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Dedication

To those women who still toil away with domestic chores.  May you find the perfect sissy maid to do that work for you.  After all, a sissy maid’s work is never done.

Nor should it be.


Preface.  Women’s Work

They call it women’s work.  I’m sure you’ve heard that before, because we all have.  Cooking, cleaning, laundry, and ironing.  Yes, women do windows too.  Tedious, grungy, unappreciated, domestic work.  Yuck.  Women are taken for granted while toiling like indentured servants in households everywhere.

On top of all of that, women’s work is never done.

The days of common live-in maids to do the domestic work are all gone.  For most, that’s a memory of a long-ago era.  Yet still, it’s every woman’s dream to have a maid to do all of the domestic work in her home.  We all have that dream.  Of course we do.  How could we not?

That’s why the sissy maid obsession with domestic work is so interesting.  A submissive sissy girl with an insatiable desire to do domestic work is simply delicious.  How could any woman possibly resist the allure of putting a sissy maid to work in her home?

At a time when women are becoming dominant in the workplace, how long will it be before sissy maids are commonly employed in our homes?  The sooner, the better.

There will be a time, when all a woman has to do, will be to go to a job recruiting site, and select a sissy maid for her home.  Cute, adorable, sissy maids will be in demand.  At the bottom of the workforce, the sissy maid will gladly work for little or no pay.  Just working for an authoritative woman will be the reward that the sissy maid so desperately seeks.

That time may come sooner than you may think.


Prologue.  Her Sissy Maid

So many sissy maids keep their desire to serve a woman a secret.  They fear ridicule.  For good reason.  They think that becoming a sissy maid makes them less masculine.  That’s because it does.

Being femininized for the pleasure of a woman takes real courage.  But those who share their secret desire, are rewarded for their honesty, with a uniform, and with an appropriate position in the household of an authoritative woman.

For instance, take Becky.  Her days of dressing like a female maid in secret, and dreaming of a woman to serve, are over.  Her lifelong dream of becoming a sissy maid became a reality when she confessed to her girlfriend, Lydia, her intense desire to serve.

Lydia, like many women, saw the delightful value of having a domestic maid of her own.

The rest, well, read for yourself.


Chapter 1.  Nice Deal

Lydia had been looking forward to the weekend.  It had been a long frustrating week at the office, and now it was her time to relax.  Saturday was her special time to unwind, and to be pampered.

Lydia was engrossed in her tablet, playing her favorite video word game.  She could spend hours doing word games.  They were a delightful distraction from the place that she worked at for a living.  At the same time she was relaxing, her maid, Becky, was busy cleaning up in the kitchen after breakfast.  It was a wonderful life, fit for a queen.

She was happy that she had agreed to let Becky move in.  It was hard to believe that at one point she had to think about it.  She couldn’t believe that she had once been reluctant to let the maid into her home.

Her maid had allowed Lydia to relax and to enjoy her time away from the office.  It had been months since she had lifted a finger to do any domestic chores.  Domestic chores, including routine laundry and general cleaning, now belonged to Becky.  There is nothing in the world like having maid service.

If her friends only knew the truth about her maid.  If they did, they’d likely be shocked.  Or maybe amused.  Who knows?  But Lydia wasn’t very likely to share her secret.  It would be far too awkward to explain. Why even go there?

They were already wondering how she could possibly afford a maid.  Her lowly position at the company she worked at would hardly seem sufficient to support such an extravagance.  Typically, such luxury is only reserved for the rich.  Though Lydia wasn’t wealthy, she sure felt wealthy.

Lydia took a break from her game.  She nonchalantly picked up the envelope that she had found on her tablet earlier in the morning.  She wondered what it was this time.

She knew that it was another note from her maid.  There had been several of them since she had opened the first.  Becky was not your typical maid.  In fact, Becky was actually Lydia’s boyfriend Gabe.  In a moment of honesty when they were out on a date, she had discovered his secret passion for serving a woman.

Mind you, things hadn’t really become very serious between them.  Mostly, they were just taking advantage of each other.  In other words, just two lonely people making out.  More of a friendship of convenience, than talk of anything more than possibly moving in.  Even that kind of talk had been a stretch.  They hadn’t really gotten to that point of agreement when Gabe shared his secret longing.  Once he spilled, well, to Becky, moving in seemed like a great idea.

That’s when she had found out all about his hidden submissive tendencies, and his desire for serving a woman like a female maid.  He had literally begged her to become her housemaid.  Lydia was taken completely by surprised.  He had actually begged!  Can you believe that?  Lydia had initially thought that it must be a joke.  What kind of guy wants to do housework?  Dressed up like a maid?  Lydia had to contain her laughter while Gabe explained everything about his hidden desire.  It wasn’t easy to suppress her laughter.  A few giggles escaped.  She couldn’t help herself.

Shock hardly described how she felt about the bizarre admission.  Amusement, confusion, and doubt, all mixed together.  It took a while for her to process what he was actually asking for.  Finally, the blend of emotions gave way to the possibilities.  There were plenty of those.

It took quite a while for Lydia to realize the benefit of having sissy maid service.  Once the light went on, things became easier after that.  Eventually, she thought it was sweet.  After all, Gabe was offering to provide her with a valuable service.  Real maids cost a fortune to employ.  She would never be able to afford a real maid.  Not in this lifetime.  But Gabe was offering to work for free.  A woman’s dream come true.

So Lydia had finally relented.  Why not give it a try?  What did she have to lose?  It had been a good decision.  She understood that now.  After just a few days, she couldn’t believe that she hesitated to take him up on his offer.  Having maid service was pure bliss.

The thing about Becky was that she was a shy maid.  Becky never could ask for what she wanted.  She had presented her initial request in a similar form.  A handwritten letter to Lydia pleading to become what Becky had called a sissy maid.  Becky was so embarrassed at her desire that she hadn’t even been able to ask Lydia for permission to dress up like a female maid, and to do domestic work for her.  She had to write it down.  A contrite letter, passed like a note in a classroom, asking for permission to serve like a domestic maid.  How quaint.  How servile.  Lydia had saved the letter.  It was proof, just in case Becky changed her mind. 

They had talked about her appeal after Becky had read that initial letter.  Lydia paused for a moment before she opened the latest letter.  For Lydia, the envelope she held in her hand brought back the memory of that first day when they sat down to talk.  She had Becky explain to her exactly what a sissy maid was.  Until Becky came along, Lydia had never heard of such a thing.

A guy doing domestic chores dressed like a traditional female maid?  Yeah, right.  A guy willingly in the uniform of a female maid?  Wearing women’s lingerie?  She had thought that it was unlikely that such a thing was possible.  But she had listened anyway.  Often suppressing the laughter that begged to reveal what she actually felt about the idea.

That day they had sat in the kitchen at his place after dinner.  Gabe had even lit candles for the occasion.  Becky wasn’t there yet.  At that point, Lydia hadn’t seen the maid.  At the time it was only Gabe.  He had dressed up in a suit that evening just for her.  His attire made her feel special.  He was overdressed for the occasion.  While he appeared formal, Lydia was wearing jeans and an old blouse she had put on.  A real contrast in comfort if ever there was such a thing.  She didn’t really ever dress up for Gabe.  It wasn’t that kind of relationship.  She still remembered the look on his face when he described a sissy maid.

He had obviously rehearsed his speech.  He sounded like something you might read in Wikipedia.

“A sissy maid is a male willing to do domestic work for a woman just like a female housemaid.  A sissy maid prefers to wear a housedress, or more likely, a maid's uniform, when performing her domestic duties.  Authentic clothing is important for the sissy maid to feel proper in her role.  So she will wear female clothing, right down to her panties, padded out bra, and feminine stockings.  A sissy maid will not only enjoy dressing up like a maid, she also enjoys doing housework, and even menial chores, just like an actual female maid would do.” 

Lydia had been shocked at such a description.  How could she not be?  A male in female clothing?  A guy willing to do women’s work?  At the time, she had never even imagined such a guy existed.  Talk about fantasy!  While she had stared in disbelief, Gabe had followed up that incredible description by further elaborating.

“These maids are typically extremely submissive in nature, even to the point of submitting to discipline for poor behavior, for unkempt appearance, or for substandard work.  They tend to be extremely docile, and they respond well in the employment of strict authoritative women.  The more demanding the woman in charge, the better.”

Her mind had raced at the unusual revelation.  Lydia became curious.  That same evening, she had asked Gabe to show her Becky.  With Gabe turning a deep shade of blushing red, he disappeared down the hallway towards the bedrooms.  Lydia remained at the table sipping wine while he changed.  Later, quite amazingly, Gabe actually disappeared.  Becky, the household maid, timidly stepped out of the same hallway into the kitchen.

Lydia was spellbound by the amazing transition.  Thankfully, Gabe was slightly built.  So Becky was actually a fairly good impersonation of a female maid.  In her maid uniform, with apron and cap, Becky certainly looked the part of a charming domestic maid.  Quite adorable, actually.  A black wig and a light application of makeup had completed the picture.  Lydia noticed that Becky even had her legs shaved, nicely presented in taupe stockings, just the way any real woman might appear.

While Becky was certainly no fashion model, her feminine presentation was more than adequate.  Very convincing.  She could easily be mistaken for a typical domestic without raising an iota of suspicion.  The transformation was simply amazing.

Lydia wasn’t fooled.  This wasn’t a spur of the moment decision on Gabe’s part.  Obviously Gabe had been playing the role of Becky in secret for quite a while.  There was no other way that Becky could appear to be so authentic.  Though Lydia had previously been without a clue as to what her boyfriend had been doing in the privacy of his home.

That weekend, the pronouncement was followed by a demonstration of Becky in full uniform doing laundry for Lydia at her place.  Incredibly, Becky had even handwashed her lingerie!  Lydia had been totally amazed at the enthusiasm that Becky had shown for domestic work.

Then came the best part.  The request from Becky to become her full-time maid.  A timid appeal delivered by note in an envelope, of course.  Becky had stood in front of Lydia like a shy maidservant, while Lydia casually examined the note.  The maid was quite clear about her desire.  Becky wanted to become her live-in maid more than anything else in the world.

Lydia had already observed that Becky was different than Gabe.  Becky was shy, withdrawn, and servile.  Like a blushing young maid on her first job.  Becky was cute.  Adorable.  Becky would do anything that Lydia wanted her to do.  She was the perfect maid.  Well suited for what she was requesting to do for Lydia.

That was the first time that Lydia felt like an employer.  It gave her a flush of authority.  Under the proposed arrangement, she would be in charge.  It wasn’t Gabe asking to move in, it was Becky, the shy maid.

Naturally, Lydia was reluctant at first.  It was a big step.  But eventually, she thought better of it.  Her relationship with Becky was strictly platonic.  She could live with that.  Maid service?  Well, that was too tempting to pass up.  Shortly thereafter, Lydia had agreed to let Becky move in with her.

That’s exactly what happened.  Becky moved in.  Gabe never really did.  Becky didn’t even bring any of Gabe’s clothing.  Becky stayed in the small guest bedroom.  Becky became more of a female employee than a boyfriend.  That’s the way that Lydia saw her maid these days.  Becky was a helpful maid who was doing domestic chores for her.

Once Becky moved in, a series of envelopes had followed.  The first with Becky thanking Lydia for allowing her to work for her.  Later, the letters were asking for more work.  Hey, there was only so much domestic work necessary in Lydia’s modest home!

Gabe had been downsized out of his real job.  That’s why Becky had moved in.  Gabe had been looking for work with no luck.  So Lydia was fairly sure that Becky probably wanted more work, so it was only natural for the maid to desire domestic work.

At this point, Lydia could laugh to herself.  Having maid service was really something special.  How could she have ever been so reluctant to employ Becky?


Chapter 2.  Endearing

For Lydia, dating Gabe had been simply a change of pace.  He was not even her type.  She had been seeing tall, masculine, types.  Guys slightly older than her.  Hopefully with plenty of financial wherewithal.  They all had plenty of that.  At least as far as Lydia could tell.  Gabe was none of that.  He didn’t fit the profile she had been looking for.  Not in the least.

Gabe was younger than Lydia.  More girlish than manly.  He was flat broke.  Her only interest in Gabe had been that he was an anomaly.  He was boyishly cute.  Adorable in a childlike way.  She had every intention of dating him for a week or two, and then moving on.  After all, a girl should try all flavors of boyfriend.  Lydia intended to try them all.  Variety truly is the spice of life.  So Gabe was supposed to be just another taste of something that wasn’t quite what Lydia really wanted.

It was Gabe’s confession that he wanted to serve a woman like a female maid that had kept her from sending him on his way.  An obsession with domestic work was more like it.  It had been a revelation that piqued her interest in the odd duck.  No more than that.

Even when he dropped in to date, he would straighten up in her kitchen while she finished getting ready to go.  She found that to be cute.  Adorable.  Not manly at all.  But interesting.  To say the least.

When he talked about moving in, not as Gabe, but as Becky, how could she possibly turn that down?  Her own live-in maid!  How endearing!  No girl could possibly refuse such an offer.  A gift from heaven!

Gabe had been so excited to move in, that it was Becky, not Gabe, who arrived on moving day.  It was a chance for Becky to realize a life-long dream.  Becky wanted to take advantage of the opportunity before Lydia had a chance to change her mind.

So it was a cute looking girl, in a second-hand paisley dress, that had arrived that day.  Lydia almost didn’t recognize the girl to be Becky.  Lydia had gaped in amazement while Becky brought her maid uniforms in, and then put them neatly in the closet in the guest room.  A box of female lingerie came right along with the maid uniforms.  Becky didn’t even bother to bring any of Gabe’s things.  For Becky, it was a life-long dream come true.

Lydia quickly became accustomed to the servile maid who was keeping her home spotless.  It was easy to do.

By the time Becky realized that all she had to wear was female clothing, it was too late.  Her landlord had cleared out Gabe’s old apartment.  That’s what happens when you don’t pay the rent.  All of Gabe’s possessions, including every stitch of clothing, were gone.  All of it, that is, with the exception of the female clothing that Becky had brought along to Lydia’s home.

Even if Gabe didn’t realize it yet, Becky was there to stay.  Lydia certainly didn’t have the funds to spend on clothing for Gabe.  Well, truth be told, she actually had the money, but she had no intention of spending it on bringing Gabe back.  She was more than satisfied to just have Becky in her home.

Lydia was enjoying Becky.  So she was happy to provide a few dollars so that the maid could keep herself looking like, well, a maid.  Becky gleefully spent the small stipend on stockings, makeup, and even a new maid uniform.

Essentially, Becky had trapped herself in the role of female maid.  She was enjoying herself so much that she didn’t realize what was happening to her.

The situation was fine with Lydia.  The adoring maid pampered her with attention.  The maid hung on her every word.  Becky the maid, couldn’t do enough for Lydia, the grateful employer.  It was a relationship that was far better than the relationship that Gabe ever had with Lydia.

Gabe was just not the right kind of guy for Lydia.  But Becky?  Well, she was definitely the right kind of maid.


Chapter 3.  Becky

It didn’t take very long for Lydia to immerse herself into the new lifestyle she was enjoying.  Even her own self-image had changed.  Now, she was living large, feeling very much like a high society woman.  She had even added to her wardrobe with outfits from an exclusive high fashion shop.  Now she was sophisticated, well dressed.  With an obedient servant to tend to her every need!

In truth, it wasn’t very long before Lydia no longer thought of Becky to be anything other than her female maid.  The more Lydia thought about it, the more she felt that if Becky was going to be her maid, that she should look the part. After all, there was no reason for Lydia to risk the embarrassment that would surely follow, should somebody realize who she was sharing her home with.  Why should Lydia pay an embarrassing price for Becky’ silly obsession?

So she wanted to make sure that Gabe was gone for good, leaving only Becky the maid behind.  Lydia decided that the ladies at the salon, where Lydia had her own hair styled, would see to that.  So in addition to her small stipend, and to her room and board, Lydia had provided Becky with routine salon trips.

At first, Becky had been wearing a black wig.  Once her hair grew out, she didn’t need it anymore.  The salon had provided the maid with a traditional style hairdo most suitable for a domestic maid.  Long enough to be feminine, but short enough to stay out of the way while she worked.  A perky bob that fit her station in life perfectly.  Dyed jet-black.

The feminization hadn’t stopped there.  The girls at the salon were enjoying playing with their new toy doll.  Eyebrows were trimmed and shaped.  Becky had her legs waxed.  Then her bikini area was waxed too.  The technician at the salon had giggled at how small the Brazilian waxing had made Becky’s sex appear.

At first they were also waxing her facial hair.  Then Becky had her hands and arms waxed. Then one of the stylists had suggested facial laser treatments.  Now Becky couldn’t generate facial hair even if she wanted to.  Her hands and arms would get the same treatment next.

Becky received regular manicure and pedicure treatments.  Nothing fancy, just modest nail extensions with beige polish.  Perfect for a domestic maid.  They added eyelash extensions just for fun.  The girls in the salon giggled when they saw how Becky’s flirtatious lashes gave her that sexy, come-hither look.

Each step added to the perfect feminization of Becky.  To the delight of the salon girls, they decided to “go all the way,” with their creation.  They knew that Becky wasn’t transitioning.  She was heterosexual.  She often took longing sideways peeks at the girls who were working on her.  But that just made transforming her that much more amusing for them.  The finishing touch was pierced ears and hoop earrings.  The girls actually gathered around Becky applauded her new look that day.

Becky was so exceptionally shy, that she always went to the salon wearing a blue pastel pantsuit.  The pantsuit was a gift from Lydia.  Lydia had worn it regularly to work.  It was time for a fresher outfit.  But rather than discard it, she had given it to Becky.

Incredibly, Becky thought that in the pantsuit, she still looked like Gabe.  She was wrong about that.  Not even close.  While perhaps a semblance of Gabe had initially entered the salon the first time, now only Becky arrived for her appointments.  Whether she realized it or not.  In her pastel blue pantsuit, Becky looked just like any other woman visiting the salon.

The process had been amazing to watch.  Step by step the ladies at the salon had transformed Becky into a very acceptable young girl.  Lydia had a smile on her face just reminiscing how the transition had taken place.  In Lydia’s mind, she had a real female live-in maid in her home.  They hadn’t made-out in months.  She doubted that they ever would again.  She was satisfied with that.  Good friends were difficult to find.

Good maids were even more difficult to find.


Chapter 4.  Adorable

Lydia was amused at what the girls at the salon had done with Becky.  The transition had been so gradual, over several trips, that Becky had no idea what magic the women had accomplished.

Becky still thought that she could look like Gabe if she was wearing the right clothes.  That’s how Becky came to add the blue pastel pantsuit to her wardrobe.  The pantsuit, of course, was second-hand.  It had belonged to Lydia.  When Becky ventured out shopping, or to the salon, she was embarrassed to go dressed like Becky, the maid.  So she had asked Lydia if she had something she could give her to wear so that she would look more like Gabe.

Lydia didn’t really have anything like that.  Her own wardrobe was centered on her career, mostly comprised of skirts, blouses, and modest dresses.  She had offered the well-worn pastel pantsuit to Becky as sort of a joke.  She didn’t think that Becky would take it.  It was a classic women’s pantsuit, complete with a fringe detail on the jacket, that was obviously feminine.  Lydia had worn it often to work, and it had been quite appropriate for a professional woman to wear.  But Becky seemed to think that because it was not a dress, that it must be something that a guy would wear.

Lydia couldn’t believe that Becky thought like that.  The first time Becky put it on to go out, Lydia had to suppress giggles.  The pantsuit made Becky look even more feminine.  She looked like a woman on the way to the office.  The amusement was that Becky had no idea.

That was Becky even before the salon girls got a hold of her.  Little by little the other changes took place.  If Becky realized what was happening to her, she gave no clue of it.

That was how Gabe disappeared.  At this point, he was gone for good.  The maid living in Lydia’s home, maid Becky, had become recognizable only as a woman.  She couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than a female domestic.

The finer points of femininity can easily do that to a timid male.  Actually, with little effort.  All it takes is feminine grooming habits, including hair styled properly, modest makeup, and nail polish.  After that, put any slightly built male in the right outfit, teach a little feminine demeanor, and the transition becomes complete.

It’s actually quite magical to witness.  Exceptionally amusing for a woman to impose her will on a male in such a manner.  The result is a cute, adorable, sissy girl.  Easy to dominate.  Fun to witness the blushing self-conscious sissy struggle with what a woman has been so easily able to accomplish with her.

That’s what had happened with Becky.  She was now a sissy maid, no doubt about it.  Lydia smiled to herself at the thought.  She wondered what was going to happen with Becky this time.  Hopefully, she hadn’t realized what her situation actually had become.

Lydia opened the envelope to see what Becky had to say now.


Chapter 5.  The Letter

Lydia had been correct, at least to a certain extent.  Becky wanted to become a full-time maid.  Gabe wasn’t the sort to just sit around waiting for work, and apparently, neither was Becky.

Lydia found the letter to be puzzling.  Becky was already her full-time maid, though Lydia knew that there wasn’t really enough work for her at home.  Her maid was bored.  The letter said that Becky wanted to become a full-time maid.  In some ways, it was an unattainable request.  Lydia was perplexed.  They had talked about this before.  She thought it was settled. She just didn’t have enough work for a full-time maid, so Becky would just have to deal with substantial downtime.  But she wanted Becky to be happy.  What could she possibly do?

She decided to talk to Becky, and end the full-time discussion once and for all.  She smiled.  She always enjoyed summoning the maid.  She picked up the little handbell that she used to call for the maid, and gave it a ring.  Becky quickly appeared from the kitchen where she had just finished cleaning up.

Becky stood before Lydia, attired in her neatly pressed uniform, eyes lowered in a submissive pose.  Lydia always enjoyed seeing how servile Becky actually was.  The poor sissy girl was so shy!  The bell always brought out the best of servitude in the maid.  Lydia began.

“Becky, I told you before, I’ve given you all the work that I can.  I’m sorry, I just don’t have enough work for a full-time maid.”

The maid seemed determined to make a point, though she was extremely careful when pressing the issue.

“Miss, if I may, I had a different idea this time.”

Lydia was annoyed.  She was tired of this conversation, but she decided to hear the maid out.

“Go ahead girl.  But I warn you, my patience is wearing thin.  What now?”

“I was thinking, there are many women who would like a full-time maid.  I thought that I might put out an advertisement looking for work.”

Lydia was surprised.  This was different.  An opportunity to put the girl to work without any effort on her own part.  She was curious.  She wanted to hear more.

“You mean work as a maid?  I’m sorry Becky, but I don’t think that there’s much call for a sissy maid.  That’s far too bizarre for most women to even consider.  I doubt that any woman would actually be interested in such a thing.  Far too kinky.”

Lydia immediately regretted what she said.  The way Becky looked now, she could easily pass for a woman.  If anything, she’d have difficulty passing for male.  There was no need to fess up to being a sissy maid.  Becky could probably get work at any hotel or maid service.  There are always openings for a maid.  Simply fill out an application and then start work.  No questions asked.

Becky seemed disappointed, but she wasn’t ready to give up just yet.  She had given considerable thought to her plan.  It was a good plan, one that would give her what she had always wanted with no effort on Lydia’s part whatsoever.

“I was thinking, what if I offered to work for free?  You know, just to get started.  A chance to show an employer what I could do.  Sort of like a domestic internship. Surely at least one woman would be interested in taking me up on that offer.  Don’t you think?”

Lydia stared at the maid standing in front of her.  That was certainly a new twist.  Becky was determined.  Lydia was becoming quite annoyed by all of the talk of becoming a real maid.  Clearly Becky was consumed with the idea.  Finally, Lydia relented.

Why not let her take a try at it?

“Okay, I’ll let you try.  But you have to promise, if you get a position, it’s strictly nonsexual.  You still belong to me.  Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

Becky wasted no time.  She was excited about the possibility of becoming a full-time maid.  She wanted to get started immediately, so she respectfully asked Lydia to help her compose an advertisement.

Lydia agreed, but told Becky to change into an outfit more appropriate for a girl looking for work. That wasn’t necessary, of course, but Lydia just liked to see Becky wearing different outfits.  She was so adorable!

Becky quickly complied.


Chapter 6.  Advertisement

Lydia had sat next to Becky, offering tips for composing her advertisement, while Becky typed on the laptop.  Becky was in one of her outfits that Lydia had handed down to her.  A colorful peasant dress that fit her nicely.  Becky liked the length, it fell just above her knees, and the fact that it gathered in a flattering way at her breasts.

Sitting there, dressed the way that she was, she had appeared to just be a hopeful young woman trying to land a job.  Lydia had been extremely helpful, significantly rewording Becky’s first attempt.  At this point, they had already redone the letter several times.  Now the two of them were taking a final look at it.

Are you a sophisticated woman?  Hard working domestic maid, named Becky, is looking for a discerning woman to serve.  Certainly, no refined woman of means should ever be without a domestic maid!  If you have ever wished that you had maid service, here’s your chance to be served like a queen.  For free!  That is not a typo.  Absolutely free!  Just imagine, you’ll be able to sit back and relax, while your eager maid takes good care of all of those tedious domestic jobs that you absolutely detest.  I clean, do laundry, iron, vacuum, and yes, I even do windows too.  I absolutely love to do domestic work!

All of this with one tiny little provision that I’m sure that you’ll hardly even notice.  I hesitate to even mention it.  But I must be honest.  I’m a male who likes to dress like a female maid while I work.  I’m called a sissy maid.  I know, that’s rather unusual, but that’s my thing.  If I’m put into service for you, and I certainly hope that I am, I’m sure that you won’t mind at all if I’m diligently working while you’re relaxing!  If you are a sophisticated lady, with the absolute highest of standards, who could use domestic help for free, I’m definitely the one for you.  Please call me, or text me, to set up an interview, or for more information.  Serious non-sexual inquiries only please.

Becky’s phone number and email address followed the advertisement.  There was no doubt about it.  Lydia thought that Becky was crazy.  There wasn’t a need to admit to being a sissy maid.  That would most likely scare off any potential employers.  Becky could easily be mistaken for female, so there was no reason to bring her true sex into the discussion.

Not only that, who in the world would want to do housework for someone else for free?  That was suspicious all by itself.  Women everywhere abhor housework.  Admitting that the potential maid enjoyed housework was almost like saying that the advertisement was a phony hoax.  Nobody likes doing housework, right?

Lydia didn’t want to disappoint Becky.  She didn’t want to risk losing her own maid either.  She thought that she might try to talk Becky out of placing the advertisement.

“Becky, are you absolutely sure that you want to do this?  It could turn out to be hard work.  Once you commit to such an arrangement, you’ll have to stay with it.”

Becky nodded her head.  “Yes.”

With that, Becky held her breath, and then she carefully pressed send.  The advertisement posted.  Now all Becky had to do was wait for replies.

Excitement grew while time slowly ticked by.  Lydia left Becky alone, convinced that Becky would discover that the advertisement was simply an exercise in futility.

Becky anxiously checked her phone and email every few hours for messages.  No serious inquiries came.  Oh, there were a couple of guys who wanted to know if she did indecent things that can’t even be mentioned here.  She certainly wasn’t that kind of maid!  There was even a film producer who wanted to cast her into an explicit pornographic production in a non-speaking part.  Becky had to tell him that she didn’t do that sort of thing either.  How infuriating!

The days went by.  Becky returned to her domestic duties.  Lydia was pleased that her arrangement with the sissy maid wasn’t going to change.  She also felt sorry for Becky.  She even suggested that Becky change the advertisement, omitting the angle of working for free.  Such a change, Lydia felt, would show that there was true value to what Becky was offering.  But Becky was convinced that the advertisement was perfect, so no change was made.

Five days later, there still wasn’t any serious response.  Just more inquiries from guys who were looking for something other than housekeeping assistance.  The nerve of them!

Becky was about ready to give up.


Chapter 7.  Maribeth Elwood

Across town, Maribeth Elwood was finally living her dream.  She had worked for a corporation for years before striking out on her own.  Now she was a respected financial advisor with clients of her own.  She specialized in seeing to the needs of successful women, and successful men, who didn’t have time to deal with their own finances.  That’s where Maribeth came in.

She wasn’t rich quite yet, but she was doing well enough to have bought the imposing mansion that she was now residing in.  It was a delightful perk that she had bestowed upon herself to celebrate her success.  Admittedly, it was in the older part of town.  But it was a stately old place that had been recently remodeled by the former owner.  Now it was hers.

The mansion was just what Maribeth needed to advance her career.  It was all about prestige, and the estate sized home exuded it.  Maribeth worked from home, and she often had clients stop by for consultation.  She needed to make an impression of financial wealth so that her clients would take her seriously.  The mansion did the job quite nicely.  The home was a major part of Maribeth’s marketing plan. 

Her plan was working perfectly.  Maribeth enjoyed the wide-eyed look that clients had when they first came in the front door and witnessed the opulence.  What better way to sell financial assistance than to exhibit what financial success could bring?  

It was an extravagantly huge home.  A throwback to an era that had long since faded away.  More than enough for one woman.  More than what one woman could possibly handle.  What it needed was a maid.  Maribeth hardly had time to do the necessary upkeep.  Cleaning windows, vacuuming floors, and polishing tile, all takes time that Maribeth simply didn’t have.  Though she had only lived there for a few months, the place was already in need of a good cleaning.  Not a good look for new clients.

Though Maribeth was successful, she wasn’t successful enough to hire maid service.  She dreamed of the day when she would be that successful.

Maribeth also needed a secretary.  She was perusing employment sites for just the right person.  But the numbers just weren’t there to allow her to make the hire that she wanted.  Or for that matter, to make any hire at all.  She just wasn’t making that kind of money.  At least not yet.  She thought that she would have to make do.  That was when she came across the ad.

Are you a sophisticated woman?  Hard working domestic maid, named Becky, is looking for a discerning woman to serve.  Certainly, no refined woman of means should ever be without a domestic maid!  If you have ever wished that you had maid service, here’s your chance to be served like a queen for free.  That is not a typo.  Absolutely free!  Just imagine, you’ll be able to sit back and relax, while your eager maid takes good care of all of those tedious domestic jobs that you absolutely detest.  I clean, do laundry, iron, vacuum, and yes, I even do windows too.  I absolutely love to do domestic work!

Maribeth was intrigued.  She smiled.  Was it possible that somebody liked to do housework so much that she would do it for free?  It didn’t seem very likely.  There had to be a catch.

She stopped reading for a moment.  Her imagination went to work.  A maid for free!  Maribeth read the first part of the advertisement over several times before she read the rest.  Then she found the catch.  After all, nobody works for free, unless there is a catch.  Usually in the fine print.  This time, it was in the remainder of the advertisement.

All of this with one tiny little provision that I’m sure that you’ll hardly even notice.  I hesitate to even mention it.  But I must be honest.  I’m a male who likes to dress like a female maid while I work.  I’m called a sissy maid.  I know, that’s rather unusual, but that’s my thing.  If I’m put into service for you, and I certainly hope that I am, I’m sure that you won’t mind at all if I’m diligently working while you’re relaxing!  If you are a sophisticated lady, with the absolute highest of standards, who could use domestic help for free, I’m definitely the one for you.  Please call me, or text me, to set up an interview, or for more information.  Serious non-sexual inquiries only please.

There it was.  Sissy maid.  It sounded kinky.  But the maid had said work for free.  She could use free help.  The more she mulled it over, the more she fixated on the maid part, and the less she cared about the dressed like a female maid part.

She almost passed up the opportunity.  What kind of guy would dress up like a female maid and do domestic work for free?  Must be a nut.  But then, how could it hurt to get a little peek?  A tiny little trial just to see how it might work out. 

What’s the worst thing that could happen?  She could always fire the maid if things didn’t work out.  Why not give it a try?  After all, the price was right.  You can’t beat free.

In her mind, she imagined the maid hard at work while she tended to her clients.  The guy was most likely a sissy type, so in her mind, Becky would certainly look like a female maid.  For sure.  How could she not?  So her clients might see the maid, but they would never know the truth.  If the maid wasn’t convincing, she could simply pass on the opportunity.

Maribeth hadn’t had very many relationships with guys.  All the girls said if you’ve got it, flaunt it.  She didn’t have it.  At least she didn’t think so.  She was slightly built.  No curves, no dates.  The other girls had even laughed at her when she was back in school.

She even had a nickname in school.  The girls called her 34-A.  All of the girls added a little padding back then, but she couldn’t possibly add enough padding to make herself date-worthy.  She couldn’t fix a 34-A and not look phony doing it.  She should know.  She had certainly tried.  To no avail.  She was born that way, and that was just the way it was going to be.

So she sat at home on weekends, while the other girls got all of the dates.  She was doomed to the life of a lonely spinster well before the age of thirty.  That’s what fate had decreed.  At least that’s what she had always believed.

Maribeth sighed at the thought.  Perhaps this was an opportunity to get even with a guy for all of those lonely weekend nights.  A sissy maid?  No problem.  She would finally get to put a guy in his place.  She giggled at the thought of a guy in a maid uniform.  She would insist upon that.  Apron and cap would be a non-negotiable requirement.  Stockings and garter belt too.  She grinned.  A padded-out bra too.  Only a D cup would do.  That would serve him right.  Then, once the sissy was dress for the part, she would ignore him, make him work like a common domestic, and she would enjoy every minute of it. 

So there!

She picked up her cell phone, and then she paused to take a few moments to be sure that was what she wanted to do.  Last chance to change her mind.  She looked around the luxurious sitting room that she was in.  It was only a small part of the opulent home, but it was huge.  It would take quite a bit of time just to dust and to vacuum that room.  The rest of the home needed attention.  Attention that she didn’t have the time to see to.  Attention that a maid would surely have the time to tend to.  Oh, why not?

She gave a lick of her lips.  A sissy maid eh?  She might have fun with that.

Finally she gave in and called the number.


Chapter 8.  Grand Lady

It was Wednesday.  Becky’ cell phone was quiet.  There hadn’t been a single legitimate inquiry from her advertisement.  Now, even the tawdry calls had ended.  She was still glad that she had turned them down.  She had no interest in sucking cock in order to get a job.  She just wasn’t that desperate.

She was beginning to lose hope.  When the cell rang, she made note of the caller identification.  Elwood Financial.  Becky’s heart sank.  Probably a marketing call.  Becky tentatively answered the phone, because she presumed that it was simply an annoying marketer trying to sell her something she didn’t need.

“Hello.”

The voice on the other end sounded very formal.  Clearly a very well-educated woman.

“Hi, this is Miss Maribeth Elwood.  I’m calling about the advertisement for a maid.  To whom am I speaking with?”

Becky was so excited that she almost dropped the phone.

“This is maid Becky.  Thank you so much for calling.”

There was a moment of silence, while Maribeth thought once more about what she was doing before she continued.  She hadn’t been sure that the ad was legitimate.  She hadn’t thought past just calling the number.  It was too late to back out now.  She composed herself.

She would treat the maid the way she would any employee.  That seemed like the right thing to do.  She decided that it was best to conduct an interview, so that she could see what she was dealing with.  It had to be in a public place, just in case this Becky was some kind of sexual predator.  A woman should always be careful.  She knew just the place.

“Becky, I’d like to set up an interview with you.  Are you free tomorrow, say at 8:00?”

“Yes, yes, yes Ma’am, I’m free.”

Becky could kick herself.  She had sounded far too excited.  She didn’t want to sound desperate.  But she really was excited.  She had to calm down or she would ruin things before they even began.  She took a deep breath while Miss Elwood gave her instructions.

“I’ll meet you at the downtown diner on First Street.  I go there for my morning coffee.  You’ll know who I am because I’ll be wearing a red scarf.”

Meribeth paused for a moment.  She wondered how Becky would dress.  The ad said that Becky was male.  She decided not to worry about it.  The sissy was looking for work, so it was her problem.  Maribeth said the first thing that came to mind.

“Wear a pink tie so that I can identify you.  Be prompt.”

With that, before Becky could speak another word, Maribeth ended the call.  Becky had questions, but she didn’t get a chance to ask them.  No matter.  This was the big break that she had been anxiously waiting for.

That evening, when Lydia came home from work, Becky excitedly told her about the job interview.  The advertisement had worked!  She had an interview with Miss Maribeth Elwood first thing in the morning!

Becky wanted Lydia’s opinion on what she should wear.  Should she wear her maid uniform?  Or, should she go in guy mode?  She had no idea what she should do.  She looked to Lydia for advice.  Lydia didn’t hesitate one bit.

“It’s your first meeting with a potential employer.  You don’t want to scare her off.  Forget about the maid uniform, wear your blue pastel pantsuit.  You do have a pink tie, don’t you?”

No, she didn’t.  She didn’t even have a stitch of guy clothing.  Even the pantsuit had been Lydia’s.  Tie?  No way. Becky shook her head. 

Lydia wanted to be helpful.

“Don’t worry about it.  I’ll give you a pink scarf.  That will have to do.”

Becky was pleased with the substitute.  She smiled that the decision of how to dress had been made.

“Good.  I’ll arrive exactly at 8:00, pink scarf and all.”

Becky relaxed.  This was going to work out.  Then something occurred to her.  She had to ask a favor.

“One more thing.  Do you think that you could write me a letter of recommendation?  I might need one.”

Lydia smiled.  Becky really was serious about this.

“No problem at all dear.  I’ll give you an excellent review.  No maid should ever be kept from her duties working for a demanding grand lady.”

Lydia tried successfully to suppress a giggle. Writing up a letter of recommendation would be no problem at all for Lydia.  She pictured Becky’s new employer in her mind.  With any luck, this Maribeth Elwood would be a strict elderly woman who would finally keep Becky busy.  Becky would spend hours trying to satisfy a picky employer.  A few days of hard work for a demanding woman would burst the dreamy domestic fantasy that Becky had imagined.

It would be a bargain for Lydia one way or another.  If things worked out, she’d finally get Becky out of the house so she didn’t have to listen to her begging for more work.  There would still be enough time for Becky to do chores for Lydia.  If things didn’t work out, then she would get her maid back, and the idea of becoming a full-time maid would fade away.

For Lydia, it was win, win.


Chapter 9.  Anticipation

Becky couldn’t have possibly been more nervous getting ready for her big interview.  She was so excited that she had stayed up all night thinking about it.  Her lifelong fantasy was about to come true.

Her mind was elsewhere while she dressed.  She had been dressing like a maid so often that she didn’t even realize that she had put her bra on and that she had padded it out with falsies to her usual D bustline.  Then she slipped into her nylon blouse.  It was the only blouse that she had.  It had tiny little buttons under ruffles in front.  Obviously feminine.  With the pastel blue slacks, a matching jacket, the pink scarf that Lydia had provided, and low heels, she was dressed for her big interview.

She had no idea how feminine that outfit made her look.  She had been dressing like that to go to the salon, fully thinking that she appeared to be male.  Instead, she clearly appeared to be a young lady, dressed appropriately for a job interview.  Her mind was elsewhere.  She couldn’t have been less oblivious to her feminine appearance.

Once she was dressed, it was time for all of the usual details.  She carefully brushed her hair.  At this point, the style that the salon had given her appeared feminine, regardless of how it was brushed.  She decided not to use lipstick, though with her soft features, it hardly mattered.  With all of the rest of the feminization, omitting lipstick simply gave her a serious-minded image.  Perfect for a job interview.  But she felt odd without her eyeshadow and blush.  She applied both lightly.  Those steps served to further enhance her female image.

Had she taken one final look at herself in the mirror, she would have realized that Gabe most certainly wasn’t going out on this interview.  No, Miss Maribeth Elwood was going to meet Becky.

Lydia was sipping tea in the kitchen when Becky entered.  When Lydia saw Becky she smiled.  Apparently Becky was going out for the interview looking very much like a woman.  Lydia thought that was best.  Why start out a new relationship by hiding something important?  Gabe had long since disappeared, so there was no sense in denying it.  Becky looked longingly at Lydia for her approval.

“How do I look?  Be honest.”

Becky did a little girlish twirl.  She had been picking up feminine habits, and that was one of them.

Lydia rolled her eyes, then smiled again.  Becky was taking her role so seriously that she obviously didn’t realize how she had picked up so many habits typically attributed to a woman.  It was part of what made Becky so adorable.

“You look lovely Becky.  A perfect appearance for applying for a domestic position.  I’m sure that Maribeth will be delighted with your presentation.  Very professional.”

Becky blushed a light pink.  She wasn’t accustomed to receiving compliments, particularly when it came to her female appearance.  She was so excited that she started towards the door to leave.  Lydia stopped her.

“Did you forget something honey?”

Becky was confused.  She thought that she had dressed appropriately, so what else was there to do?

Lydia smiled.

“I have something for you dear.”

With that, Lydia reached down for a pink purse that was waiting at her side.  She offered it to Becky.

“A girl shouldn’t leave home without her purse.  Your letter of recommendation is inside, plus a wallet with couple of dollars, just in case.  Car keys are in there too.”

Becky quickly took hold of the purse.  Lydia had always accompanied her outside the home, so she never needed any of the basics.  Lydia had been so helpful!

“Thank you!  I almost forgot.”


Chapter 10.  Diner

Maribeth sat in the diner waiting for her applicant to arrive.  She had been so excited about hiring a maid, that she had been at the diner a half hour early.  For her, the clock was slowly plodding towards 8:00.  She had her power navy blue skirt suit on, along with her red scarf.  Maribeth was nervous.  She was taking this interview far too seriously.  A guy in a maid uniform?  Give me a break!

She had already decided what she would do, depending on the outcome of the interview.  If things didn’t look perfect, she would just turn him down.  If she liked what she saw, she would schedule a second interview, just to be sure.  She mentally practiced both possibilities, and how she would respond to each.

But the thing was, she really needed the help in order to make her business work.  It might be years before she had the clientele necessary to hire, and pay for, a real maid.  Not to mention a secretary.  She needed one of those too.  This may be the only option that she had.  She took a deep breath to try and settle herself down.  She wanted to appear calm and collected.  Not desperate.  Even if that was the situation.

The time on her cell turned exactly 7:59 when Becky came thru the door.  Becky was not at all what Maribeth had expected.  A good first impression. Rather than an obvious male, she was womanly, slightly built.  Her nicely coiffed hair was styled in an unmistakable woman’s bob cut.  A good choice for a young housekeeping maid.

Had she not been expecting a male, she may have easily mistaken him for a woman.  She had doubts.  Was this really a male pretending to be female?  Or was this actually a woman pretending to be a male?  Maribeth wasn’t sure.  If Becky was a woman, the whole work for free thing was a good ploy.  The male maid angle was confusing because Maribeth was looking at an applicant who appeared distinctly female.  Her pastel blue suit even helped to make her look professional.  A nice touch.  She tried not to smile at the pink scarf.  Not a tie, but close enough.

Becky noticed the beautiful young woman wearing her red scarf.  Dignified.  Refined.  She approached her, but didn’t take the initiative to sit.  Instead, she stood, and waited for her invitation.  Becky didn’t know if he should offer to shake her hand.  So she made no such attempt.

Maribeth tried her best to sound authoritative.  She had never hired anybody before, so for her this was a whole new experience.

“You may sit down Becky, let’s talk.”

Just then, a waitress came over, and put Maribeth’s coffee down on the table.  She looked at Becky, pad in hand.

“Miss, is there anything that I can get for you?”

Becky was far too nervous to eat or drink.  It didn’t even occur to her that even in her pantsuit she was passing for female.  The sissy girl simply declined with a shake of her head, then the waitress returned to her duties.  Maribeth wasted no time, she wanted to immediately put the applicant to the test.

“Sweetie, the waitress failed to bring cream and sugar.  Would you be a dear and bring them from the counter?”

Becky couldn’t move fast enough.  She immediately went to the front counter, and then brought cream and sugar.  Maribeth slowly added a touch of both to her coffee while Becky sat down again.  Maribeth could see that Becky was nervous.  Clearly the girl was anxious about her interview.  That helped Maribeth to calm down.  Maribeth began to realize that she was in a position of authority.  She was in charge.  She felt confident enough to delay a little, just enough to let the girl fret just a bit.

It was silent while Maribeth took a sip of the fresh brew. Maribeth took her time gathering her thoughts.  She gave a long look at the girl who wanted to work for her for free.

Finally, it was Becky who broke the awkward moment.  With a nervous tremble to her voice, she managed to recite her pre-practiced dialogue.  She spoke so softly, that Maribeth could barely hear her.

“I’m so pleased to meet you Ma’am.  I do have a letter of introduction.”

Maribeth had made an imposing impression.  Becky could see that this was not a woman to be disrespected.  Her hand shook while she presented Maribeth with the envelope that she had taken out of her purse.

Maribeth wasn’t expecting such proper protocol.  Wow!  Pantsuit and manners too.  She gave a little smile, then took the envelope, but she did not say a word.  The maid had spoken with a tiny voice, the voice of a shy woman, not the voice of a confident male.  She liked that.  So far, so good.

Becky sat nervously, trying not to fidget, while Maribeth calmly opened the envelope, and then began to read.  The words were elegantly written, obviously from the hand of a woman.

To Whom It May Concern:

Please consider Becky for your position of full-time maid.

Maribeth stopped for a moment, then looked straight at Becky.

“Nice handwriting.  I’m impressed.”

Now totally gripped with nervousness, Becky could only manage to nod her head.  Maribeth looked back down at the letter.

She has worked for me for over 18 months and has done a capable job.  She is proficient in cleaning, vacuuming, doing laundry, and kitchen duty.  She does an exceptional job of cleaning bathrooms.  I highly recommend her for a position as domestic maid servant in the employ of a refined woman.

Maribeth found herself interested.  She took a quick sip of her coffee before she continued.

While Becky makes for an unusual maid, I can assure you that she is only interested in a platonic relationship where she functions solely as a domestic maid.  Please feel free to contact me if you would like further information.

Sincerely,

Lydia

Lydia’s cell number was at the bottom of the letter.  Maribeth slowly put the letter back in the envelope.  Perfect.  Exactly what she wanted to hear.  She tried not to get too excited.

“Becky, just who is Lydia?”

“Lydia is my girlfriend.  She employs me as her maid.  But there’s not nearly enough work for me there.”

“I see.  So your girlfriend knows that you are here?”

“Oh yes.”

“Does she approve?”

“Yes, yes, she does.”

Maribeth paused again.

“Let me tell you about the position.  I need a full-time maid, five days a week, from first thing in the morning until after dinner.  You would not only clean, and do laundry, but you would greet my clients at the front door, and then escort them in to see me.  I want a professional appearing maid, capable of doing household chores, who adds a bit of style to my home business.  Do you think that you fit the bill?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

Maribeth smiled.  She liked the formality, but Ma’am made her sound like she was much older than she was.

“You may call me Miss Elwood.”

“Yes Miss Elwood.”

Maribeth liked the way Becky had immediately responded to that instruction.  She would be easy to work with.

“I want commitment.  I don’t have the time to be fussing with my maid.”

Truthfully, Maribeth wanted to hire the sissy girl on the spot.  But instead, she tried to be reserved.  The girl clearly wanted the job, so there was no reason not to be a bit coy.

“I have many other applicants to consider.  So I’ll keep you in mind.  If you were hired, I would expect a long-term relationship.”

She raised one eyebrow, expecting a response.

“Yes Miss Elwood.  Absolutely.”

“Very well.  I need to consider my other applicants. If I’m interested, I’ll call.  You’re dismissed.”

She was already feeling like an employer.  She had brushed the applicant away with a wave of her hand, like Becky was already a domestic maid in her employ.  Of course there were no other applicants.  She couldn’t afford to hire a real maid.

She watched Becky walk away.  The pantsuit flattered the sissy girl.  Nice ass.  She was qualified alright.  Very qualified.  The price was right too.  She imagined that in a maid uniform nobody would be the wiser regarding the true identity of her maid.  This could work.

Honestly, she couldn’t tell if she had just interviewed a girl pretending to be a boy, or a boy pretending to be a girl.  The generous bustline made her think that she must be a girl trying to pose as a sissy maid.  Why would anybody want to do that?  Why lie about it one way or the other?  She shook her head.  Either way, Becky was a find.  She took another sip of her coffee, and then she picked up her cell phone.


Chapter 11.  Nerves

When Becky arrived home, Lydia was excitedly waiting for her.

“I received a call from Maribeth Elwood.  She wants you to come in for a second interview, tomorrow at noon, at her place.  She wants me to come along too.”

Becky got a rush of excitement.  She just knew that it would work out.  Getting called for a second interview meant that she would most likely be offered a position.  This was going to be fun.  Lydia continued.

“Maribeth made one thing very clear.  She wants to see Becky on Saturday, in full uniform.  She specifically said that she doesn’t want to ever see you out of uniform again.  That seems reasonable to me, don’t you think?”

Lydia didn’t wait for a response.  Instead she continued on.

“I guess that she wants to see precisely who she is hiring.  She also said that she didn’t want her neighbors to see anything other than a domestic maid coming and going from her home.  She does have her own reputation to protect.  She doesn’t want to get caught up in some sort of scandal over a sissy maid.  She’s far too busy for that.”

Then it hit Becky for the first time.  Maid Becky had never been outside the home before.  She had been hiding behind the blue pastel pantsuit whenever she went out.  She had thought that in the pantsuit she looked like Gabe, even though she most certainly did not.  She had thought that she would change into Becky once he arrived at Miss Elwood’s home.  It had never occurred to her that Becky that she would have to be seen in uniform on the way over, or coming and going from outside her employer’s home.  Lydia gave Becky an inquisitive look.

“What’s the matter dear?  I thought that’s what you wanted.”

“It is, but I didn’t expect to be seen outside…”

Lydia interrupted Becky to give her reassurance.

“Don’t worry Becky,” she put emphasis on the word Becky.  “You look fine once you’re all dressed up in uniform.  You always do.  Nobody will know.  You really do make a fine domestic maid.  I would be surprised if anyone ever managed to realize the truth.”

Regardless, Becky wasn’t quite so sure.  After all, it was one thing to dress up like a female maid in the privacy of a residence, but quite another to be seen outside on the way to work.  There were bound to be strangers that would see her.

At least Lydia would be coming along too.  She could drive them over in her car.  Lydia drove the good car, a brand-new Lexus.  The last thing that Becky wanted to do was to drive across town dressed like a female maid in her own car, an old second-hand Kia Soul.  That would make her feel even more uncomfortable than she would already be.

Becky didn’t sleep very well that night.  Instead, she stayed up wondering if she had done the right thing.  Working for another woman would be a big step for Becky.  A step Becky always wanted to take, but a big step nonetheless.  It was, however, the opportunity that she had always wanted.

Becky was up and out of bed with the rising sun.  She wanted to change into her maid uniform right away, so that she had plenty of time to look just right for Miss Elwood.

Once she was dressed, she took a long look at herself in the mirror.  She liked the way that she looked.  Maybe Lydia was right.  The image that stared back at her couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than a female maid.

She smiled at herself, then did a little shimmy, showing off her feminine bust.  It would be fun working for Miss Elwood.  She may as well enjoy herself by fully immersing herself in her role.

Being a full-time domestic maid would be fun.


Chapter 12.  Awkward Moment

Becky stepped over to the passenger side of the car and opened the door.  She carefully sat down, then swung her legs into the car the way she had so often seen women do.  She felt very self-conscious getting into the car in her dress.  Fortunately, in the garage, nobody could see her.  Once seated, she smoothed her apron.  She felt a bit silly dressed in her maid uniform.  She had always worn her pantsuit whenever she went out of the house.

She was concerned that she would be recognized for what she really was.  She was certain that the first person who saw her would immediately realize that she was a male in a female maid uniform.  But it was worse than that.  Most likely, even if she passed for a woman, anybody who saw her would think that she was simply a domestic maid.  Then she realized how silly it was for her to be thinking like that.  She smiled to herself.  Of course, she actually was a maid!

The safety of the car helped her to feel more secure.  When the garage door opened, and Lydia backed the car out, it was the very first time that Becky had ever been outside her home dressed like a female maid.  The bright sunshine illuminated her, making her fully aware of her attire.

In the car on the way over to Miss Elwood, Becky lowered her eyes, and tried to look straight ahead.  She didn’t want to make eye contact with any of the other drivers.  If she did make eye contact, then she would have to respond to their attention.  She had no idea how she should react if she were noticed.

Lydia seemed oblivious to her nervous maid.  She just drove along, small talking about what a nice day it was.  When they stopped at a light, Becky looked down at her hands in her lap.  They were on her white apron, the apron of a female maid.  She looked down at her legs.  The pretty legs of a woman, nicely presented in stockings that only a woman would wear.  She felt silly. She wasn’t sure why.  She had been dressing just like this while working for Lydia for quite some time.  Somehow, this was different.  This was far too real.

Sitting there, she felt embarrassed too.  Her fantasy had come to life.  She definitely looked the part of a real maid.  Miss Elwood would no doubt expect her to act the part that she appeared to be.  She wasn’t so sure that she could do that for a complete stranger.  Previously, she had been so excited about the opportunity.  Now she was frightened like a little girl about to try out something new.

She wanted to go back home.  Maybe she should reconsider working like a maid.  Perhaps she wasn’t ready for that yet.  She decided that yes, she had made a mistake.  But when Lydia pulled the car into the circular drive in front of Miss Elwood’s home, it was far too late to change her mind.  There was no turning back at that point.

Becky quickly looked around the neighborhood.  The homes were huge, so far apart that most likely nobody would notice her when she stepped out of the car.  That was a break.  When the car stopped, she looked up at the house.  What an impressive mansion!  They certainly don’t make them like that anymore.  No wonder Miss Elwood wanted a maid.  Miss Elwood’s home was quite impressive.  With a place that size, she needed one maid, maybe even two maids.  The word mansion didn’t quite describe what she was looking at.  It was quite an impression.

Hesitating, the maid looked at Lydia.  Lydia gave the maid a smile.

“Well dear, it’s what you wanted.  Don’t look so nervous.  Let’s go get you that job girl!”

Still unsure of herself, Becky opened the car door.  She managed to get out of the car in somewhat of a ladylike manner.  There was nobody around to notice, just a small squirrel watching her from a nearby tree, no doubt amused by the awkwardness of the maid.

When the front door opened, there was Miss Maribeth Elwood, dressed impeccably, like a true professional financial advisor.  Very starchy, not smiling at all.  She only glanced at Becky for a moment, then she turned her full attention to Lydia.  Becky felt small at that moment.  Just like that, she had been immediately put in her place, that of a mere household servant.  Miss Elwood had deemed the maid not even worthy of a greeting.

“So pleased to meet you Lydia, please do come right in.”

Lydia walked beside Maribeth into the front parlor.  Becky followed behind, not quite knowing what she should be doing.  Maribeth motioned to a chair.

“Have a seat Lydia.  Would you care for coffee or tea?  I also have scones.”

“Coffee would be nice.”

Only then did Maribeth look directly at Becky.

“Becky, the kitchen is down the main hallway at the back of the house.  You’ll find everything that you need there.  I’ll have coffee also.  See to it girl.”

The condescending tone was unmistakable.  Becky felt her face flush.  Becky, somewhat taken aback at the order, turned to follow directions.  She hurried down the hallway to fulfill the request.  It was not exactly the reception that she was expecting.  Once again, she had been casually dismissed like she was a mere maid.  Then she caught herself.  This was a job interview wasn’t it?

After all, she was the maid.

While Becky obeyed the request, Lydia took a longer look at Maribeth.  She was not what she had expected.  This was not the elderly woman who Lydia had envisioned.  Though she seemed authoritative, even downright demanding, she was definitely attractive.

Maribeth was a young woman.  Elegantly dressed in a professional manner.  Perfectly styled hair, impeccable makeup.  Obviously a very successful perfectionist.  Lydia wondered how such a young woman had managed to obtain such a magnificent home.

The home obviously was in need of domestic help.  How could it not be?  A place that size would need constant attention.  Becky would be kept busy, that was for certain.  Perhaps a few days of housekeeping work for the young lady would burst the dreamy fantasy that Becky had imagined. 

Maribeth sat down across from Lydia.

“Let’s talk.” 


Chapter 13.  Conversation

Becky went down the long hallway to the kitchen.  The ornate house was every bit the monstrous building that it looked like from the outside.  There were side hallways that branched out from the main hallway.  It would be easy to get lost in the cavernous maze of corridors.  Her heels clicked and echoed on the marble tile floor while she walked.  When she peeked inside several rooms along the way, she tried to imagine herself cleaning them.  There was plenty of work to be done in the mansion.  No doubt about it.  If she got the position, she would be kept quite busy.

Becky was surprised when she reached the enormous country kitchen.  Of course such an elegant home was equipped with a substantial kitchen.  It had to be.  A chef could easily prepare a banquet for dozens of guests there.  Of course, Becky had no such skill.  She viewed the appliances, cabinets, and ample countertops from the standpoint of a simple domestic.  A maid could find herself working hard just to keep this one room clean.

Apparently, Miss Elwood had saved her the trouble of searching for things.  There were fresh scones, still warm, on a tray on top of the stove.  The coffee pot just needed to be turned on.  There was a Victorian serving cart with cups, plates, spoons, and napkins, all ready to go.  There was also a little handbell on the cart.  The kind of bell that is traditionally used to summon a servant.  Becky gave a little chuckle.  Miss Elwood was clearly serious about having maid service.  This was for real!

There wasn’t all that much for Becky to do.  Becky just needed to fill the creamer from the refrigerator, put the sugar on the cart, and brew the coffee.  Easy-peasy.

There were dishes in the sink, plus a bit of a mess on the counter where Miss Elwood must have worked on the scones.  She knew that the ladies were waiting for their coffee.  What should she do?  She paused for a moment before making a decision.  Becky decided that she didn’t have time to tend to cleaning up the kitchen, so she just left it all alone.  She would have to tend to that later.

In only a few minutes, Becky was rolling the serving cart back down the same hallway that she had just traversed.  For a moment she thought that she was lost, but she listened for voices, and then she followed the sound of feminine conversation back to the parlor.

Maribeth and Lydia were laughing about something, but Becky paid no attention.  Instead, she poured coffee, and then she inquired if Miss Elwood desired cream and sugar.  This time, Miss Elwood simply nodded.  Becky took the cue, carefully preparing her coffee the way she had witnessed in the downtown diner.  After adding both cream and sugar, she inquired if Lydia also wanted cream and sugar.

Of course, she already knew exactly how both ladies liked their coffee, but she thought it best not to be presumptuous.  The maid was just trying to act like a professional servant.  Asking Lydia for her preference was the appropriate way for a maid to treat a guest.  She felt that would make a better impression on her potential employer.  Lydia smiled, and then nodded her approval of both.

Before she took a sip, Maribeth looked at the maid.

“Becky, be a dear and clean up in the kitchen.  When you’re through with that, see to the laundry.  The laundry room is down in the basement.  My bedroom is the large one upstairs, fold everything, and take it up.  Then be sure to make the bed with clean sheets.  You’ll find them in the hallway closet.”

Maribeth didn’t wait for an acknowledgement from the maid.  No doubt, she expected the maid to comply without question.  So she simply ignored the maid, and turned her attention back to Lydia.  As expected, Becky quickly left the room, headed back down the hallway to the kitchen.

The women continued talking in the parlor. 

“I’m so glad that you came Lydia.  When I saw the advertisement, I was concerned that I might be dealing with a sex starved guy, or perhaps somebody who was interested in cheating on their wife.  I appreciated your letter of introduction that made it clear that Becky was only interested in a platonic relationship with her employer.  Good help is so hard to find these days.”

Lydia smiled.

“It was no problem at all.  Actually, I’m delighted that you invited me.  I was interested in who was taking Becky up on her unusual hobby.  I’m glad that it’s you.”

Both ladies shared a laugh before Maribeth spoke.  She wanted to be certain about Becky.

“Becky sure makes a convincing woman.  She really is a sissy girl, right?”

Lydia nodded before Maribeth continued.

“Had I met her for the first time today, I would have had no idea what she was hiding underneath that dress.  I do have a question.  I know that you said Becky was interested in a purely platonic relationship.  But what I’m concerned about is the possibility that Becky gets, you know, excited about her work.  I can’t have that sort of thing going on in my home.”

“Trust me, Becky likes her housework.  If it would make you feel better, I do have a chastity trainer for her.  It keeps everything in place.  Though I must say, she doesn’t have much to work with anyway.  Trust me, I know.”

The ladies giggled.  A chastity trainer?  Maribeth had never heard of such a thing, but she liked the concept.  She decided that would be a bit much.  She didn’t want the maid to be constrained like that.  But she would keep it in mind, if there happened to be a need.

“Oh, I don’t think that’ll be necessary.  But it’s nice to know it’s available just in case.”

Lydia wasn’t sure she wanted to mention anything else.  It seemed likely that Becky had the job.  She didn’t want to spoil things for Becky.  After all, the sissy was really excited about the opportunity.  But she decided to do so anyway.

“If she gets out of hand, you can also discipline her.”

Maribeth raised an eyebrow.

“Discipline?”

“That’s right.  Discipline.  There was a time when maids were disciplined by their superiors for poor manners or for sloppy performance.  Becky is old-fashioned that way.  You can spank Becky if she gets out of hand.  She’ll accept any discipline measure that you may decide upon.  She doesn’t mind.”

Maribeth hadn’t really even thought of anything like that. Though the thought of spanking the maid was intriguing.  Talk about getting even with the opposite sex!  Now she realized that there must be at least a small sexual component to what Becky was doing.  Interesting.  She would file that away for later use.  Things were looking so good that she didn’t want to get distracted by something like that.

“So Lydia, tell me, when did you first find out about Becky?”

“Oh, it’s been a quite a while.  She started out just doing online bills for me.  It was cute watching her dress up like a sexy secretary, and then sitting down at the computer paying bills.  She had a little paisley dress, quite the tawdry outfit, just for that.

A few months later, she suggested being a maid.  I liked the idea, so I put her in uniform, and I put her to work.  She actually made a good domestic.

Then she lost her job.  It had only been an entry level position, so no big deal.  She couldn’t find anything after that.  So she has been my housekeeping maid ever since.”

Maribeth was intrigued.

“Tell me more!”


Chapter 14.  Arrangement

Hours had gone by since Lydia had arrived with Becky.  The maid had been working precisely like she had been instructed to do.  She even took it upon herself to check on the ladies, refilling coffee, and then finally retrieving the serving cart when Miss Elwood told her to take it away.

When she started pushing the cart away, Maribeth had insisted that the maid leave the little serving bell behind on the coffee table, to be used in the event that the maid was needed.  The maid had blushed at the thought that she could be summoned with the ring of a bell.

Lydia had shared her complete story regarding Becky.  She even shared how they were no longer making out, and how Becky had begged to become her full-time maid.  Maribeth was amazed, but also fittingly amused to hear how submissive Becky actually was.  Maribeth had been absorbed in the story, so she hadn’t noticed how much time had gone by.

“Oh dear, look at the time.  Lydia, would you care to stay for dinner?  There’s a great Chinese place nearby. Doordash delivers.”

Lydia was hungry.  “I would like that.  That would be great.”

Maribeth picked up the serving bell, and then gave it a little tinkle.

Becky had just finished up the laundry.  She was upstairs carefully putting clothes away when she thought she heard the bell.  Initially, she felt a flush of humiliation.  She was being summoned by a bell!  But then she came to her senses.  How else was Miss Elwood going to summon her in such a large home?  No doubt this was also part of the job interview.  She quickly stopped what she was doing, and then headed back downstairs.  Maribeth, now feeling confident ordering the maid about, spoke rather nonchalantly to her.

“We’ll be dining in.  Call for delivery from Chang’s Chinese.  We’ll have two of their Seafood Delight chef specials.”

Maribeth turned to Lydia.

“That’s my favorite.  A most wonderful mixture of shrimp, scallops, lobster, and crab!”

She turned her attention back to the maid.

“The menu is in the drawer next to the stove with the number on it.  Use my credit card, it’s in my purse in my bedroom.  We’ll eat in the dining room, so set the table for two.  That will be all for now dear, see to it.”

Becky was becoming accustomed to being sent away in such an off-handed manner.  It seemed natural.  She decided that it was just Maribeth’s manner, so she took no mind of it.  The maid quickly went back towards the bedroom to retrieve Miss Elwood’s credit card so that she could place the order.

Meanwhile, Maribeth turned back to Lydia to continue their conversation.

“Well, I must say that Becky would seem to be just right for the position.  I feel guilty that she has offered to work for free.”

Lydia smiled.

“She thought that would help get her a job.  She desperately wants to be a full-time maid.  I know, it’s crazy.”

Maribeth paused for a moment, before commenting.

“We wouldn’t want to disappoint her now, would we?”

The ladies giggled.  Maribeth had already made up her mind.  Becky was cute, adorable, and quite submissive.  She was perfect for the position.  She just had to hire Becky.

“I don’t really have a budget for much, so the price seems right.  I want her in five days a week, promptly at 5:30 AM in time to prepare my breakfast, until 5:30 PM, or later if I have clients over.  That way she can serve me dinner, and still be home in time to serve you.  She can work for me during the day all week, then she can still work for you on evenings during the week.  You can have her full-time on weekends.  What do you think?  Does that suit your needs too?”

It sounded like a perfect arrangement for Lydia.  Maribeth would get the maid she wanted, while Lydia would still have maid service.  Maribeth would be keeping Becky busy and out of her hair.  Becky would get the job that she wanted.  Lydia hardly gave such a wonderful arrangement much thought.

“Sounds good to me.”

Maribeth was delighted that she had made the deal.  She had a maid for free!  A real maid would have been far too expensive to employ.  She would have had to wait years to hire a real female maid.  It was the perfect setup.

The maid came at a mere trifle of a caveat.  Yes, Becky was a sissy maid.  But, in uniform, the maid was a very convincing woman.  Even that deception was a plus.  Such a submissive sissy maid!  The girl had few employment options, so she would be a good employee.  The obedient maid would be hers, to do with whatever she pleased.

“Let her know not to park in front of the mansion.  There’s a place in back at the servant’s entrance, she can park there.  One of the conveniences of living in an old mansion.  She’s to wear her uniform at all times.  I don’t want anybody confusing her for anything other than a female domestic maid.”

Maribeth could barely contain her excitement over the arrangement.  Since Becky was living with Lydia, she left it to Lydia to inform the maid.


Chapter 15.  Dining In

Becky was standing nervously at the front door waiting for the Doordash delivery.  She had already set the table in the dining room, and now she was fretting over the next step in what had been a long day.

Doing those chores had been a real challenge.  It took real effort to take clothes from the far reaches of the basement laundry area, upstairs to Miss Elwood’s bedroom.  Definitely not an easy task in heels.  The maid lost track of how many times she made that trip.

It didn’t help that there had been a huge mound of clothes to launder.  But the maid had worked diligently until they were all cleaned.  Becky had even handwashed Miss Elwood’s lingerie.  She had plenty of time to do that while the machines laundered the rest.

Even making Miss Elwood’s bed had been difficult.  Becky had never seen such a large bed before.  She went around the bed numerous times while fussing with the sheets, in an attempt to get them perfect.  She laundered the sheets that had been on the bed, and had struggled to get them folded and back in the hall closet once they were cleaned.  Those dreaded fitted sheets!

All the while she took notice of other things in the home that needed to be done by a domestic.  There was plenty of that.  Not only was there enough work to keep her busy, on top of that, she had difficulty finding her way in the huge mansion.  That had slowed things down considerably.  It would take time before she would be comfortable working in such a large home.

At this point, she had managed to complete the chores that Maribeth had given her, and now she had to greet a delivery person.  An embarrassing task that she hadn’t considered would be a part of the job when she offered herself for employment.  Presenting herself in uniform to another stranger was a task that she dreaded more than any other.  She fidgeted with her apron, smoothing it neatly, trying to look her best.  She had to appear to be a real maid, or the delivery person would most certainly realize the truth.  That would mean certain humiliation.

Up until this day, she had never before gone out of the house in her domestic uniform.  Her passion of dressing like a female maid had been a complete secret to everyone except for Lydia.  Yet, in one day, she had been driven across town, been seen by her potential employer, and now she was about to present herself in uniform to another stranger.  Her heart raced at the excitement of the moment.

The maid was realizing that each person that saw her was a step towards real domestic servitude.  A step that couldn’t be undone.  Real maids often had to complete tasks that they weren’t thrilled about completing.  Now Becky was doing the same.

Miss Elwood had managed to make her feel completely inferior right from the start, with just a glance.  It was a thrilling feeling, but a feeling that the maid wasn’t quite comfortable with just yet.  Meeting a delivery person would be another step that would place her firmly in character.  She didn’t want to be exposed to another stranger dressed like she was.  But she had no choice.  That was the plight of a domestic servant.

There was a knock, and she opened the door to a young woman holding a large brown paper bag filled with Chinese food.  The woman handed her the package without hardly taking a look at the maid.  She just turned and walked back to her car.  The maid servant was of no concern, not even to a delivery woman.

Becky took a deep breath.  Wow.  That had been far easier than she had thought it would be.  She went quickly to the dining room to set out the order.  Apparently, the ladies had heard the door, and they came in to the dining room on their own accord, and had already sat down.  Becky was grateful for that.  She wasn’t sure what the protocol might be for advising the women that dinner had arrived.

Becky stood at the back of the room, hands folded in front of her apron, eyes lowered, while the women enjoyed their dinner.  They casually conversed, completely oblivious to the presence of the maid.

Becky certainly wasn’t expecting this either.  The aroma of fine Chinese cuisine wafted through the room.  Her stomach begged for a taste.  She was hungry too, but she hadn’t been invited to eat.  She didn’t dare say a thing about that.  Aren’t maids supposed to wait while their employers dine?  She thought that was the case.  She hoped that there would be leftovers so that she could eat too.

None were offered.  The maid supposed that perhaps it was for the best.  She needed to keep her figure if she was going to work for Miss Elwood.  She would keep her attention on the job.  After all, this was supposed to be a job interview, not a visit.  She could always grab a bite when she returned home.


Chapter 16.  Good News

After their meal, the ladies moved to the parlor to be more comfortable.  Maribeth and Lydia talked for hours.  Maribeth was impressed with the way the maid was following her orders.  She had big plans for her new maid.  Having a domestic to do all of the housekeeping chores would be absolutely delightful.  So Maribeth wanted to know everything about Becky.  She wanted to make sure that she knew precisely how to handle the sissy maid.

Maribeth listened intently when Lydia talked about disciplining the maid.  Watching Becky at work, she didn’t think that discipline would be necessary, but she wanted to know the drill just in case.  Lydia was happy to fill her in.  The ladies giggled together while Lydia described bare-bottom spankings.

While they conversed, Becky went to work cleaning up in the dining room, then she finished up with the dishes in the kitchen.  Maribeth didn’t even need to tell her what to do.  Becky was still trying to make an impression.  She knew that it was her job to clean up after the meal, so she automatically went right to it.

Finally, the sun had gone down, and it was time for Lydia to go home.  Maribeth wanted Becky to start first thing Monday morning, so she reminded Lydia to let Becky know the schedule.  Maribeth gave Lydia a hug, then thanked her for allowing her to employ Becky.

Becky was a bit more confident leaving than she had been when she arrived.  Nobody would be able to see her clearly in the dark.  She was proud of herself when she was able to get into the car like a lady.  Legs together, sit, swing legs into the car.  A feminine movement.  Practice does make perfect.

Once they were on their way, Lydia was cheerfully talking about what a great time that she had conversing with Maribeth.  Becky didn’t say anything.  She just sat there staring out the window.  Her mind was fixated on her day of servitude.  It had been humbling, but erotic at the same time.  Now she was totally relaxed.  After all, in the dark, she wasn’t at all concerned about who might see her.  Finally, Lydia noticed the maid.

“What’s the matter Becky, didn’t you have a good time?”

Becky gave her a blank look.

“Good time?  I worked all day.  Didn’t you notice?”

Lydia wasn’t about to lose her good mood.

“Of course I noticed dear.  That’s what maids do.  I thought that was what you wanted, wasn’t it?  What did you think you were going to be doing?”

Becky didn’t say anything.  Lydia continued.

“Oh, by the way, Maribeth said that you’re hired.  You’re to report for duty, in uniform, ready for work, at 5:30 AM sharp on Monday morning.”

Becky smiled.  Finally some good news.  It made all that work that she did seem worthwhile.  Apparently, her second interview had been an on-the-job interview, and she had passed.  She had expected to hear directly from Maribeth, but hearing the news from Lydia was satisfying too.

The car stopped at a light.  Becky felt eyes on her.  She looked out the side window at the adjacent car.  The driver was leering at her with a big smile on his face.  She was so happy that she had the job, that even that didn’t bother Becky.  Even unwanted attention couldn’t spoil the good news.

She managed to smile back.

When they got home, Lydia wanted to take a soak.  She had the maid pour her bath, then help her out of clothes, and then into the tub.  While she leisurely soaked, she smiled to herself.

It was wonderful having a domestic maid in her home.


Chapter 17.  Newbie

Becky couldn’t sleep Sunday night.  She was far too excited about working for Miss Elwood to sleep.  She replayed her day serving Miss Elwood over and over in her head.  The work had been tedious, but she had enjoyed it.  She had even been turned on by the way Miss Elwood had ordered her about, like she was a real maid.  Miss Elwood had a certain regal air about her that commanded respect.  Her authoritative demeanor served to encourage Becky to do her best to serve her.

Now that she had a good look at Miss Elwood’s home, she realized that there was plenty of work to be done there.  The expansive home was definitely in need of the tender loving care that only a maid could provide.  Working for Miss Elwood wouldn’t be easy. Almost overwhelming.  But she felt like she was up to the challenge.

So she was up early on Monday, eager to be getting dressed for her new position.  When she pulled on her uniform dress, she felt a shiver of eroticism.  She had no idea why working like a domestic maid for a woman was so exciting, but it had been a lifelong dream. She had always wondered if actually working for a real employer would be like the fantasy she had imagined it would be.  She couldn’t wait to find out for herself.

Working for Lydia had been exciting.  But this was going to be different.  Though she had a taste of it already, this would be the true test.  Becky had dated Lydia, but Miss Elwood was a complete stranger.  A true employer.

Lydia always went off to work every morning leaving Becky by herself.  Miss Elwood would be working from home.  She would be more than capable of keeping a close eye on the maid while she worked.  This would be the real deal.  Becky would serve Miss Elwood just like a real female maid servant.

This morning, and every morning thereafter, her trip to work would not be with Lydia in the Lexus.  Now she would make the trip in her old second-hand Kia Soul.  Her car wasn’t in the garage.  It was parked out front where everyone in the neighborhood could witness the maid going off to work.  She took a deep breath, then quickly walked out to the car, hoping that nobody would see her.  Then, remembering proper feminine demeanor, she tenderly lowered herself into the car, then swung her legs in, just like a proper woman would.

The ride over, dressed in her maid uniform, caused her to feel belittled, like a common domestic maid.  The social status of a woman in a maid uniform driving an old Kia was plainly evident.  The feeling was unsettling, but also not totally unexpected.  She was so absorbed in her feelings that she almost ran a light.  Thankfully, she managed to come to a stop just in time.

She took a deep breath when she parked behind the mansion.  This was it.  There could be no going back after today.  Becky was about to enter a whole new phase of her life.  A wave of pleasure accompanied the breathtaking thought.

When the maid entered the kitchen from the back entrance, Miss Elwood was nowhere to be found.  Instead, there was a pad with a list of itemized chores waiting for the maid on the counter.  The note explained that Miss Elwood had appointments outside the office today, and that she wouldn’t be back until the afternoon.

Becky smiled.  She was being treated just like a common maid.  Miss Elwood wasn’t even being bothered to give her instructions in person on her first day on the job.  Apparently Miss Elwood was going to be a serious employer.  So much the better.  This would give the maid a chance to take her time finding her way about the mansion.  That was a challenging job all by itself.  It would be best if her new employer didn’t witness her becoming lost on the job.

The morning passed quickly while the maid worked.  It was mid afternoon when Miss Elwood summoned the maid with the handbell.  Becky was handwashing lingerie down in the basement laundry room when she thought she heard the servant bell ring off in the distance.  The washing machine was working on a load of laundry, and the dryer was also running so it was difficult to hear anything outside the laundry room. 

The maid hadn’t heard Miss Elwood come in, so she thought that she was imagining things.  She continued to work at the sink in the laundry room, with the hum of the dryer drowning out the bell, while Miss Elwood continued ringing it.


Chapter 18.  Benevolence

Annoyed by the delay, Maribeth went to check on her maid.  She couldn’t believe it.  The first day on the job and the maid was already nowhere to be found.  The nerve!  It was not, by any means, a good start for a new domestic.  Maribeth had work to do, she didn’t have time for the silliness of a lazy maid.

She could hear the washer off in the distance, running in the basement, so she started looking for the maid there.  She tiptoed down the stairs so that she could check on the maid unnoticed.  She peered into the laundry room to find the maid engrossed in handwashing out a pair of her panties.

Still aggravated by the lack of the maid’s response to the bell, Maribeth stood in the doorway, arms crossed over her breasts.  She watched in amazement while the maid worked.  Up until she hired Becky, she didn’t know a thing about sissy maid girls.  She hadn’t realized the level of dedication to the job that a sissy maid would display.

There was Becky, in full domestic uniform, including the classic black dress, white apron, and matching white cap.  Her black patent leather low heels helped to display her legs in a womanly manner.  She was wearing pink laundry gloves while working at the laundry sink.  The maid presented the perfect idyllic picture of domestic servitude.  Absolutely amazing.

The maid carefully, almost adoringly, rinsed panties, then patted them dry before hanging them to dry.  Then she dipped the bra that Maribeth had worn the previous day into the scented water, delicately washing it, before rinsing and repeating the process of patting it dry, and then hanging it.

Maribeth smiled.  Maybe she was wrong about Becky.  There was no reason to be annoyed by the maid’s lack of response.  The sound of the bell most likely didn’t carry to the basement.  Her fear about hiring Becky was without merit.  Watching the maid at work, incredibly, it seemed like the maid was for real.

Maribeth’s mind wandered for a moment.  It would be amazing to have a domestic maid at her beck and call.  The dedication of her sissy maid would be even better.  The possibilities seemed endless.

Maribeth took in the moment.  The poor girl seemed to be really enjoying the task at hand.  Maribeth never had time to handwash lingerie.  She usually just put things into a lingerie bag, and then tossed them into the washer.  Yet there was her new maid, making every effort to do the job properly.  Precisely the way it was supposed to be done.  Without any prompting on her part at all!

Though pleased with the domestic vision she was witnessing, the fact was that the maid had not responded to her bell.  She had to set that straight right from the start.  Otherwise, poor habits would form.  Maribeth had come all the way into the basement to correct the maid.  Handwashing lingerie or not, such incompetence took time away from her own work.  That was certainly not satisfactory.  That defeated the purpose of having a domestic maid.  Maribeth was a busy woman.  She couldn’t stand for such disregard of duty.  She didn’t have time for such nonsense.

The maid would have to listen more carefully for the bell in the future.  Yes, there would be times when the bell would be difficult to hear.  But that wasn’t Maribeth’s problem.  That was Becky’s problem.

She remembered what Lydia had mentioned about disciplining the maid.  It was so tempting at that moment to teach the maid a lesson.  She raised her voice a bit.

“Ahem.”

The startled maid turned her head to see her employer standing at the door, looking none too happy.  She quickly turned to face Miss Elwood.  Her employer was clearly annoyed with her, so the maid couldn’t look her in the eye.  Instead, she lowered her gaze to the floor.  Her face flushed with embarrassment.  She had no idea what she had done wrong, but she knew that somehow she had gotten into trouble.  There was no doubt about that.

Maribeth was pleased with the maid’s reaction.  The girl obviously knew her place.  The best maids are usually young timid girls.  They are far more obedient at that age.  Becky, to her credit, would seem to have similar qualities.  Maribeth had initially thought that punishment would be in order for failing to respond to the bell.  Instead, she decided to play benevolent employer.  Well, sort of.

“I rang for you several times girl.  You didn’t respond.  I won’t tolerate such incompetent behavior.  I expect much more from my domestic maid.  Do you understand me girl?”

The maid hadn’t realized her mistake.  Now she had to make amends.  She responded with a meek little voice.

“I’m so sorry Miss Elwood.  I was engrossed…

Maribeth interrupted the maid.

“I don’t want to hear excuses.  I will not tolerate such ineptitude.  Next time there will be discipline.  I’ve no need for a useless maid.  Do you understand me girl?”

Though she had used a sharp tongue, Maribeth could hardly keep from laughing.  She liked the sound of her voice.  Strict, authoritative, very much in charge.  She had presented herself like a woman of means, not prone to accepting such careless attention to duties.  She had clearly intimidated the maid.  She liked the image that she had presented.  She felt the beginning of a flush of excitement for being able to flaunt her authority like that.

Of course she would have never used such a tone on a real maid.  For that matter, no real maid would accept being treated like that.  But it had come rather naturally in the case of her sissy maid.  The only thing better than the feeling of power it gave her, was the response she witnessed from her new maid.

“I’m so sorry Miss Elwood.  It won’t happen again.”

With that, the maid, believe it or not, curtsied to Miss Elwood.  Maribeth almost lost it at such a display of total submission.  She felt a rush of supreme clout that came with an unexpected tingle of pleasure.  It was wonderful!  Perfect.

Feeling good about the hierarchy that had been established, Maribeth decided to move on.

“I’ll be in my office.  I’ll take tea with lemon there.  Be quick about it girl, before I change my mind.”

With that, Maribeth left the maid standing there while she went back up to her office.

The maid paused for a few moments, reeling somewhat from the way she had been talked down to.  She had been trying her best, but had still managed to upset her new employer.  It wasn’t the start of their new relationship that she had planned on.

Then Becky came to her senses.  What was she delaying for?  Miss Elwood had given her an order, and she had better get to it.  No doubt Miss Elwood was already back in her office waiting for her tea.  The maid didn’t want Miss Elwood to think that she was dawdling.

The maid quickly went up the stairs, then down the hallway to the kitchen.  If Miss Elwood required tea with lemon, then she would be happy to prepare it, and then serve it like a proper maid would.

She would show Miss Elwood that she was, indeed, a very capable maid.


Chapter 19.  New Uniform

There was a knock at the front door.  The maid hurried from the kitchen, her heels echoing on the marble floor, to get to the door.  She was well aware that Miss Elwood didn’t like to keep her visitors waiting.  She had no patience for such things.

It had been several weeks since Becky had become Miss Elwood’s maid.  She now had a room of her own.  A small room down a back hallway tucked away behind the kitchen.  The old mansion had obviously been built in an era of live-in servants, and rooms had been provided specifically for that.  Just big enough for the basics, but small enough to impress that the servants weren’t important enough for one of the large bedrooms that were upstairs.

Her duties had expanded during that time.  They now included seeing to the front door with every visitor, expected or not.  They also included meeting Miss Elwood with a curtsy whenever she came home after she had been out.  During those weeks, the maid had been working very hard trying to earn the approval of her employer.  She felt that she was making progress.  There was no point in throwing it all away by dillydallying to greet an unexpected guest.  There was no upside in slacking on her duties now.

The maid opened the door to find a delivery woman, in uniform, from the Sally Mae Women’s Uniform Boutique.  She signed for the several boxes that comprised the delivery, itemized on the invoice, to be five maid uniforms, imprinted as ordered.  Becky carefully placed the boxes on the tiled foyer floor.  When she turned to seek out Miss Elwood to find out what she should do with the delivery, she found that Miss Elwood was standing right behind her.

“I see your new uniforms have arrived.  Take them to your room.  Then you’re to change immediately.”

“Yes Miss Elwood.”

The maid struggled a bit picking up all of the boxes, but she managed.  Then she hurried off to her room to change.

Maribeth smiled.  She had wanted to put her own stamp on her maid.  Women of means traditionally select the look of their maids, and Maribeth was no different.  So she had done a bit of shopping for her maid.  She had really enjoyed looking over various uniforms for her maid.  It had been an exercise in flexing her newfound authority.

The clerks in the store had been suitably impressed with her.  They had reasoned, quite accurately, that a woman selecting uniforms for her maid must be very important with substantial means.  Now she would further show off her position of authority, by dressing the maid from head to toe, precisely the way that she wanted her to appear. 

The uniforms certainly fit the image of Maribeth’s business.  Four very ultra conservative black dresses, trimmed at the collar, sleeves, and hem, in white.  The unmistakable dress of a domestic maid.  A matching full white apron came with the dress.

The embroidery, in two lines at the breast, that read Housekeeping, Becky, was a nice touch.  She had paid extra for that, but it was worth it.  A bit stylish, but it reinforced a point.  A black headpiece, embellished with white frill, would replace the mob cap that Becky had been wearing.  The look would be unmistakably that of a prim and proper domestic.

The store had even included mid-height black patent leather heels, black stockings, garter belts, panties, and matching lace bras, at a substantial discount, to complete the outfit.  The sissy maid would be perfectly feminized to an extent well beyond the girlish appearance that she was already presenting.

The fifth uniform was for special occasions, like the occasional formal parties that Maribeth hosted in her home for her clients.  A slight variation of a French Maid uniform, the special occasion uniform was meant to display the feminine attributes of the maid.  A tawdry little number specifically designed to tease.  Maribeth felt that she could flaunt her maid in front of her male clients, while keeping Becky in her place.  Male clients always enjoyed a display of female sexuality.

It wasn’t too long before the maid presented herself to Miss Elwood in her new attire.  Now feeling very much like a female maid, the timid sissy stood with her eyes lowered in front of her employer.

Miss Elwood used one finger to indicate that the maid was to do a little turn so that she could get a good look at the outfit from every angle.  The maid immediately obeyed.  She did a slow twirl, quite similar to how little girls turn, when appearing before their mother when showing off a new outfit.  Becky found such a girlish movement to be humiliating, yet sensual at the same time.  Miss Elwood really knew how to push all of her submissive buttons, and this was just another example of that.

Maribeth was pleased with the vision of refined servitude that Beck presented.  It was just the look that she was going for.  It was a bit of stylish servitude that reflected well on the maid’s employer.  Maribeth was already looking forward to receiving compliments from friends and clients on the tasteful appearance of her maid.

“That’s much better girl.  The other uniform is for special occasions.  I host parties from time to time.  You’ll wear that uniform to serve when I entertain guests.”

The maid flushed a deep red.  The uniform that she was now wearing was typical for a maid in a wealthy household.  Very prim and proper.  But she had peeked at the other uniform before she left her room.  The other uniform was much shorter, more suitable for a tawdry maid.  The word slut had come to mind when she first saw it.  She would be embarrassed to wear it.

In the meantime, her new uniform was very convincing.  She couldn’t possibly be mistaken for anything other than a well-trained female domestic maid.  Miss Elwood dismissed her.  She gave a little curtsy and went back to her chores.

Miss Elwood smiled while the maid went on her way.  The sissy maid was adorable.  To think that she had hesitated to hire the girl!  It would have been a big mistake to have let such an opportunity go by without taking advantage of it.


Chapter 20.  Shopping

Becky was surprised to find that her duties also included doing grocery shopping for Miss Elwood.  She really hadn’t expected to do any work outside Miss Elwood’s home.  Though they hadn’t discussed that before she was hired, Becky had just presumed that she would be working inside Miss Elwood’s home at all times.  Grocery shopping was a big step that Becky didn’t think that she was ready for.

Yes, she had already been outside while cleaning windows.  She had even hung garments in the yard to dry.  Those were quick forays into the yard.  The odds of being seen were quite low.  But shopping in her maid uniform?  That was entirely different.  There was no way in the world that she was going to do that.

In fact, Becky had been adamant with Miss Elwood.  She would not do the shopping dressed up like a female maid!  That would be far too embarrassing.  What if somebody recognized her?  It would be demeaning to be caught, not only doing the menial job of shopping, clearly women’s work, but doing it dressed up like a female maid.  To make matters worse, her new uniform was quite fashionable, and very likely to draw attention.

Becky’s back-talking hadn’t worked out very well for her.  A sissy maid, attired in her maid uniform, can’t exactly project a very strong image.  In fact, Miss Elwood had simply stood up from her desk, then put her arms at her waist before she spoke.

“What did you say?”

The strict tone of her voice made Becky wilt.  How could she possibly refuse the order of such an authoritative woman?  Becky knew better than to protest any further.  She really didn’t want to suffer the indignity of a bare-bottom spanking at the hand of Miss Elwood.  She hadn’t been disciplined yet, and the maid was in no hurry to be punished for improper behavior.

That’s how she found herself in the grocery store, still attired in her maid uniform.  Her white trimmed black dress, apron, and cap, all clearly attesting to her lowly station in life.  In a most humiliating moment, she had fully succumbed to the will of the superior woman.

Becky held Miss Elwood’s shopping list in her hand while she pushed the cart down aisle after aisle.  Each step in her heels reinforced her full surrender to the authority of Miss Elwood.  The sound of her heels on the tile floor was clearly the sound of a woman.  The sound of a female maid completing an assigned task given to her by her superior.

Nobody paid any particular attention to the maid shopping.  Why would they?  Becky made quite a convincing maid.  Such a scene was hardly cause for notice.  Becky imagined that she appeared to be just another woman shopping.  She was right about that.

Becky was relieved when she finally had everything on her list in the cart.  She was turning her cart down the aisle towards the cashier, when she came face to face with another shopper.  Becky immediately recognized the other woman.  It was Noreen Page.

Noreen had been Gabe’s supervisor at his last job.  He had worked for her for months.  It was Noreen who had let Gabe go.  A moment that Becky most certainly wanted to forget.  Noreen looked straight at Becky, but she seemed to look right past her like she wasn’t even there.  Becky stepped aside while her former boss walked right by her without a hint of recognition.

Noreen was a highly intelligent perfectionist.  Much to Gabe’s chagrin, she had micromanaged every detail of his work.  Very few things escaped her all-knowing scrutiny.  If anybody could make out Becky for what she was, it would have been Noreen.

Becky had a brief moment of terror while Noreen brushed by her, fully expecting Noreen to recognize her for what she was.  But it didn’t happen.  Becky could breathe again.

Becky wasn’t sure if she should be relieved that she wasn’t recognized, or if she should be insulted that the woman she had worked for was oblivious to her.  Either way, she was relieved that there hadn’t been a hint of recognition. 

Apparently, people didn’t pay very much attention to domestic maids.  It was like Becky didn’t even exist.  The more Becky thought about that, the more she liked it.  She smiled.  She now knew that she could go out in public in her maid uniform, and nobody would be the wiser.

Becky continued on towards the checkout lane.  When the clerk saw her, she smiled at the maid.

“How’s your day going honey?”

Becky smiled back.

“Perfectly.”

When she arrived back at the mansion, the maid had no problem unloading the groceries from the Kia.  Yes, she was outside the home at the servant’s entrance in full daylight.  But she didn’t care at all if she was seen.  After all, she looked just like any other ordinary maid doing her job.

For Becky, the day had already been a success.  Now she could relax on the job, because she was no longer concerned that she might be recognized by somebody who had known Gabe.


Chapter 21.  Lydia’s Visitor

Becky was happy to be home.  It had been a long day.  So, when she parked the Kia, and then went inside Lydia’s home, she was hoping for a restful evening.  It was not to be.

Instead, she came in to witness Lydia on the couch making out with another guy.  His hands were all over her, tongue halfway down her throat.  Becky could hardly believe her eyes.

Though initially shocked, Becky managed to silently tip-toe down the hallway to her room without disturbing the couple.  Once there, she sat down on the bed while the reality of the vision she had witnessed weighed upon her.

Becky had been so busy tending to Miss Elwood’s needs, that she hadn’t realized how for she had grown apart from Lydia.  The woman she had seen on the couch was completely engrossed in the affections of another guy. She was enjoying his attentions in a manner that Becky had never shared with Lydia.

Lydia had always said that it was too soon, and that such physical intimacy would come later.  But later never came.  Clearly Lydia no longer had feelings for Becky.  For the first time, Becky realized that their relationship had changed forever.

The solemn reality was difficult for the maid to accept.  Becky sat in her room while waves of truth lapped at her brain.  She had no idea how long she sat there.  Her thoughts were only disturbed by the sound of the serving bell.  The tiny little ring came from the master bedroom that was down the hallway.  Apparently, the amorous couple had moved from the couch to the bedroom.

Of course they did.  Talk about adding insult to injury!

Becky approached the bedroom door.  She knew that she was not to enter without knocking first.  That was the protocol that had been established, that she was to observe.  So, she tapped gently on the door.  She heard a soft, dreamy, feminine voice from within.

“Enter.”

Becky took a deep breath, then she opened the door.  The two lovers were in bed, covered under a sheet.  The pile of clothing on the floor told the rest of the story.  Lydia’s bedroom eyes indicated that she had been fully gratified.  Nothing needed to be said.  The maid got the message.  It was more information than the maid cared to absorb.

“Girl, we’ll have wine.  See to it immediately.”

She pointed to the clothing that was on the floor.

“Take those with you, and clean them.  We won’t be needing them anymore tonight.”

The maid knew to follow the protocol that was necessary when there were guests present.

“Yes Miss Lydia.”

Then, with all of the strength that she could muster, she dipped a little curtsy.  She couldn’t have felt more humiliated than she did at that moment.  Then she managed to gather the clothing.  While she was leaving the room, she could hear a male voice behind her.

“The girl is well-trained.  I’ll bet that she has a tight little cunt.  Can I fuck her too?”

Lydia smiled.  Her suitor had no idea who the maid really was.

“Maybe next time, dear.  I must warn you though, her oral skills are her best asset.”

“Oh?  That would be even better.”

The two tenderly embraced, with Lydia’s tongue dancing merrily inside his mouth.

The maid knew her job.  Once she deposited the clothes in the laundry room, she set about fulfilling the order.

She carried the silver serving platter, with wine and glasses, back up to the bedroom.  Serving the two of them wine would be the most demeaning thing that she had ever done.

Just before she opened the door to the bedroom, she reminded herself that she had wanted to become a maid.  This was the sort of thing that a female maid might be required to do.  She took a deep breath before she continued.

Being a sissy maid was turning out to be more of a challenge than she had initially envisioned.


Chapter 22.  Deal

Maribeth had decided.  She was accustomed to getting precisely what she wanted, when she wanted it.  Such was the luxury of being affluent.  It was a perk that she enjoyed.  This was to be no different.

She just had to have a full-time live-in maid.  After all, she deserved such an amenity.  Such luxury!  She just had to have Becky for herself.  The maid would be a trophy to add to her collection of fringe benefits.  Wealth did have privileges, and those with newly acquired wealth liked to indulge themselves in them.  Maribeth was no different in that respect.

That’s why she had invited Lydia over for a visit.  She would simply negotiate for the maid, in the same manner that she might bargain for artwork or for fine jewelry.  She was good at negotiating.  In fact, it was her negotiating skills that had landed her the very mansion that she now lived in.  She had bought it for a song.  What a display of bargaining ability it had been!

The two sat comfortably.  The maid had just brought them wine, and then had returned to her laundry duty.  It was time for the negotiating to begin.

Maribeth was dressed in a fine evening dress, suitable for a night on the town.  Lydia felt a bit intimidated by Maribeth.  She hadn’t worn anything special for the occasion.  Just something that she had thrown on without much thought.  The dress that Maribeth was wearing probably cost more than Lydia made in months.  The short sparkling number she wore exuded sex appeal.  When she wanted to project sex appeal, Maribeth really had plenty of that.  Her necklace elegantly complimented her dress.  The perfect shiny accessory.  It was likely worth a year’s pay.  Or more. 

Maribeth, no doubt attempting to project her wealth, her confidence, and her sex appeal, held a glass, and a wine carafe, while she spoke.

“I know that you enjoy the maid, I agree that she’s quite a find.  But I really must have her for my own.”

Forgetting for a moment that she was bargaining for an actual person, Maribeth continued with a non-personal tone.”

“She would make a fine addition to my collection.  I realize that it would be quite a sacrifice on your part to give her up.  I was thinking that maybe you would be amenable to a bargain.  I’m sure that I could make it worth your while.  Perhaps this might interest you.”

Maribeth picked up her cell from the adjacent lamp table, then brought up her bank app.  She went to the transfer screen, then keyed in an incredibly large number.  Lydia’s eyes widened when Maribeth gave her a look at the number.

“Lydia, say the word.  All you need to do, is to give me your account number, and it’s yours.  I’ll make the transfer immediately.  I’ll keep Becky, and you can enjoy your newfound wealth.  Of course I would want to take possession immediately.  What do you say?” 

Though Lydia was really enjoying her maid service, she couldn’t possibly pass up such a huge amount of money.  Her throat was so dry at the prospect, that she had to take another sip of wine before she could speak.  She fumbled in her purse to find the card that she carried with her account numbers printed on it.  Once she found it, she managed to whisper her account numbers.

Maribeth smiled, then pressed the enter key.

“Of course you’ll have no further contact with the maid.  She’s my property now, and I won’t have any interference with that.  Do you understand?”

Now, a much wealthier woman, Lydia found her voice.

“Of course Maribeth.  I wouldn’t think of interfering with your new possession.  I think that you’ll find her to be well worth the price that you paid.  She can be quite amusing once you realize the possibilities.”

Both women gave a little laugh.  Maribeth had plans for the maid, and yes, the thoughts were quite entertaining.  She was certain that she would be extremely satisfied with this purchase.  The possibilities were endless.

It seemed so final to Lydia, but she didn’t care.  Not in the least.  Her new boyfriend was supposed to come by that very night, so it wasn’t like she would miss the maid.  In fact, she couldn’t wait to go shopping and try out her new fortune.  She wanted to look her very best for her evening date.

“I wish you all the best.  The girl is all yours.  I’m sure that you’ll enjoy all of her charms.”

With that, the ladies shook hands.  They finished their wine before Lydia left Becky in the company of her new employer.


Chapter 23.  Party Time

It was the day that Becky had dreaded.  Miss Elwood was hosting a party.  Becky would be required to serve Miss Elwood’s guests while dressed in her tawdry uniform.

Becky spent the day getting the mansion in perfect order.  Because she had already been working so hard, it really didn’t require much tidying up.  Still, Miss Elwood had followed behind her, and kept insisting things be done over and over again until they were done perfectly.

Once things were finally satisfactory for Miss Elwood, the maid was sent off to the salon.  There, she had her hair and nails done.  Her makeup had also been professionally done.  She had that perfect look of a polished female servant.  Miss Elwood had insisted that she would look her best for her guests.

So when it was time to change into her guest uniform, Becky was already worn down.  She wasn’t really enthusiastic about serving guests, but she knew that Miss Elwood was expecting her to be the perfect maid for her visitors.

Miss Elwood had been quite specific about the serving dress.  It was a French maid outfit, trimmed in white lace, that left little to the imagination.  Paired with white rumba panties, a white lace bra, black back-seamed stockings, and garter belt, Becky immediately felt like a slut when she put the outfit on.  The white lace choker, white lace apron, and the white headpiece, just made the impression that much more humiliating.  Miss Elwood had also provided open toe heels so that her bright pink toenails would be fully on display.

Now her shiny toenails were noticeably visible, providing another layer of alluring femininity designed to present her in an enticing manner.  They perfectly matched her fingernails, giving her an alluring aura.

There was no doubt about it.  Definitely an over-the-top, deliberately enticing, feminine look.  The last thing that Becky wanted was to be sexually suggestive.  Yet that was clearly what the attire was meant to do.  She wanted to serve an authoritative woman like Miss Elwood, and her female guests, but she had no interest whatsoever in males.  The outfit was a direct contradiction to her desire not to be seductive to guys.

The maid misted herself with the musky fragrance that Miss Elwood had provided her with.  The heavy alluring scent was unmistakable.  When a woman wears that sort of fragrance, she only has one thing in mind.  The maid was clearly meant to be presented to be a woman on the prowl.

Becky stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom gazing at the sexy maid who stared back at her.  She wasn’t sure that she could bring herself to appear in front of guests in such a tawdry outfit.  Being a domestic housemaid was one thing, being an objectified French maid was quite another.  She could only hope that there would be no males at the party.

She took a deep breath, then carefully made her way towards the foyer, where she was to wait for guests to arrive.  She wobbled a bit in her heels, they were a bit higher than usual, so she took even shorter steps than usual.

Just when she reached the foyer, the doorbell rang.  The first guest had already arrived.  There wasn’t time for the maid to think.  Her job was to see to the door, and to let the guests in. 

She opened the door to a well-dressed couple.  A stunningly attractive woman, flattered by a designer evening gown, was accompanied by a handsome date, who was sharply attired in a tuxedo.  The guy certainly had the night at the opera look down perfectly.  Yes, there would be guys at the party.

One by one the couples arrived.  Aside from a few disapproving glares, the women generally ignored the maid.  The men, however, took long looks, usually smiling approvingly at the enticing maid.

While Becky served drinks, she could feel eyes on her.  One guy gave her bottom a slap when she bent over to put a drink on a table.  Another put his hand on her thigh when she asked if there was anything that she could get him.

For the maid, it was a long evening.  She was subtly felt up by male guests, who made every effort to keep their groping concealed from their dates.  The more wine that was served, the more fondling that followed.  The maid dared not say a word.  She knew that Miss Elwood would not approve if she did.  It was incredibly humiliating.

For Becky, little by little, the realization set in.  The guests didn’t really need a maid to show them in, or to fetch them drinks.  Her purpose was merely for show.  She had been totally objectified.  She was simply meant to be a toy.  Eye-candy for the male guests.  She had been lowered to the status of a simple bimbo.  How demeaning.

She was a tits and ass show presented for the amusement of the male guests.  Even though her voluptuous breasts were fake, they did the job quite nicely.  Her short dress exposed her bottom, just begging for attention.  She had never felt so trivialized in her life.  She was no more than a mere object to be leered at, and to be ogled.

For the maid, the evening seemed to last forever.  She didn’t want to appear flirtatious in the least, but dressed the way that she was, that was precisely the image that she projected.

When the last couple finally left, Becky was exhausted.  Her bottom was sore from being pinched.  It had been a whole evening of dodging unwanted advances.  The maid was cleaning up in the kitchen when Miss Elwood came over to the maid, and gave a little laugh.

Apparently, Miss Elwood had noticed how the maid had been treated.  Still, she had never once stepped in to help the maid out.  Becky realized that she had been deliberately placed in a position to be objectified.

Miss Elwood didn’t really offer the maid any sympathy.  She didn’t say much.  Just a curt comment that cut to the point.

“Now you know how we feel all of the time.”

With that, Miss Elwood turned and left Becky, so that the maid could clean up the remnants of the party.  Her heels clicked down the hallway, leaving the maid in the kitchen to clean up.  It was then that understood that Miss Elwood had been intentionally teaching her a lesson that evening.

Becky had always thought of women to be sexual objects.  Even with Miss Elwood, she had often imagined putting cock to cunt to satisfy her own urges.  Even when she had zipped Miss Elwood into her gown earlier that evening, she had been lusting after her employer.  But now, for the first time, she understood that women were more than just sex objects.

She had watched Miss Elwood mingling with guests.  There was far more to her employer than just being an authoritative, demanding, woman.  Not only was Miss Elwood intelligent, sophisticated, and captivating, she had a wonderful sense of humor.  She carried herself with grace, and confidence.  While she socialized, her wit had been put fully on display.  Her laugh was enchanting.  Becky had not seen that side of her before.  Clearly she was the life of the party.  Really quite charming.

While the maid continued to tidy up, she caught a glimpse of her own fingernails.  Also, for the first time, Becky realized the effort that women put into looking attractive.  The ladies at the salon had spent considerable time doing her nails.  Her perfectly coiffed hair had also been a creation.  They had fussed over her makeup.  It wasn’t easy to appear attractive.  Perhaps Becky should have appreciated the effort more than she had ever considered.

The thought made Becky feel inferior.  She had been showcased like a trophy that belonged to Miss Elwood.  Nobody had cared about what she had been thinking.  Nor did they really care about the work that she was doing.  Just like she had always thought about such women, the gentlemen at the party were only thinking about sex with her when they leered at her.  A tawdry sex object to be used for amusement, and then discarded without further thought.

Miss Elwood had brought home her point.  While the maid had flittered about, she had been unwittingly flashing her panties, and wiggling her boobs.  No doubt, the women at the party had thought that she was a slut.  The looks that they had given her said it all.  The men, no doubt, appreciated that she was.

Waves of embarrassment washed over the maid while she finished cleaning up.  She had been put in her place without even realizing it at the time.  She had been totally objectified, then paraded in front of Miss Elwood’s guests like a trollop.

When she returned to her bedroom, Becky gazed at the blushing maid in the mirror.  The heavy scent of musk perfume still followed her.  The fragrance filled the room.  The shame and humiliation, of being objectified like she had been, served to further arouse her.  She loved the sensation.

She could hardly deny it.  She really was a slut.


Chapter 24.  Satisfaction

It had been weeks since Miss Elwood’s party.  Miss Elwood was musing over the deal that she had made with Lydia.  Maribeth smiled to herself while she was getting ready for bed.  She was quite satisfied with how things were working out.  It was time to fully enjoy her conquest.

She knew that Lydia had thought that she had gotten the better of the deal.  After all, what good is a sissy maid other than to do housework?  Yes, Maribeth knew the truth about her new maid.  Becky was just a sissy maid.  Maribeth had known that right from the start.  But she had other plans for the submissive sissy girl.

Over the past few weeks she had put the maid to the test.  Having the maid serving at the party in that lusty outfit had just been the beginning.  It had been a test to see how far Maribeth could push the sissy girl.  Maribeth had followed that up with demanding chores.  Maribeth had been particularly strict, accepting nothing less than absolute perfection from the maid. 

Incredibly, the difficult tasks that had been assigned were completed by the maid without complaint.  Every last one of them!  All the while, the maid slipped further and further into complete and total submission.  At this point the maid was obedient beyond belief.  Maribeth’s plan was working perfectly.  Her goal had been achieved.  She had wanted to create a sissy maid so submissive, that she would do whatever Maribeth ordered her to do, no questions asked.

Tonight was to be the big night.  The crowning glory to her brilliant plan.  It was what she had in mind all along from the moment she had first seen the sissy maid.

She carefully arranged herself on her bed, reclining, with her head propped up with a fluffy pillow.  She smoothed her satin nightgown.  She had purchased it just for this occasion.  The soft erotic embrace of the nightgown was only a hint of what she had in mind.

She gave herself a final spritz of the ridiculously expensive perfume that she had on the nightstand.  The saleswoman at the fragrance counter had called it an aphrodisiac in a bottle.  The woman had teased that her satisfaction was guaranteed.  Perfect for the evening.  Visions of shuddering orgasms danced in her head.  Then she summoned the maid with the serving bell.

After a knock on the door, the maid quickly entered.  No doubt she had been stationed just outside the bedroom.  That was her custom.  She was told to remain close by until she was dismissed, in the event Maribeth required anything before she went to bed.

“How may I help you Miss Elwood?”

The maid gave the requisite curtsy.  The perfect display of sexual submission.  Just the way that Maribeth wanted the sissy girl.  A docile maid, agreeable to whatever Maribeth might have in store for her.

Maribeth licked her lips.  This was the moment that she was waiting for.  A sissy maid like Becky certainly wouldn’t be able to resist this command.

“Girl, do you know how to perform cunnilingus?”

The maid flushed a deep red.  She hadn’t expected such a question.  Their relationship had been strictly platonic.  The thought of sexually satisfying Miss Elwood was intriguing. She had been fantasizing about the beautiful woman since the day she met her.  She gave her response in a timid voice.

“Yes Miss Elwood.”

Maribeth could hardly contain her excitement.  She found herself trembling with arousal.  She tried to control herself long enough to give her order.  She knew that the sissy maid was turned on by the sound of a strict woman.  She managed to give her next command using her best authoritative tone. 

“I should think so.  I want you to give me orgasms tonight.  As many as your tongue can manage.”

The maid hesitated for a moment.  She thought that maybe she hadn’t heard that right.  Maribeth didn’t give her time to think it over.

“Well girl, you’re trying my patience.  Get to it!”

With that incentive, the maid wasted no time responding.  She couldn’t wait to begin.  She had dreamed of servicing her employer in just that manner.

“Yes Miss Elwood.”

She quickly curtsied for a second time, then moved over to the bed.  She delicately smoothed Miss Elwood’s nightgown aside.

Becky gasped when she discovered that her employer wasn’t even wearing any panties.  Her smooth, perfectly Brazilian waxed pubes, glistened with the moisture of arousal.

The maid’s tongue gently teased, being careful not to excite her employer too soon.  She knew that slow caressing would enhance her inevitable orgasm.  Maribeth cooed like a teenage girl on her first date.  She had waited a long time for this sort of play.  She had imagined that the maid’s tongue would be incredibly tantalizing.  Ooh!  She was right about that.  Miss Elwood had always desired a sex slave to do her bidding.  Finally she had one.  Maribeth was beginning to lose control.  Her heart pounded while her body came to life.  Now beginning to gasp for breath, Maribeth managed to speak.

“Take your time dear.  I want to really enjoy this.”

She paused for just a moment to catch her breath.

“You should know that if I’m not sufficiently pleased, you will be taken over my knee, and then you will be punished like a naughty girl.  You are not to touch yourself.  If you do, I promise that you’ll spend the rest of your life locked in chastity.”

There was no need for the threat.  The maid was delighted to obey.  She had been trained to be the perfect submissive.  At this point, her own pleasure was of no matter to her.  She only wanted to please the wonderful woman who she had always wanted to pleasure.  Instead of lapping at Miss Elwood’s sex, she began to gently flick her tongue, like a soft feather.  There was no reason to hurry.

She couldn’t wait to hear Miss Elwood’s feminine screams of intense, uncontrolled orgasm.  Providing such ardent pleasure would be reward enough for the maid.  She couldn’t wait to tease the beautiful woman into the wild thrill of uncontrolled erotic passion, with only the soft caresses of her tongue.

“Yes Miss Elwood.”

After that, only the sound of heavy lusty breathing, punctuated with moans of passion, filled the room, while Miss Elwood writhed in sexual ecstasy.

For Miss Elwood, it was a fantasy come true.  It was a dream come true for Becky too.
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