.”

“That sounds great.  I’ll see you there.  Oh, one more thing.”

She pointed to Linda.

“That maid of yours is such an insolent little tart perhaps you would like to bring her down a few more pegs.  I have just the thing if you’re interested.”

I was intrigued.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“It’s best if it’s a surprise.  I’ll send you a little something over so be on the lookout.”


CHAPTER 30.  Fire Inspection

I couldn’t wait to find out what kind of gift that Mistress Desiree was sending over.  My imagination was running wild when there was a knock at the front door.  I was sure it was a delivery so I went to answer the door myself.  I had Linda follow close behind so that she could help me with whatever package might be delivered.

Instead of the parcel I was expecting when I opened the door I was surprised to see a man dressed in the uniform of an officer from the local fire department.

“Good afternoon Ma’am.  I understand that you had work done in your home and I’m here for fire inspection.”

“Fire inspection?”

“Yes Ma’am fire inspection.  The local code requires an inspection before the finished project can be occupied.”

Mistress Desiree hadn’t said anything about a fire inspection.  But as far as I was concerned quite honestly the handsome hunk in his fine uniform could inspect anything he wanted to.  I wondered if all firemen looked like that or just the ones that I had seen.  Talk about a girl’s dream coming to life!

His appearance in uniform was sufficient proof of who he was but I wanted to be sure of his authenticity.  A girl can never be too careful.  The way he was looking right past me at Linda made me suspicious.  I knew that guys often have a thing for women in a maid uniform but it seemed odd.  I could have sworn that he was mentally undressing her but then I thought it must be my imagination.  Just to be certain I decided to ask him for his credentials.

“May I see some identification please?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

He produced a firefighter identification card.  Once I examined it thoroughly I thought that he might be the gift that the Dominatrix had promised.  I wasn’t sure but I definitely had my suspicions.  I had to contain my amusement when I read the card out loud.  I put a hand over my mouth to contain a giggle.

“Captain Dick Thruster with engine sixty nine?”

“That’s right Ma’am.  I’m here to do a thorough inspection.”

Still stifling a giggle I motioned him in.

“Please come in.  I’ll show you to the addition.  Linda wait here while I show Captain Thruster around.”

Once we were downstairs together I stopped the Captain before I opened the door to the dungeon.

“Captain you do realize that this work was done by Mistress Desiree and her crew.  Do you know what kind of work that she does?”

He looked down at his clipboard and flipped papers over to the bottom page.

“Yes Ma’am.  My paperwork is signed by a Miss Desiree Pierce.  I’m very familiar with her work.  Don’t worry Ma’am in this business I’ve seen it all.”

“I’m sure that you have.  Whatever you say.”

I opened the door to the BDSM dungeon room and the fireman stepped inside ahead of me.  He didn’t seem at all flustered by what he saw.  Instead he slowly walked around the room carefully making notes on the top page that was on his clipboard.  When he got to the electronic hoist he paused for a moment to examine the mechanism.

“Quite the adult playroom you have here Ma’am.  Has this device been used Ma’am?”

“Why yes it has.”

“Do you realize that is a violation of the fire code?  Operating the device prior to inspection is a punishable offense.”

He made a note on his clipboard.  Then he went over to inspect the implements that were hanging on the wall.  He selected a wooden paddle and swished it through the air.

“Very practical.  Should definitely get the job done.  Definitely hot but no code violations here.”

I decided that I had better ask a few more questions in order to find out if he was really legitimate.

“Being a fireman is difficult work isn’t it?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Handling all of those hoses and pointing the nozzle at the heat requires a certain amount of brute strength doesn’t it?”

“Yes Ma’am it sure does.”

I was getting the picture.  I paused a moment before I continued.

“I didn’t mean to violate any codes by putting the hoist in service.  It’s my maid.  She is such a nymphomaniac that she just couldn’t help herself.  After all the room was built for her.”

“Your maid is a nymphomaniac Ma’am?  Really?”

“Yes, absolutely.  She has all kinds of kinky desires.  Enough of them to make a grown woman blush.”

“I wouldn’t know anything about a woman’s kinky desires Ma’am.  What kind of things is she into?”

That was all I needed.  I knew right then that Captain Dick Thruster hadn’t stopped by for a fire inspection.  I smiled.

“Oh things like being raped by a hot stranger, being forced to suck cock—that sort of thing.  She is really turned on by being spanked too so she often needs to have her bottom tended to.”

He hung the paddle back up on the wall and made another note on his clipboard.  Then he handed me an envelope.  While he continued with his inspection I opened it up.  It was a letter from Mistress Desiree.

I thought that you might like to teach your insolent maid a lesson in being too high and mighty.  Leave the fireman alone with her in the dungeon and enjoy the show on your monitor.

—Mistress Desiree

I smiled at the thought of what might happen to Linda once she was alone in the presence of the hunk of a fireman.  She would certainly be in good hands.  The fireman was checking out the bondage paraphernalia in one of the cabinets when I spoke.  No doubt he was expecting to find a fire hazard in there.

“I have things to tend to.  Would it be alright if I leave you here to finish your inspection on your own?  I’ll send maid Linda down so that she can show you out when you’ve finished your work.”

“That’s just what I was expecting.  That would be perfect Ma’am.”

I smiled and went back upstairs.  Then I ordered Linda to go down and check on Captain Thruster.


CHAPTER 31.  Voyeur

I quickly turned on my computer so that I could check the dungeon cameras.  The fireman was already hard at work on the submissive maid.  Very hard indeed!

He had secured Linda to the fucking bed without even bothering to remove her dress.  Her uniform was pulled up over her breasts giving a clear view of her exquisite body.  While she struggled in her bonds the fireman was busy dropping his drawers in preparation of mounting her.

A proper lady would turn away from viewing such debauchery but I was amused by the image of a woman’s forbidden submissive fantasy coming true right in front of my eyes.  The stranger was about to ravish the beautiful woman and he was so strong and powerful that there was not a thing that she could do about it.

Once his magnificent male member was freed from his garments he casually flipped her bra up over her breasts without even unhooking it.  The result was the lacy spandex served to hold Linda’s dress up and out of the way while Captain Thruster had his way with her.

The fireman smothered her with mouth to mouth kisses and fondled her breasts in an eager assault that paid homage to her exquisite feminine beauty.  Then in a quick fit of erotic excitement he used both of his hands to rip her panties right off of her body.  After that there was nothing between him and his conquest.  One thing was for sure.  The fireman definitely knew how to pump a girl properly with his equipment.  The maid was quickly impaled with his raging lust and in moments Linda was arching up and screaming in pleasure while he beat her like a drum in concert.

There would be no stopping him now.  Once the firetruck has left the garage it must proceed to the inevitable conclusion of putting out the fire with a climactic surge of fluid that calms things back down.  Captain Thruster was working diligently with his capable equipment to do just that.  The crescendo to his artful theater was just a matter of time. 

When he finally climaxed I imagined the nozzle of a firehose gushing to put out the fire.  Linda slumped back to the fucking bed in mutual satisfaction with her intense heat fully extinguished by the fireman.

He wasn’t done with her just yet.  He untied her wilted body and after he reclined on the fucking bed he drew her mouth to his swollen firehose and held her there by her hair.  He gave her no instructions because he didn’t need to.  She immediately understood the picture.  She lapped away like a trained puppy while he deep throated her with the same enthusiasm that he had previously exhibited between her legs.

After he spurted his lust a second time he stood the girl up.  A trickle of semen at her lips was all that was left of a humiliating drink of pulsating lust.  Such shame for such a prim and proper girl!

For the grand finale he took the girl over his lap with the same ease that he might toss a rag doll and while his muscular arms held her in place he smacked her bottom with his open hand.  She kicked and screamed with what little strength she had left but it was of no bother to the powerful fireman.  He reddened her bottom with his hand with relative ease until she finally surrendered to his will like a wilted flower.  The final flurry of spanks were administered with Linda slumped over his knees without an iota of resistance.

When he finished teaching her a lesson she might never forget he put her back on the fucking bed.  The maid had been treated like a common street whore yet she still had bedroom eyes for her conqueror.  Forbidden desires fulfilled can do that to even the most prudish of women.  She watched wide-eyed while he dressed himself before finally leaving her alone.  She was obviously fully satiated and far from the snobby office manager I had once known.

Many women have a wicked fantasy of being raped by a hot stranger but for most of us it never comes true.  For Linda her forbidden dream had become her reality. 


CHAPTER 32.  Stud Party

I arrived at the party with Melissa and Linda in tow.  I was wearing my best little black dress while Melissa and Linda were in their French maid uniforms.  A couple of Mistress Desiree’s maids immediately took Melissa and Linda and led them back towards the kitchen while I selected a wine goblet off of a tray that was offered to me by another maid.

Mistress Desiree made her way through the crowded room to greet me.

“I’m so glad that you came.  I think that you’ll really enjoy yourself tonight.”

“Thank you for inviting me.  It seems to be quite a party.”

It was a curious looking party to say the least.  My eyes took in the room of assorted characters.  The guys were certainly physical specimens to be sure.  Most of them wore tuxedos so the party looked like a reception following an elegant opera performance.  But it was the women who were most unusual.

All of the women were well made-up in a most enticing manner.  Their eyelids sparkled with glitter while their lips were a tempting glossy pink.  Most interesting were the array of leather rhinestone studded collars that they were wearing.  Some of these collars spelled Slave while others read Slut while still others spelled out Whore.

There appeared to be three different classes of women serving the guests and each were identified by the costume that they were wearing.  A certain amount of women were dressed like French maids.  Most of these women were all wearing Slut collars while just a few wore Whore collars.  Others were dressed up like harem girls and they mostly wore Slut collars.  It was the third costume that I found to be most bizarre.

Those girls wore Slave collars identifying them as humble slave girls.  The collars had tiny little bells on them so that the girls made a little jingle sound with every step.  Otherwise they were naked except for a wooden hors devours tray they were holding that was held in place just below their breasts by chains that were fastened to their Slave collar.  In that position their breasts were displayed enticingly on the tray right next to the hors devours that they were serving.  Their arms were secured behind them and their legs were in shackles so the chains made clinking noises while they moved about the room serving the guests.

The male guests were enjoying their helpless predicament.  The ladies were being ogled and even fondled each time they presented their tray to a guest.  Once the shock of the strange scene wore off I managed to ask the Dominatrix questions.

“I see that your servants have different attire.  Is there a special meaning to it all?”

She gave me a wide grin.

“Oh my yes!  The maids are my newest submissives while the harem girls are more experienced.  They are all available for the pleasure of the guests.  The slave girls are those submissives who have—shall we say—the most active libidos.  They are off limits tonight.”

“Off limits?”

“For sex of course.  What better way to teach a hopelessly sexually active girl a lesson than to tease them and deny them satisfaction?  Most submissives have a fantasy of objectifying themselves by becoming a sexual slave.  I’m simply satisfying their dream by making them into slave girls.

What better way to turn a girl into a slave than to have her naked while serving hors devours?  Naturally a good slave has to obey her superiors and in this case the girls are required to serve the guests but they are forbidden to engage in any intercourse.  Naturally anything else is allowed.

I must say that being a slave girl is so shameful for them.  The slave girls have to flaunt their charms, subject themselves to fondling and ogling and then they are denied sex!  There will be plenty of orgasmic pleasure here tonight but the slave girls will get none of it.  After the party I’ll have the harem girls take them downstairs to my BDSM parlor for a well-earned turn on the spanking benches.  It really is quite amusing.  You’re welcome to watch if you’re interested.”

“Oh I see.  What about the collars?”

“They signify the availability of the girls.  The Slut collars signify that the girl is available for sex but has not been used yet this evening.  Once they have been penetrated they are required to report back to the wardrobe matron to have their collar changed.  The Whore collars are for those girls who have already been fucked.  The Slave collar means that the girl is off limits for a bedroom frolic but of course she can be fondled or otherwise enjoyed.”

Just then I spotted Linda in the crowd.  I could hardly believe my eyes.  She had been stripped down and made up to look like a slave girl and she was carrying a tray of hors devours.

“I see that Linda has been turned into a slave girl.”

The Dominatrix laughed.

“She seemed to be a bit too eager for sex so I thought it best to put her in her place tonight.  Her eyes will beg longingly for satisfaction but she’ll find none of it here.  It’s sure to be a difficult evening for a girl so easily bedded.  I know that you’ll find her frustration amusing to watch.

“Can all of these guys really keep their hands off the slave girls?”

“There’s so much more available on the buffet tray that they can feed their lust elsewhere.  The slave girls just set the mood by providing my guests with eye candy.  That’s why it is so appropriate that they serve hors devours.  They are only the first course and there is so much more on the menu!

“I see.  I wouldn’t have thought of that.”

One of the guys came up to Linda and pinched her on her bottom.  She must have been well-coached before coming out with her serving tray because she managed to stay calm and allow him to grope her at will.  I decided it was best to change the subject.

“Mistress Desiree you certainly know how to find good looking guys.”

“Thank you—I appreciate a lady with a discerning eye.  They’re all from the local firehouse and the local gym.  They’re well-mannered, well-toned and of course they are all well-hung.  They present quite the stable of eager studs even if I don’t say so myself.”

“Forgive me for asking but are you saying that Dick Thruster is really a fireman?”

She gave a little laugh.

“Yes, of course he is!  He’s right over there with one of my maids”

She pointed across the room and just like she said Dick was talking with one of the maids.  She was quite fetching so I knew precisely what the naughty Captain had in mind for her.

“Is Dick Thruster really his name?”

She gave me a mischievous grin.

“That would be telling now wouldn’t it?”

“Well thank you for sending him over.  It was quite the gift.  I have to say that Linda was positively thrilled with it.  She was definitely well satisfied.”

“I dare say that the tramp was taught quite the lesson.  There is nothing more enjoyable than teaching a submissive the difference between sex and love and then addicting them to former.  I have to say that I thought that Linda had it coming to her.  It was my pleasure.”

“By the way, where are your helpers?  I would have thought that they would be mingling with your guests.”

The Dominatrix smiled.

“The party is actually partly for their benefit.  My assistants are all strong women who like to take their pleasure with virile men.  I’m sure that they’re all already upstairs having their way with their selection.  After all I do give them first choice.”

I noticed a guy groping one of the maids.  She carefully balanced her tray of drinks while he eagerly fondled her buttocks with both hands.

“The maids seem to be enjoying themselves too.  Are these all sissy maids?”

“Heavens no!  They aren’t all sissy maids!  I like all types of submissives.  My own tastes actually run towards variety.  I really do enjoy the challenge of conquest of the male even if I don’t always bed the finished product.  I enjoy the company of submissive women too.  Hey did you see that meek guy in the corner?  He has possibilities.  He would certainly make a lovely sissy maid, size eight uniform I should think.”

She pointed to the guy standing quietly against the wall.  He was seemingly out of place.  The shy young unimposing lad reminded me a bit of Melissa.  Mistress Desiree gave her lips a lick and then she continued.

“Actually there are submissive female maids here tonight along with sissy maids.  The female maids are pretty much all submissive sluts much like your Linda.  It’s far easier to find a submissive woman than it is to find a submissive male.  These girls are all mere sexual slaves who are imprisoned by their own lust.  These are all slutty concubines who enjoy the delight of servitude both in uniform and on their back without their uniform.  For them submissive servitude is a tempting aphrodisiac that they can hardly resist.  Even while they serve drinks to these masculine studs I’m sure that they are all anticipating being taken advantage of before the night ends.  They mix well with the sissy maids don’t you think?”

I glanced around the room trying to spot a sissy maid.

“Which ones are the sissy maids?”

She gave a little laugh.

“That is the point now isn’t it?”

“I don’t see Melissa either…”

“I saw her on her way to the kitchen.  One of the thoroughbreds fancied her right away.  She did struggle just a bit but these are all guys dripping with testosterone who lift weights every day.  Once he had her in his grip there was no escape for her.  I’m sure she’s upstairs on her back with her legs spread wide by now.”

She talked so casually I was taken aback by her offhanded manner.  Then I smiled at the thought of Melissa upstairs totally at the mercy of an eager young male.  While the image settled on my mind my eye caught a group of attractive conservative looking women standing across the room.

“What about those ladies over there?  They don’t quite seem to fit in with the rest of the crowd.”

I gave a slight nod in their direction.

“Those are a few of my clients.  I have to say by way of introduction that they certainly don’t approve of husbands who cheat on them.  Each of them had cheating husbands…actually never mind that.  Their story is quite common.  Husbands do stray from even the most attractive woman.  The point is that the ladies all have a sissy maid housekeeper of their own these days.  They’re here to satisfy their womanly desires with real men while their sissy maids tend to their chores back home.  Perhaps you would like to satisfy a desire or two of your own.  There’s plenty to choose from here tonight.”

“Oh I couldn’t.  I prefer the submissive type myself.”

“Variety is the spice of life Lisa.  Like I said each of them comes fully equipped with toned body, firm buttocks, ribbed abs and of course plenty to offer a girl in bed where it really counts.  The exceptions are the sissy maids though I hesitate to even call them male.  All of the sissy maids here tonight have been gelded just like Melissa.”

She painted a delightful picture of a bountiful buffet of sensual pleasure.  Without realizing what I had done I gave a lick of my lips.  It was a very tempting offer to be sure.

“I think that I’ll just take it all in tonight.”

“Most likely that’s what all of my clients have in mind tonight but you never know.  They tend to be shy at first.  Very well.  To each her own.  Perhaps another time then.  It’s okay to be a voyeur.  Be sure to enjoy yourself.”

I looked more closely at all of the maids but I still couldn’t pick out any of the sissy maids.  I felt a tinge of guilt for what we had done with Melissa.

“Permanently gelding the sissy girls sure seems cruel given the circumstances.”

She smiled.

“You do realize that the adhesive isn’t really permanent don’t you?”

“Oh?”

“I say that in front of all the sissy girls when they are feminized like that.  It helps to keep them in line.  After all it is all in their pretty little heads isn’t it?  If Melissa thinks that her vagina panties are permanent then they are permanent right?  Sissy girls are so easy to fool and so easy to manipulate.  They are really absurdly gullible and completely captive to their delightful desire to serve us like submissive little girls.

Their charming desire to be a uniformed lady’s maid captivates them.  The sissy maids try so hard to please us in their lovely feminine attire.  They get so excited in our presence that they really can’t help themselves.  All in all I think that they are rather cute.  I really do enjoy having sissy maids in my home.  Certainly sissy maids are a strict woman’s dream come true.

It really is rather funny.  Take your sissy maid Melissa.  The joke is on her.  Even though a few dabs of nail polish remover will dissolve the adhesive holding her vagina panties in place she feels trapped by her femininity.  Fitted like she is your Melissa can’t even play with herself without your permission.  Plus she has to sit like a little girl to pee!  Isn’t that just grand?  Naturally you’ll “discover” a solvent and use it every month or so to keep the sissy shaved and clean.  You can use that knowledge to tempt her with removal as a treat.  Of course the panties always go back on after you’re done teasing her.”

The Dominatrix gave a wicked laugh.  I laughed too.  I couldn’t help myself—the irony was just much too amusing to resist.  She was making fools out of the sissy girls and they were far too taken by her to even realize it.  Mistress Desiree sure knew how to put on a good performance for a willing sissy.  I suppose it was all part of the sexual humiliation that was needed to put a sissy her place and keep her there.  I had even believed her myself when she had said that the adhesive was permanent.

Still smiling mischievously and without so much as another word she turned and walked away disappearing into the crowded room.  After that I mingled with the clients and had a lovely evening.

It was in the early morning hours when it was time for me to leave.  When Melissa was brought to me she was wearing a Whore collar and she seemed somewhat worn out from her erotic evening.  Her hair was mussed and her makeup smeared.  No doubt she had more than one frolic in bed and it showed.

One of the maids led Linda up to me with bells still tinkling by a leash that was attached to her collar.  Linda’s Slave collar was still secured around her neck—no doubt for her it was an unwanted souvenir of a frustrating evening of sexual torment.  Her state of mind was best evidenced by the highly aroused glint in her bedroom eyes.  Her lust had not been satiated—rather she had been teased and denied satisfaction for the amusement of the guests.  Such is the fantasy life of a slave girl.

Linda was wearing what Mistress Desiree called a chastity bikini.  A metal bra that locked in back protected her breasts while a locking metal chastity belt kept her from satisfying herself.  Other than that they hadn’t bothered to dress Linda. 

I led her out to the car by her leash.  She followed behind me carrying her maid uniform in a most unusual walk of shame.  I knew that she wouldn’t be getting much sleep that night.  The Dominatrix had given me a key to Linda’s metal bikini and her shackles but she suggested that I not release her until the following morning.  That was precisely what I intended to do.


CHAPTER 33.  Domestic Servitude

Domestic servitude is not easy work.  Not only are the hours long and the work hard but maintaining a humble attitude while serving is demeaning.  That’s why I enjoyed turning Linda into my own household maid.  For a submissive the gruel work and humble servitude is the reward for being sexually charged by service.

Linda’s day always starts before I even get out of bed.  While I’m still snoozing away Linda is awakened by her alarm and then getting prepared for her long day ahead.  Her first taste of shame comes when she pulls on her maid uniform.  Her hotel style black and white dress is shorter than the typical maid might wear.  I insist upon that so that she is flaunting her body at all time.

Her delicate lace maid cap is the cherry on top.  While most maids don’t wear such frilly caps anymore her headgear serves to reinforce the fact that she is to appear formal when she is in my service.  Her shiny black heels aren’t practical but they are also a formal requirement that makes her look sharp.  Her outfit is held together by a simple white trimmed black apron.  The large apron bow brings into focus that she is there to serve.

I insist that Linda’s makeup is impeccable.  Her attention to detail with her makeup shows her devotion to servitude.  Unlike a traditional maid Linda is required to make herself up date-ready.  I like her that way because when she looks in the mirror she can see for herself what a desperate slut that she really is.

Linda is expected to be in the kitchen preparing my meal while I slowly wake from my restful sleep.  I’ll inform her the night before if I want my breakfast in bed in the morning.  If not she’ll have the table ready when I come down for my meal.

During the week Linda will clean up the dishes before changing into her receptionist attire.  On weekends her day is just starting once her kitchen duty has been completed.

There is nothing like putting your former employer to work as your domestic servant.  The haughty woman who once lorded over me is often seen down on her hands and knees seeing that the floors are perfectly polished.  Walking past her while she works at my feet is a treat each and every time.

Yes Linda does windows both inside and out.  Should a passerby see her outside in her uniform making windows sparkling clean it serves to reinforce that lady Lisa Rose Farrow is a woman of means!  Very few households enjoy the luxury of servants these days yet I have two to see to my needs!

Linda’s day includes lunch and dinner preparation along with scullery duty afterwards.  Both maids eat together in the kitchen but only after I have been served and completed my meals.  In between meals she sees to my laundry, keeps the household sparkling clean and even runs errands for me.  Not every former haughty supervisor is capable of properly cleaning bathrooms but Linda does a good job of it.  I do think that cleaning toilets and showers is Linda’s true calling.

Linda also spends quality housekeeping time in my BDSM parlor.  It is her responsibility to keep all of the equipment tidy and ready for use.  That includes using leather cleaner to keep all of the leather cuffs, paddles, gags and collars from cracking.  Everything in the dungeon must be kept cleaned and dust free so that it is ready for immediate use.

Linda craves sexual fulfillment that can only come from demeaning servitude.  Linda’s total submission enhances her sexual desire and brings her intense orgasms that can’t be achieved any other way.  If I am displeased with her work in any way whatsoever she can expect to be taught lessons in my well-equipped sparkling clean BDSM parlor.  She actually looks forward to her treatment in my BDSM dungeon so that she can feel the bliss that she receives there.  For that reason her own desires hold her prisoner to my every whim and fancy.  Lest there be no mistake, I take full advantage of that situation.

The only thing that is better than seeing your former supervisor brought down to this level is having her former lover at your disposal.  Unlike Linda who serves me like a common housemaid Melissa serves me like a traditional lady’s maid.

I have Melissa dress a bit differently than Linda.  Sissy girls like frills so I decided to indulge Melissa fully in the sissy fantasy.  She always wears a French Maid uniform in order to delineate her as my lady’s maid.  Her fine stockings, frilly cap, frilly apron and slightly higher heels than Linda’s are not really practical for heavy housework.  She is also well made-up.  Her duties include answering the front door so should a male caller appear her attire screams enticement.  I think it’s a good look for a sissy girl.

Once Melissa was restrained with her vagina panties I was freed to use her in intimate situations without worry of things getting out of hand.  While Linda prepares morning breakfast Melissa is usually busy dressing me.

Melissa is to help me out of my nightgown and then bring my chosen clothes over to me.  She holds fresh panties for me to step into and she assists me into my bra.  She smooths my stockings on my legs before helping me into my dress.  Like a true lady’s maid she zips me into my dress before I sit at my vanity and she carefully does my hair.

I have taught Melissa how I like my makeup done and she can now apply my look like she is employed on a movie set.  I like to apply my own perfume but I have Melissa hand me the bottle.

While Linda cooks meals it is Melissa who serves them to me.  While Linda sees to the heavy housework Melissa hand washes my intimate apparel.

While Linda is my receptionist at the office it is Melissa who does my clerical work at home.  Seeing to the bills is a bore so I always put Melissa to the task.  

I would think that the most humiliating aspect of servitude for Linda is knowing that her former lover is now my sissy maid and that the sissy sees to all my needs.  I have put her tongue to use on more than one occasion for my own satisfaction.  After all a lady’s maid is supposed to see to all the needs of her lady.

I do still have gentleman callers.  Most recently I dated Daryl.  Remember him?  I did after all have to see for myself why Beth was so taken by him.  There have been many others.

I have to say that my callers all seem to be impressed by my servants.  I guess not every single girl has two maids seeing to their needs when a suitor is invited to dinner.  I’m not sure if having a suitor spend the night adds to the humiliation or to the excitement of my maids but regardless they are required to do their duty.

My lovers are most impressed when we are served breakfast in bed the morning after.  So much so that they often remark how exquisite it is to have such a pretty maid tending to their meal in the morning.  Of course they have no idea that Melissa is really just a humble sissy maid.


CHAPTER 34.  Dream Come True

I had so much fun turning prim Linda into a dithering tart and proper Melvin into Melissa the sexy sissy maid that I almost felt guilty.  I suppose it didn’t help that I had posted all of their naughty sexual adventures on the Net under the title Horny Maids for the whole world to enjoy.

The couple had no idea that the Internet site existed.  Of course I had accidently let all of the girls at the office know the address and it had over 300,000 followers but still Linda and Melissa had no idea of the humiliation and embarrassment that was being heaped upon them on a regular basis.  Even better than that Mistress Desiree checked the site often so that she could continue to give me tips on how to further train my two slutty apprentices.

I felt like I had done them both a great service removing their sexual inhibitions.  At the same time they had both been through quite a workout.  So after putting them through their paces for several weeks I decided that a day off from maid duty and from sexual humiliation was in order for both of them.  I thought of it to be sort of an opportunity to recharge them before further demands were placed on them.  So I gathered them together and offered them a day off from their life of passionate servitude.

Linda looked at Melissa and then she looked back at me before she finally spoke.

“A day off my lady?  What would the fun be in that?”

I looked the two smiling maids over before deciding what to do next.  Then I spoke to Linda.

“You are dismissed for the evening.  Melissa you are to stay here and assist me with my shower.”

I always enjoy teasing the sissy maid by having her undress me for my shower and then provide me with a warm towel when I am finished.  After that I have her brush my hair so that it stays shiny.  All that special treatment makes me feel like a queen.

Rather than jumping to warm up the shower the sissy maid paused for a moment.

“My I speak my lady?”

“Why certainly Melissa.  What’s on your mind tonight?”

“After your shower, that is my lady if you don’t mind…”

The girl hesitated so I prompted her along.

“Out with it girl I don’t have all night!”

“My lady may I please have the privilege of rubbing you down this evening with scented oil?”

It was an indulgence that I had trained Melissa for.  Massaging scented oil into every crevice of a woman’s body is not a job for an untrained sissy maid.  I knew that Melissa was requesting the honor because she liked to ogle my nude body while she worked the oil in.  For her such an opportunity was a real treat.  Since she had been wearing her vagina panties I knew that even when I was naked while she reverently massaged the oil in that I was in no danger of being taken by surprise with her lust.  I took comfort in knowing that even while she admired me she had effectively been neutered.

I had often been having her tend to me in that very manner though I hadn’t thought about it that particular evening.  I’m not always in the mood for a full body massage though I love the feeling of properly moisturized skin.  On most nights just having her tend to my hair with the brush is sufficient.  It was an elegant suggestion.

“Why of course Melissa.  That’s what you’re here for.”

“Thank you my lady.”

She gave me a little curtsy.  How ever do women get by without the services of a sissy maid at their disposal?  I have no idea but I certainly enjoy the sissy maid of my own.

I closed my eyes while the sissy girl disrobed me.  I imagined myself to be a magnificent queen in full charge of her realm.  Surely this must be how powerful queens have always felt when they had servants at their beck and call.

I do think that what makes forbidden fantasies so pleasurable is the delight in slowly uncovering them and bringing them to reality.  We all have our special dreams.  One of my own fantasies is to be tended to like a queen by an admiring sissy maid and for me my dream has come true.

What a wonderful way to live!
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You’ll enjoy all of the tempting pleasures that the deliciously erotic world of Lisa Rose Farrow has to offer you!

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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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!


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.


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.

Previously the secrets of venerable Chardin College were known only to the staff and graduates.  For the first time ever the tawdry past is revealed.  Is it possible that males are actually present on the all-woman campus?  If so where are they hidden?

Enter the world of Chardin College where women rule and males are trained to serve them.  Entertaining erotic adventure awaits you on the campus of Chardin College whether you are Dominant Woman enough to seek pleasure there or a willing sissy maid eager to provide service.  


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 tumbles 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!


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.   


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.


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 pining 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.


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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