

Madame and The Maids

Rich, Powerful MILF Is Humiliated and Owned by Her Servants

1 While the Cat’s Away

The mistress was getting ready to go out: to an important function – the Queen would be there, and lots of foreign dignitaries. So, the mistress had to look at her very best. She yelled out to one of her maids –

‘Karen – bring me my new dress.’

Karen came rushing in with the new dress on a hanger.

‘Here it is Madame.’

‘Help me into, will you?’

The mistress got to her feet, and Karen noted, as always, how elegant and beautiful she was, with her long, slim legs, and pert breasts, and lovely face and honey blonde hair. Karen envied her, for sure. ‘Black is beautiful’ they said, but she knew that society didn’t really think that, and she herself saw the mistress as an ideal of beauty and glamour. As she helped mistress into the dress, she let her hand brush briefly against a breast, and felt a frisson of desire run through her.

‘Don’t paw me’ the mistress said ‘I don’t want your finger-marks on this.’

‘Sorry Madame’ Karen apologised.

Karen had a sudden mental image of Madame lying on her back, legs apart, wet fanny glistening as she, Karen, stood above her, big, black dildo strapped to her waist.

Karen went back down to the servants’ quarters, where Louise, her fellow maid, sat, idly smoking and looking through a magazine.

‘That stuck up cow’ Karen said ‘she thinks she’s so superior. I touched her tit, sort of accidentally on purpose “don’t paw me she said” -stupid cow, she deserves to have her come-uppance.’

‘She certainly does’ Louise said ‘but her time will come. Anyway, she’s off to this banquet tonight – we’ll have the place of ourselves. She’ll be out till late, so let’s have some fun.’

As soon as they’d established that the mistress was well on her way, and not likely to return for any forgotten items, the maids went into her boudoir. It was like entering a holy sanctum. They breathed deeply of the perfumed air as they crossed the threshold of the place they only usually entered on Madame’s command – to be spoken to rudely or insultingly. But now – now they felt the thrill of transgression, a sense of naughtiness as, giggling, they opened the step-in wardrobe, and entered the dark, cool space, where the gowns hung invitingly: as if just waiting to be worn. And never by the likes of them......except, tonight they were going to try them on themselves. They gasped as they studied the exquisite fabrics, touched the delicate embroidery, and frills, brushed the textures against their cheeks.

They picked dresses they liked and laid them on the huge double bed. Then they both stripped-down to their underwear, and began to try them on, loving the sensual feel of satin against their skin. Karen also found a beautiful satin corset and gestured to Louise to step into it. The corset had suspenders, and Karen quickly found some silk stockings in a drawer to clip to them.

‘You have to have shoes now’ Karen said.

Madame had a huge collection of shoes covering the floor of another vast step- in wardrobe, and Karen chose a pair of sexy five-inch strappy sandals, and Louise slid them onto her feet, and began posing in front to the mirror. God, she felt sexy, as she pirouetted and twirled before her reflection.

While Louise donned a silky basque, and black stockings, and chose a pair of red six-inch heels for herself.

The pair were having a great time, posing in front of the mirror. Then, Karen embraced Louise, and the pair kissed passionately. But, she suddenly drew away, as she thought she heard a noise on the stairs. Mistress wasn’t due back for several hours, but someone had definitely entered the house and was climbing the stairs. They both froze, but Karen was the first to start into life – ‘Come on’ she said, gathering the dresses off of the bed, but then realised she was dressed in Madame’s clothes, and tried to tear them off, reaching for a zip, but stumbling as she did so, crashing into Louise.

2 Tables Turned

Just then the bedroom door opened, and there stood Madame.

‘What the hell is going on here?’ She cried,

‘We can explain’ Karen said we were just seeing if any of your dresses needed to be put in for cleaning,’

‘So, you had to wear them to ascertain that’ Madame said angrily.

‘We just got carried away - your dresses are so lovely.’

‘You can both get your things and leave the house immediately’ Madame snarled.

At that, something inside Karen snapped. She who was usually so obedient and submissive.

‘You’re just a stuck-up bitch’ she said ‘we work our guts out for you, for a pittance- we would never be able to afford dresses like this on the money you pay us.’

‘Get out Madame’ shouted.

With that, Karen advanced towards her and pushed her backwards, and Madame fell to the floor. Louise found herself joining in the assault, grabbing Madame’s hair from behind.

‘Tie her up’ Karen cried ‘use the stockings’. And with one hand she grabbed a couple of pairs of silken stockings from where they’d left them on the bed, and passed them to Louise, who managed to pull Madame’s hands behind her back, and tie them together.

‘I’ll get you for this – you’re lives won’t be worth living’ Madame cried.

‘Gag her’ Karen shouted,’ stick her knickers in her mouth.’

Louise roughly pushed Madame’s gown up and tugged her satin panties down and off her feet, over her high heels, one of which fell onto the floor. She balled the knickers up, which felt damp to the touch, and thrust them into Madame’s mouth, immediately stifling her shouts of protest. Then, as if she done such things many times before, which she hadn’t, wound a stocking around Mistress’s head and mouth, keeping the gag firmly in place.

They hauled mistress to her feet and sat her on a chair before the dressing table and tied her to it with more stockings. She was able to look at her reflection in the mirror, recoiling from it, with another spasm of fury. Both maids were panting now, and they paused.

‘Where are her fags?’ Karen said, and they picked up Madame’s bag from where it lay on the floor – a delicately brocaded, gold, evening purse.

‘Can’t get much in this ‘Louise said.

‘’What HAS she got in it ‘Kareen retorted, ripping the clasp open and tipping the contents onto the dressing table. Out fell cigarettes and a small gold lighter, lipstick and compact, and small address book. The pair opened the pack of cigarettes and lit up, blowing the smoke into Madame’s face.

‘I’d bet she’d like one right now’ Karen said.

‘But she’ll just have to put up with our second-hand smoke’ as she blew a stream of smoke staring into Madame’s face, making her cough.

‘We could use her mouth as an ashtray.’

‘Yeah – great idea -use her pretty white mouth as a garbage can.’

And they flicked the ashes from their cigarettes straight into Madame’s mouth, after taking her gag off and ordering her to open her mouth. She complied– sullenly obedient to her two servants. But now they were the mistresses, and she the subservient one.

‘Now you’re going to be our servant and do as we tell you’ Karen said, replacing the gag in Mistress’s mouth ‘whatever we tell you to do, you have to do it – OK?

Mistress was silent.

‘I said is that OK?’ Karen shouted, slapping Madame round the face.

‘Yes’ Madame said, her voice trembling ‘Yes, OK.’

‘Well, first of all, you have to dress as a maid, while we dress as mistresses.’

‘OK’ Mistress said, ‘just do whatever you want- take whatever you want, but don’t harm me, please.’

‘Don’t worry – do as we say, and you’ll be all right. We won’t harm you, we just want to show you how it feels to be treated like a piece of shit. First of all, I think we’ll give you a haircut. Frankly, I’ve always been jealous of that lovely hair of yours, me with my Afro curls. I know black is beautiful, but that blonde hair and peaches and cream skin sure attracts the men. So, I think we’ll teach you a lesson by giving you a little head shave. See, when we were going through your wardrobe, we found some clippers, and we have them just here.’ Karen said, and they had indeed found hair clippers in the wardrobe.

There was a buzzing as Karen turned the clippers on, and a gasp from Louise, as she pressed the naked blades of the clippers straight to the front of Madame’s hair, and cleaved a path right through the middle of it, exposing pure white skin. Madame looked immediately ridiculous, transformed from a beautiful, sophisticated woman, into a clown.

‘Take a look’ Karen said, indicating the e dressing -table mirror, and Madame gasped in horror when she saw her reflection. Her scalp pinkly gleaming, between two absurd peaks of hair.  Her beauty subverted, exchanged for something humiliatingly risible.

‘You....you...’ she was lost for words in her anger and fear.

‘’She looks like a fucking clown – let’s really turn her into a clown.’ Karen said.

And they got one of her brightest red lipsticks from the dresser, making her her mouth into a huge, ridiculous grin, outlined with thick, dark lipliner. Then they circled her eyes with black eyeliner, with little black tears dripping down her cheeks. 

Just then Louise looked down and noticed something –

‘Look, she’s getting turned on’ she said, as a wet patch appeared in Madame’s dress, where it covered her fanny.

‘She’s a clown, so we should treat her like a clown – like they do in the circus.’ Louise said.

‘What about a bucket of water over her head’ Karen said, gleefully.

‘Yes, and worse than that – they throw all food over them, custard pies and that. Let’s get some stuff from the kitchen.’ Louise cried gleefully.

Madame looked at them balefully but didn’t speak. The truth was that she was incredibly aroused, though that only served to make her more confused and fearful, feel even more degraded. And yet, she couldn’t deny a sort of perverse excitement she was beginning to feel about the whole situation.

Karen went away and so returned with a bucketful of various foodstuffs, and the pair were quick to begin opening tins and packets, and it wasn’t long before Madame heard the crack of eggs, and then felt the cold slime of egg yolk running over her hair, and down her clown made up face. The eggs were followed by practically every kind of disgusting foodstuff you could think of – baked beans, custard, tomato sauce, flour, until Mistress was a reeking, sticky mess, barely recognisable beneath a thick coating of gunge.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Karen laughed ‘what a state – wait till we post these pictures online’ she said snapping away with her phone.

‘They’ll get you for this’ Madame said, ‘you can be easily traced through your internet account and phone.’

‘Well our account is anonymous, and we’ll get rid of the phone, which is on a cheap pay as you go one anyway.’

‘I’ll make sure you pay for this’ Mistress said, but as some egg yolk and tomato sauce trickled down her hair and into her eyes, she realised again how turned on the situation was making her.

‘Ha, ha- look she loves it really’ Karen said, noticing how the damp stain at Madame’s thighs was growing ‘What else can we do to humiliate her – turn her on even more?’

‘And for the delight of all those out there, who’d love to see photos and vids of a stuck-up posh tart getting her come-uppance.’ Louise said, giggling.

‘Let’s post the pics now – no one will recognise her.’ Karen began tapping at her mobile, and in seconds the photo of Mistress, hair shaven down the middle, face plastered in clown makeup showing through the layers of muck, that ran down her face, over her cleavage and breasts, was posted anonymously on Twitter, where everyone could see it.

‘Imagine all the people out there laughing at your photos, and all the guys wanking off over them.’ Karen said.

Madame imagined this scenario, feeling very humiliated, but then felt, again, the tingling of excitement between her legs. She also thought that the posting on social media meant that someone would alert the authorities to her plight, and then she would be rescued, and these maids would get the punishment they deserved. But the thing was – why did part of her feel a bit disappointed that this humiliation would end? Pull yourself together, she thought – you’re losing it – you need to be rescued and these two-wicked women punished. But her treatment at their hands, had definitely sewn seeds in her imagination – seeds that it might be hard to make go away.

Then she gasped as she felt a hand slap the side of her face.

‘Wake up– don’t want you going to sleep now’ Karen shouted. ‘My you do look a mess’ she said, spitting directly into Madame’s face, so the globule of mucus dribbled down her cheeks.

A mirror was thrust before Madame’s eyes, and she gasped as she saw the state of her face, outlandishly big lips outlined in her most garish lipstick and dark lipliner, her hair shaved right down the middle – she looked just like a clown, a completely degraded slut. And her fanny tingled at the sight.

‘You’re always looking at yourself in the mirror – parading about in front of us, as if you’re so beautiful and sexy, compared to us trash – so how does it feel for the shoe to be on the other foot?’ Karen said., spitting full into Mistress’s face, again, so that the phlegm dripped down, mixing with all the other congealing muck that plastered her pretty white face.

‘You’ll pay for this Madame muttered, again, through her gag, and the gunge ‘don’t worry about that.’

‘Keep an eye on her’ Karen said to Louise, disappearing for several minutes, returning with a sheet of paper.

‘This is all consensual, right? look I’ve drawn up a form for you to sign, saying that this is consensual role play, that you are fully compliant with, even enjoy – and you do enjoy it don’t you?’ Karen said, pressing a hand between Madame’s legs, and feeling the wetness there – ‘and if you don’t sign it, then you’ll never see us again, and that will mean you’ll never experience the delights of this situation again, and we know that much it turns you on’. She handed Madame a pen-

‘Just sign this – to say that everything we are doing with you is fully consensual.’

I won’t sign ‘Madame said.

‘Sign it, or we’ll put everything online. We’ll show how filthy and depraved a slut you really are. We have evidence- we know your secrets.’

‘But you forced me.’

‘You’ve enjoyed it, haven’t you? We have evidence of how much you’ve enjoyed it.’

‘No please don’t tell anyone ‘Madame said.

‘Sign then, and we won’t tell. We’ll delete your photos from Twitter’

Madame took the pen and signed the proffered paper. Her hand was greasy with mess, and left sticky fingerprints on the paper. But there it was, in black and white, her signature, saying that everything the maids had done to her was consensual-

‘I, the undersigned, hereby state that I entered wholeheartedly and without any compulsion, into a sub/Dom relationship with Karen Doughty and Louise Robinson, previously my servants, but whom I now grant complete power over me, and I have now, voluntarily become their servant.’

3 Toilet Slave

Madame breathed deeply after signing, and felt a thrill run through her – now she felt even more transgressive. To actually give these two girls legal ownership over her. -

‘Well done’ Karen said ‘and as an especially humiliating, treat you can clean the toilet. Come on,’ and she clipped the studded collar she’d found in a drawer around Madame’s neck, and attached the lead she’d found with it, and led her with this to the upstairs toilet.

‘You can start with the bowl,’ Karen said,

‘What do I use to clean I’ Madame said sourly, looking round and not seeing any cleaning materials.

‘Use your toothbrush, and your tongue.’

Again, she felt a frisson of excitement run through her. To be so degraded, she, who everybody was frightened of. She, who nobody ever so much as dared cast a dirty look at, was now being treated like a piece of trash – and part of her loved it. 
Madame bent her head to the toilet bowl, and tried to lick it clean, but the rim was as much as she could reach. She tasted the foul mess, and smelled it at the same time, retched, and pulled her head back up, only to feel a rough hand push her back into the bowl again–

‘You can do the inside with your toothbrush, the same one that you’ll use to clean your teeth tonight.’ Karen said.

Her toothbrush was an expensive, electric toothbrush, with special design with a curve in the handle. Now she used that curve to get under the rim of the toilet bowl. The soft bristles, to try and scrape off the most disgusting muck.

‘You’ve got to use that to brush your teeth afterwards, remember’ Karen said gleefully.

And, again, a huge thrill ran through the once proud mistress. That she should be so degraded, she who was so privileged, whom everyone had always kowtowed to. And now it gave her such a thrill to be treated like absolute shit.

That night, she had to sleep in the maids’ room, still covered in filth, while the maids themselves had her luxurious bedroom. It was explained to her that from now on she would be their maid – to serve to them in every possible way.

‘You won’t get away with this’ she warned again.

‘But we will – you’ve signed a declaration saying that this is all with your consent’ Karen said.

‘Yes, but I signed under duress.’

‘Prove it – you can’t.’

‘Why would I agree to let anyone treat me like this, in my own home too?’

‘Because that’s why you employed us, two black girls, because you feel compelled to be dominated by black people, and are attracted to them.’

‘You prove that’ Madame said.

‘Well, it’s two against one. How you came onto us at the interview. How you’ve always wanted us to dominate and humiliate you.’

‘But who will believe you, I’m....’

‘White?’ Karen laughed ‘who would believe two poor black women against a powerful white woman? Well, things are changing, you know, people are suspicious of people like you.’

4 Dogging

‘Come on. We’re going out in the car’ Karen said the next day.

‘You mean my car don’t you, which I haven’t given you permission to drive.’

‘Permission which will give us though, won’t you?’

‘No, I will not’ Madame said angrily.

Karen slapped the mistress round the side of her face-

‘Here’s a statement giving us permission to drive your car – sign it.’

Madame crumbled. She didn’t know why, only that the power dynamic was changing, and somehow it was almost beginning to feel more natural, and certainly more fulfilling, to be the submissive one in her relationship with the two black women. She signed the proffered document.

Karen drove the new four by four. Madame had no idea where they were going, only that they were heading out of town. Eventually they arrived at a wooded area, and Karen drove off the main road, and down a rough path that head through a dense clump of trees. After several hundred yards, they came out into a clearing. Madame noticed that a number of cars were parked there. She’d been ordered to wear basque, suspenders and heels for the outing. Her hair, with its ugly, shaved broad centre parting was highlighted against her heavily made-up face. Not clown make up this time, but thick slut makeup. She certainly didn’t look like a powerful woman any longer, more like a common street whore. But part of her loved this. Karen got out of the car, while Louise stayed with Madame, opening the side window where she sat. Soon Karen returned with a couple of   men – one a middle aged, ugly white man, and the other, a handsome black guy. Without ceremony the white man, took out his rapidly hardening cock, and thrust through the open window where Madame sat.

‘Suck it’ Louise instructed, and Madame complied without demure, taking the huge, stinking stranger’s cock in her mouth and sucking at it, feeling her own wetness between her legs as she did so. After only a couple of minutes, the man ejaculated into her open mouth, and quickly withdrew his cock, directing the steady stream of thick cum over Madame’s face.

Then, while her face was still slimy with the man’s spunk, the black man thrust his cock into her mouth. At the same time another man    pushed his arm through the window and fumbled at her tits. Madame had a huge, shuddering orgasm.

After sucking more men off, and being felt up by them, Madame ended the evening bent over a rotten log, while several men fucked her from behind. She’d never had so many orgasms before. She felt used and degraded, but thoroughly turned on despite herself.

5 Owned

Back at the house, Karen said –

‘You enjoyed that didn’t you?  Well, you’ll be doing it regularly from now on, and we’ll be filming it – we can make a lot of money out of you, after you’ve exploited us for so long.’

‘You were paid to do a job, you didn’t have to do it’ Mistress responded.

‘No, we were free to starve.’ Karen retorted. ‘You thought you could treat us like shit, but now the tables have turned, bitch. You’re going to have to sign everything over to us – we control you now.’

And Madame knew that it was true. Her new degraded, humiliated status, seemed like something she’d always secretly craved. To be owned by two young, black women, to be treated like a slut, and routinely humiliated, gave her a satisfaction that she’d never had before.

‘Yes, I want to owned by you, to be treated like a piece of shit – I’ll sign the house and everything over to you and Louise. You’ll be the mistresses, and I’ll be the maid.’

And so, it came to pass. Visitors, and there were many, to the house, would be received at the door by Madame, now dressed in a skimpy maid’s outfit of short black, vinyl dress- with absurd, frilly white apron and maid’s cap- revealing the tops of black stockings, ending in six-inch heels. Her face plastered in thick, slut makeup, and with a very distinctive shaved area down the middle of her blonde hair –she’d been forced to keep it in this humiliating way. Madame, as she was no longer, would be routinely suck off guys, in preparation for sex with her mistresses, formerly her maids, and filmed doing so, to make money for them on the internet. Similarly, she was filmed taking take part in regular dogging sessions, which humiliation really turned her on, despite herself. Also, Karen got to fulfil her fantasy of penetrating Madame with a big, black dildo, strapped to her hips, and loved hearing Madame’s moans of ecstasy as the phallus went right up into her – as she was fucked by her former maid.

Madame was also taken out to where homeless, stinking derelicts congregated, and they were given the opportunity to take it in turns to have sex with a genuine Lady, and afterwards they were instructed to urinate on her, which ultimate humiliation fulfilled one of her own long held fantasies. Being forced to do these things, helped take away the guilt she felt at desiring such humiliation. Though, that didn’t make it any the less humiliating.

Once the police came to the house, contacted by concerned friends of Madame, and were assured by Madame herself that this was exactly what she wanted, and was fully in compliance with. The officers were shown the signed document stating that the relationship was consensual, as evidence.

Karen and Louise now enjoyed wearing the latest, most expensive, fashions, not needing to secretly dress up in their mistress’s clothes, the best food and wine, and drove everywhere in the best new cars. They treated their maid with contempt, but hardly with less respect than she had treated them before the table were turned – and, anyway, she craved the humiliation.
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