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Dedication

Lovingly dedicate to our best friends.  We always appreciate your helpful guidance with the most difficult issues in life.  We enjoy their support far more than we can ever  hope to express.


Preface.  Madison’s Maid

Perspective sissy maids often have a difficult time admitting their secret desire to a woman.  I suppose that’s understandable, given the possible consequences of such an adorable confession.

Hopeful sissy maids can never be quite sure what the response might be to such an unusual disclosure.  Amazement?  Laughter?  Disbelief?  Or maybe something else.  Something more in the category of “Be careful what you ask for.” 

An understanding woman can enjoy witnessing the squirming embarrassment and the ultimate humiliation of a sissy maid confessing her yearning to serve.  Only a woman can fully appreciate the scene.  The irony of watching a sissy girl in uniform doing domestic chores can be exhilarating. 

All the while, basking in the knowledge that she’ll never again be burdened with housekeeping chores.  That, after all, is the job of the maid.

Such was the case with Reese.  A hopeful sissy maid who ruminated at length about admitting such desire.  Torn between a deep-seated yearning, and certain humiliation, Reese took no action on his desire.

No action, that is, until he became overwhelmed with a yearning that he could no longer deny.  That was when he spilled his secret to his lovely wife Madison.  A secret that could no longer be kept in the dark.

Fortunately, Madison had options.  Her best friend, Isabella, would know just what to do with such an unusual request.


Chapter 1.  A Visitor

Madison was glad that Isabella was able to stop by.  She had no idea who else she could possibly call.  Isabella, her lifelong friend, would certainly know what to do.

Madison was off for the day from her bank manager job.  It was a bank holiday in mid-week.  That was good, because her husband Reese was away at work, so she could talk freely with Isabella.

The ladies sat comfortably in Madison’s great room.  Madison was wearing comfy jeans and a tank top, while Isabella wore a pretty pink dress.  Madison knew that Isabella’s attire belied her true identity, but that was what Isabella was like.  Isabella always appeared to be so innocent when she was not working.

While Madison had pursued a career in bank management, her BFF Isabella had gone in a totally different direction.  Isabella was a professional Dominatrix.  In fact, she was an extremely successful Dominatrix.  Apparently, there was incredibly high demand for such services.  Just the thought of Isabella’s success was enough to make a straightlaced woman like Madison blush.

She was so embarrassed about Isabella’s chosen profession, that she had always told her husband that Isabella was a marriage counselor.  At the moment, the irony of that wasn’t lost on Madison.  Under the circumstances, Madison couldn’t think of a better woman to discuss her problem with.  Madison hardly knew where to start.

“I’m so glad you could come over Isabella, I have no idea what to do.”

Madison had Isabella’s full attention.  Isabella gave her a sympathetic look.

“Oh dear, you look terribly upset.  What’s the problem?”

Madison decided to just blurt it out.  Or at least she tried.

“It’s Reese.  I think he’s lost it.  He told me that he…”

Her voice trailed off.  Isabella prompted her along.

“What is it Madison?  What did he do to you?  Out with it.  You know you can talk with me.”

Isabella wondered if her best friend was headed for marital trouble.  She didn’t think that was possible.  Madison and Reese were a perfect match.  What could have possibly gone wrong?  Madison began to tear up while she continued.

“He told me that he adores me, that he’s submissive, and that he wants to become my housemaid.  A female housemaid!  He even wants to wear the uniform of a female maid.  Can you believe it?  I think that he’s gay.  My marriage…is over.”

Madison’s tears began to flow freely.  Isabella smiled.

“Madison, you’re crying because your husband adores you?  I think that most likely you’ve misunderstood.”

Madison stopped crying.  She wiped away a tear.

“Do you think?”

“Absolutely.  Let’s have some tea and I’ll explain.”


Chapter 2.  Discussion

Now that Madison had settled down, Lemon Balm tea can do that to a girl, Isabella continued.

“Madison, I’ve dealt with this sort of thing before.  You might say that it’s my specialty.  Reese isn’t gay, he’s just seeking female authority.  I see it all of the time.”

Madison took another sip of her tea, then sniffled before she went on.

“But Reese, he shaved.”

“So?”

“He shaved everything.  His legs, underarms, chest, even his…”

Madison paused.  She was such a prude that she couldn’t even say it!  Isabella saved her.

“His little blue balls?”

“Yes, even his balls.  He looks like a child down there.”

Isabella smiled.

“Shaving the skin can be pleasurable.  Particularly in erogenous zones.  Shaving like that increases the sensitivity of the pubic area, and of the nipples.  Smooth legs are sensual too.  I have all of my submissive male clients shave in all of those places.  I tell them to keep it smooth all of the time.”

Madison shook her head.

“I’m confused.  What can I do?”

Isabella smiled.  She knew precisely what Madison needed to do, but she knew that she would have to proceed slowly.  Madison had always been such a sweet girl.  She didn’t know anything about female domination and male submission.  Thankfully, Isabella was in a perfect position to help her out.  It was the least that she could do for a life-long friend.  Isabella had an idea to help Madison understand female domination.

“I think that we should test Reese out.  You know, test to see if he really has a submissive side.  Then we can proceed from there.”

Isabella had captured Madison’s interest.

“How do we do that?”

“Does he know how to cook?”

Madison thought it was a strange question.  What did that have to do with anything?  She thought it odd, but she decided to tell Isabella that yes, he could cook a bit.

“Why yes, a few things.  His specialty is chicken.  In fact, I have plenty in the fridge, I was planning on baking chicken tonight.”

Isabella smiled.  Perfect.

“I think that I’ll stay for dinner.  Then I can see what you’ve got to work with here.  Then we can come up with a plan.”


Chapter 3.  Reese

When Reese came home that evening, he was pleased to see Madison’s mysterious friend Isabella.  He had met the attractive brunet many times before when she visited, though he didn’t really know too much about her.  About all he knew was that she was a marriage counselor.  At least that’s what Madison had said about her friend.  Isabella was definitely easy on the eyes.  Today, she looked stunning in her pink dress that gave her that perfect “girl next door” look.

After he greeted her, Isabella took over.

“Madison tells me that you’re cooking tonight.  She says that you really know how to make a delectable chicken dinner.  Is that right?”

Reese was flattered.  He smiled.

“That’s my specialty.  Madison says she really likes it.”

Isabella knew she had him.  Madison had already told her that everything he needed to cook dinner was already waiting in the fridge.  With the trap set, she continued.

“Great, count me in.  Mashed potatoes and fresh steamed string beans sound great.”

Isabella looked at Madison.

“Would you like a salad too?”

Madison nodded in approval.  Isabella continued.

“We’ll have a side salad.  I think that we’ll pair that with a red-wine, your choice.  What are you waiting for?  I’m hungry!”

Reese scurried off to the kitchen to start dinner.  Madison stared in awe while Reese left the room.

“How did you do that?”

Isabella grinned.

“It’s easy, you just have to take an authoritative tone and tell him what you want.  If you’re interested, I can teach you how to do it.  Judging by what I just saw, I’m sure that Reese will be a perfect subject.  Did you notice, he didn’t hesitate for even a moment?  That’s a clear sign of male submission to female authority.”

Madison couldn’t believe how Isabella had ordered Reese about like he was there solely to serve her.  Isabella had made quite an impression, to say the least. 

The ladies continued their conversation while Reese prepared dinner in the kitchen.  For Madison, it was a soothing experience that gave her pause to mull over Reese’s unusual request.  Maybe having a housemaid wouldn’t be such a bad thing after all.

She decided to give it serious thought.


Chapter 4.  Submission

Madison and Isabella sipped their wine while Reese cleaned up in the kitchen.  The meal had been a real eye-opener for Madison.  While they enjoyed their meal, Isabella had Reese waiting on them like a hired servant.  He not only prepared the meal, he served it, all the while tending to the ladies like a waiter in a fine restaurant.  Isabella had him get a different salad dressing for her.  He jumped when her glass needed to be topped off.  He even quickly stood up and retrieved a fork that she had dropped, deliberately of course, before fetching a clean one for her. 

It had been an incredible display of female authority from start to finish.  Now Isabella even had Reese busy in the kitchen doing dishes.  Madison shook her head in wonder.

“Isabella, that was amazing.  I’ve never seen anything like that.  How did you know that Reese would cooperate like that?  He acted like a trained puppy dog.”

Isabella grinned.  Apparently Madison was catching on.

“It’s all about taking charge.  Female authority can rule a submissive male without lifting a finger.  I think that I proved that Reese has, without doubt, a serious inclination to be submissive.  He should be easy to teach if you have an interest.”

“Teach?”

“That’s right, teach.  A submissive longs to be instructed on what a dominant woman demands of them.  We need to educate submissive males so that they do our bidding.  It can be fun.  Not to mention exciting.”

Madison gave it a thought before she responded.

“I don’t quite understand.  What would we teach Reese to do?  He’s already a great husband.”

Isabella knew exactly what Madison needed.

“Stop by my place on Saturday morning and I’ll show you what I mean.  I think that you’ll like what you see.”

“Okay, that’s a date.”

Isabella reached for her glass before she realized it was empty.  She didn’t hesitate for even a second.  She gave a shout towards the kitchen.

“Reese, I need more wine.”

Reese stopped what he was doing, and he immediately brought Isabella a fresh goblet of wine.  Madison was simply amazed.  Previously, she couldn’t even imagine Reese taking orders from Isabella.  Yet, she had just witnessed precisely that with no effort at all on Isabella’s part.      


Chapter 5.  Isabella’s Home

It was early Saturday morning when Madison parked her car in Isabella’s circular driveway.  She sat there for a moment gazing at the huge home.  She had visited many times before, mostly after work in the evening, so she had never really taken a good look at the large mansion that Isabella called home.  Madison could only dream of owning such a place.

The stately two-story home was definitely impressive.  As if to bring home the point, Isabella even had a uniformed maid outside cleaning windows.  Madison could see the woman hard at work cleaning a large bay window.  Imagine that!  A maid!  Madison was immediately jealous.  Isabella was really living the life.  She had no idea that being a Dominatrix could be so lucrative.

Madison rang the doorbell.  A smiling Isabella greeted her.  At first, Madison hardly recognized her friend.  Unlike the usual conservative outfits that Isabella typically wore, she was dressed differently.  She had a sheer white blouse paired with a short black leather skirt, and a pair of black stiletto heels.  Her hair was tied back, put up in a bun, and her makeup was quite dramatic, suitable for an evening out on the town.

“Come on in Madison, I’m glad that you could visit.  I think that you’ll like what I can show you today.”

They sat down in a large parlor room where Madison melted into a comfy plush chair.  Madison couldn’t help herself.

“Isabella, I hope you don’t mind, but I always meant to ask.  How can you possibly afford such luxury?  You home is beautiful.  I even saw a maid outside working.  How do you do it?”

Isabella smiled.

“You know that I’m a professional Dominatrix.  It pays very well!”

Madison made a face.

“I’ve been meaning to ask you about that too.  Just what does a professional Dominatrix do?  I mean, do you have sex with your clients, or what?”

Isabella was quick to respond.

“Oh, no, I certainly don’t have sex with my clients.  Not ever.  What I do, is to tap into my inner female authority, and I use it to draw out the submissive nature of my clients.  But sex?”  She suppressed a giggle.  “Absolutely not!”

Then Isabella smiled.

“At least not sex in the traditional sense.”

Isabella heard the maid come in the back door.  Isabella reached for a small bell on the table next to where she sat.  She gave it a little tinkle.  The maid quickly appeared.

“Yes Miss Isabella.”

Isabella turned to Madison.

“Would you care for something to drink?  Coffee, tea, perhaps fresh squeezed orange juice?”

“Orange juice sounds wonderful.  I didn’t take the time for breakfast.”

Isabella turned to the maid.

“I’ll have the same.”

The maid immediately responded.

“Thank you Miss Isabella.”  With that, the maid gave a little curtsy and went off to prepare the drinks.  Madison was impressed.

“Isabella, such a delightful maid.  Definitely well trained.  How did you find her?”

Isabella smiled.

“Actually, she found me.  Sadly, she’ll be leaving me in just a few weeks.  At that point, I’ll have openings for others.  My clients come and go.  It so happens that you’ve come to me at an opportune moment.”


Chapter 6.  Safe Keeping

The maid arrived, interrupting the conversation.  She brought two glasses of orange juice that were situated on an ornate serving tray.  She placed them, one each, on the side tables adjacent to where the ladies were sitting.  Then the maid waited for instructions, stepping back, and standing with her hands neatly folded in front of her apron.  Isabella spoke next.

“That will be all Tina.  See to your chores.  I want the bathrooms sparkling clean, pay extra attention this time.  Dismissed.”

“Yes Miss Isabella.”

The maid quickly left the room.  Madison was simply amazed.

“I’ve never seen such a thing Isabella.  You just have to tell me more.  Where did you get such a lovely maid?  How can you possibly afford such luxury?”

Isabella giggled.

“Madison, you still don’t get it.  Tina is one of several maids in my home at the moment.  She pays me to serve.”

“What?”

“You heard me.  She pays me to serve.  Tina is a submissive sissy maid.  She’s been trained to serve authoritative women.  She once held a very well-paying corporate position.  Her wife, a charming woman named Gloria, had a similar position at another company.  Gloria was offered a promotion that required an out of state move.  When Tina said Gloria’s job wasn’t as important as her own, well, Gloria came to me.

To make a long story short, Gloria got her promotion, and Tina came here to train for her new career.  She’s been here for months, but in a couple of weeks she’ll be joining Gloria in her new home.  I’m certain that Gloria will be satisfied with her new maid.”

Madison was shocked.

“You mean that Tina is…”

“That’s right.  A submissive male.  A sissy maid trained to serve and obey women.  She has an inner need to do that, and I just brought those feelings out to the forefront.  It really didn’t take much effort on my part.  Nurturing a newbie is quite an enjoyable experience, I must say.  I actually have quite a few sissy maids, each working on different days of the week and at certain specialties.  They each pay me to clean my home, to do my laundry, to cook, and even to prepare my bath, and to assist me dressing.”

“But Isabella, don’t you feel uncomfortable with males doing such intimate things for you?  Aren’t they tempted…”

Isabella interrupted Madison mid-sentence.

“Let me show you something.  Come with me.”

Madison followed Isabella up a staircase to the second floor where the bedrooms were located.  Isabella went into a huge walk-in closet where she pulled a jewelry box out from a wall safe that was in the back of the closet.

“Madison, I do have insurance.  My sissy maids are all locked in chastity.  Each one has been placed in a device that keeps their sex completely in check.  Tina couldn’t get an erection even if she wanted to, so I’m perfectly safe.  I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Isabella opened the jewelry box.  There were many keys inside, each on a key ring, with identification tags.  A few rings had two keys, while most others had just one key.  Isabella held up a key ring that had two keys, with the word Tina hand written on the tag.

“These are the keys to Tina’s chastity.  She can’t remove her chastity unless I allow it.  I have both keys to her sex.  When she leaves my employ, and she goes back to her employer, I’ll give one key to her superior while keeping the other here for backup.”

Isabella picked up several of the key rings to show Madison how successful she had been training sissy maids.  Madison noted that only a couple of them had two keys, while most of the others had only one.  Clearly, Isabella had worked with dozens of former clients.

Madison was amazed.

“They all paid you to be trained?”

“That’s right.  Either the sissy maid or her employer paid me to train the sissy maid.  Some pay monthly, others turned over entire fortunes.  That’s why I live such a luxurious life.”


Chapter 7.  Routine

Back in the sitting room, Isabella continued her discussion with Madison.  Isabella had noticed Reese glancing at her on many occasions, so the thought of training him to be a sissy maid was quite appealing.  It was time for her to make her pitch.

“Like I said, Tina will be leaving me soon.  If you like, Reese can take her position.  I’ll train him for you, no charge, since you’re such a special friend.  What do you say Madison?”

Madison thought for a moment before she answered.

“I can’t even imagine.  How would that happen?  I would feel uncomfortable with seeing that.”

Isabella smiled.

“No need to worry.  I’ll help you to learn how to manage your own sissy maid.  Plus, the training will occur right here in my home.  It’s a progressive process.  He’ll never even realize what’s happening until it’s too late.  Besides, you’re already halfway there.  He did ask you if he could serve you, didn’t he?  Dressed like a female maid?”

A blushing Madison nodded before Isabella continued.

“Well then, it would seem to be an easy task.  Let me show you more about Tina.”

Madison followed Isabella back to the laundry room where Tina was busy with laundry.  It gave Madison an opportunity to take a closer look at the maid.

Madison was amazed.  Even knowing that Tina was a sissy maid, there was absolutely no outward sign of that.  The maid, in her perfectly pressed uniform, appeared to be just an ordinary maid.  Her makeup was nicely applied.  Her manicured nails were polished beige, and her extra long lashes complimented her feminine appearance.  They fluttered enticingly while she worked.  Her hair, in a stylish bob, was cut to perfection.  Her uniform dress came modestly below her knees.  Her mob cap and black patent leather heels, paired with a white apron, finished her look.  A soft fragrant perfume sealed the feminine presentation.

Had Madison not been told the maid’s sex by Isabella, she would never have been the wiser.  Obviously, Isabella had spent substantial effort turning the maid into the image of feminine perfection that she now presented.  Madison was impressed.  They watched the maid at work for a few moments before leaving her to her chores.

Throughout that day Isabella showcased her maid at work.  Madison could hardly believe that she was witnessing a former corporate type doing basic household chores at the behest of a woman.  It was incredible, to say the least.

By the end of the day, the maid had washed windows, done laundry, vacuumed floors, cleaned dishes, and even served lunch.  Plus, incredibly, Isabella had said that the maid was paying Isabella to do the work!  Had Madison not seen it for herself, she would never have believed it.

When Madison finally left for the evening, she had agreed to return the following Saturday to learn more about sissy maid servitude.


Chapter 8.  Sloppy Work

Madison returned the following weekend.  It had been another Saturday of watching the maid at work.  Isabella was taking Madison around, doing what she called a supervisory inspection.  Everything was fine, until Isabella spotted a single hair in a bathroom sink.  Isabella was, shall we say, definitely peeved.  She shook her head in disgust.

“I told Tina that I wanted everything sparkling clean.  This is what I got!  Follow me.”

Isabella went into the kitchen where the maid was emptying the dishwasher.  When the ladies entered the room, the maid stopped what she was doing to give them a little curtsy.  Isabella was not impressed.  Rather, her anger spilled over.

“Tina, I told you that the bathrooms were to be perfect.  I found a hair in one of the upstairs sinks.  A hair!  In one of my sinks!  Stupid girl.”

Isabella pulled out one of the kitchen chairs, then she sat down.  Madison, curious about what was next, situated herself on another chair that was across the table.  Using a terse voice, Isabella snapped at the maid again.

“Bring me the paddle girl.  Be quick about it.”

The maid moved out of the room as quickly as her heels would allow.  Madison could hear the click of the maid’s heels on the Carrara Marble floor while she went down the back hallway.  Moments later, she meekly returned with a wooden paddle in hand.  Isabella took the paddle from the maid.

“Assume the position girl!”

Madison gaped in amazement while the maid, without hesitation, lowered herself over Isabella’s lap.  Then, in a quick movement, Isabella lifted the maid’s dress, then yanked the maid’s panties down to her knees.

Madison was spellbound.  Not only had the maid been wearing pretty lace panties, she was clad in a frilly garter belt that held up her stockings.  Madison hadn’t previously noticed that the maid’s stockings were back-seamed.  The lace tops of the stockings accentuated what was already an extremely feminine image.  Isabella’s sharp voice interrupted Madison’s train of thought.

“Girl, when I tell you to do something, you’ll do it perfectly each and every time.  Twenty for your sloppy work.”

With that, the paddle fell on the upraised bottom with a loud crack that caused the maid to bend one leg at the knee, and to let out a soft gasp.

Incredibly, the maid didn’t even attempt to evade the paddle.  Instead, once the first smack landed, she began to speak in a timid little voice.

“One.  Thank you so very much Miss Isabella.  May I please have another?”

Isabella immediately accommodated the request with another loud crack of the paddle.

“Two.  Thank you so very much Miss Isabella.  May I please have another?”

Isabella made no effort to restrain herself.  Based upon the sound, Madison could tell that Isabella was putting her all into each and every swipe of the paddle.  With every swing of the paddle, the maid’s voice strained to continue counting.  At fifteen the maid could hardly speak.

“Fifteen.  Thank…you…so very…much…Miss…Isabella.  May I…please… have…another?

After nineteen, Isabella paused for a moment.  Obviously, the scene had played out before, because the maid knew what to say.  While her upraised dark red bottom belied her words, the maid begged Miss Isabella to complete her punishment.

“Nineteen.  Thank…you…so very much…Miss Isabella.  I’ve learned my lesson.  Please help me to…remember my lesson.”

With that, Isabella landed a flurry of swats to the upraised bottom while the maid wriggled in a vain attempt to avoid the paddle.  In the rapid succession, Madison lost count of how many times the maid was spanked.  Finally, the discipline session ended when the last swat landed.  When Isabella stopped, it seemed that it had only been because her arm had tired of the effort it had taken to punish the maid.

The maid’s voice was strained, but still as reverent as it could possibly be under the circumstances.

“Twenty.  Thank you so very much Miss Isabella for my much-needed discipline.  May I please go to the corner to think about the lesson that I’ve learned, and to reflect upon my shame, and upon my humiliation?”

Isabella was still speaking in a terse tone.

“Go.  Thirty minutes.  Make sure that Miss Madison can clearly see what a naughty girl you’ve been.”

With that, the maid slowly rose off of Isabella’s lap.  With her panties still down at her knees, the maid held her dress up while she shuffled over to the timer that was on the kitchen microwave.  She carefully set it to thirty minutes.  Then she shuffled over to a corner, and stood as close as she could facing the wall.  She stayed there in place, holding her dress up fully exposing her red bottom.

For Madison, the whole scene was absolutely incredible, leaving her speechless.  What a superb statement of female authority!  She had never seen such humiliating submission from an adult before in her life.

Madison gazed wide-eyed at the chastised maid.  Isabella noticed her reaction.

“Madison, you haven’t seen anything yet.  Come back next weekend and I’ll show you a nice little perk of being in charge.  Trust me, you won’t be disappointed.”


Chapter 9.  Pure Pleasure

It was mid-day on the following Saturday, when the ladies came together again.  Isabella smiled at Madison.

“It’s time for you to learn the best part of sissy maid servitude.”

Isabella picked up the little serving bell, and gave it a ring.  Maid Tina quickly emerged from down the hallway.  Miss Isabella calmly gave the sissy an order.

“Tina, you are to pleasure Miss Madison.”

Isabella turned to Madison.

“Madison, follow Tina up to the guest room.  I’m sure that you’ll be suitably pleased.”

Without hesitation, the maid obediently led a tentative Madison upstairs to the guest room.  The maid closed the door behind them.  Madison nervously fidgeted, not sure what she should do next.  She wasn’t accustomed to being put in a position like that.  Good girls should never find themselves in such a situation.

It was immediately apparent what was going to transpire.  Madison found herself unable to move while the maid methodically began the seduction scene.  The maid reverently unbuttoned Madison’s blouse, before helping her step out of her skirt.

Standing in only her bra and panties, Madison’s mind immediately went back to her first experience with sex.  That was the time when she had made out with her best friend.  Ironically, it too had been Isabella’s idea.  Supposedly, they had done so in an effort to practice kissing, so that they would be ready for kissing boys.  But it turned out to be far more than that.  It was the only time she had ever been intimate with another girl.  Tina, in her maid uniform, appeared to be a woman, so that was what reminded her of the occasion.

Things had gotten out of hand that amazing day.  They were home alone at Isabella’s house for the day.  French kissing had escalated to fondling through clothes.  Then, blouse and sateen shorts had fallen to the floor.  Then they had explored each other through lingerie, until finally, they had ended up in her girlfriend’s bed, both fully naked.

Once disrobed, they had explored each other like only sex-starved young girls could do.  Intertwined tongues led to gorged nipples.  After that, deeply awakened erotic sensations had overwhelmed them both.  Each step a new beginning.  Each step erotically intense.

They couldn’t stop themselves.  Enveloped in a heavenly delight of brand-new sensations, they teased each other to new heights.  In the 69 position, they had eagerly licked each other to multiple orgasms.  One orgasm followed another in a manner that only young girls could experience.  Just like that, with each shuddering orgasm, they had blossomed further into their mature womanly selves.  Madison never knew that such intense euphoria was even possible.  Eventually, they both fell asleep, completely exhausted from the excitement of pure pleasure. 

The whole affair had come to an end when Isabella’s mother came home early from work.  Fortunately, they had both been able to cover themselves up before she came upon them in the bedroom.

Madison had gone home that day without her bra and panties.  There hadn’t been time to put them on, so she had skipped the formality.  Talk about a walk of shame!

The episode had left Madison feeling intensely guilty, while it had propelled her best friend, Isabella, in a much different direction.

Isabella eventually became the professional Dominatrix that she was today.  While guilt motivated Madison strived to be a more traditional woman.  She had become a banker.  A noble profession, to be sure.  Female bank managers are prim and proper.  Straightlaced.  Just like Madison.

Madison had often longingly remembered her first experience with sex.  It had been the only time that Madison had ever had any form of sex in the light of day.  Even after she married Reese, such intimate play was confined to her bedroom, curtains closed, long after dark.  Such was the sex life of a prim and proper woman.  A woman like Madison.

With her husband, she had found cajoling a throbbing penis to ejaculation to be somewhat fulfilling.  But for Madison, making love with Reese was an entirely different type of fulfillment.  One that left her longing for that lovely sensation that she had only felt once in her lifetime.

She didn’t want to fake it any longer.


Chapter 10.  Afternoon Delight

Tina drew closer, gave a friendly hug, then slowly parted Madison’s lips with her soft tongue.

For reasons unknown to Madison, she found that she had no will to resist.  The maid seemed to be hypnotic.  She knew precisely how to arouse her in a manner that only a well motivated submissive could possibly accomplish.

Madison soon found herself on the bed, on her back, fully nude.  Her pony tail had been set loose, her hair tossed wildly, giving her the appearance of an uninhibited woman lusting for sex.  She felt immoral, but she no longer cared.  She was far beyond that.  She craved further attention from the maid.  She had been kissed up and down her well-toned legs.  The maid had nibbled on her neck before caressing her cheeks.  Then the French kissing.  Ooh la la, the French kissing!

Now, her nipples lewdly jutted out.  Her legs were spread wide apart, splayed shamelessly, invitingly, hoping for so much more, while Tina gently teased her.  There was no question or doubt whatsoever regarding what Madison desired.  At that moment, nothing else mattered.

Madison’s mind was far off in another place.  She could hardly remember how she had found herself in such a lewd position.  Tina had been amazing.  Slowly kneading her buttocks had given way to lips caressing her breasts.  A leg massage had followed, with special attention to Madison’s inner thighs.  Madison had never been loved in such a temptingly slow manner.  It was intoxicating.

It took every bit of self-control that Madison had left not to scream fuck me now.  She was so tempted!

For the first time ever, she felt that wonderful procession of anticipation build her arousal beyond her ability to control it.  She gasped when tongue finally reached clitoris.  If her first time had been a girlish candle, this time it was a passionate womanly flame.  She didn’t ever want to come down from the natural high.

A sensual progression to heaven.  The scent of a woman.  Tongue lovingly applied to clitoris.  Such teasing!

Then, out of control.  She only had one thought.  Fuck, fuck, fuck!

While her lust soaked her matted love nest in carnal anticipation, she wanted to scream for an orgasm, but at the same time she didn’t want the foreplay to ever end.  She mentally credited Isabella’s training, and the chastity that constrained the maid, for the incredible pleasure that she was experiencing.  A gift like no other.

Madison had no idea how long the maid expertly played with her sexuality.  The emotional highs were followed with incredible crescendos that left Madison gasping for breath.  But the maid wouldn’t stop.  She effortlessly played with Madison’s sexual urges.  The maid would merely pause between orgasmic bliss, and then begin to take hold of Madison’s sexuality all over again. 

Madison had never known that such pleasure existed.  She never wanted it to end.  She orgasmed again and again.  She felt like a tart being played in a brothel.  She didn’t care.

The feeling was wonderful.


Chapter 11.  Awake

Madison slowly opened her eyes.  She stared up at the ceiling in a groggy stupor.  The light in the room was different now, probably early evening.  She had no idea how long she had slept, or even how many times the maid had brought her to full orgasm.  Her body was sore from reacting to expert sexual manipulation.  How embarrassing!

She had been played like a cheap whore.  She had been helpless to resist the pleasure that came in writhing waves of pure ecstasy.  Without a modicum of resistance, she had just let the maid take her to heights that she had never imagined were possible. 

How terribly tawdry.  How wonderfully delightful!

Looking down at her body, she found that she was still nude, but covered with a soft plush blanket.  Forgetting her circumstances for a moment, she reached down, half expecting to feel a gooey substance in a most private place. 

Ugh, sticky traces of love.

Then she remembered that the maid was completely emasculated.  Thank goodness for chastity cages!  There was no way that she would have been able to offer resistance.  She had completely surrendered to the maid.  All of the maid’s attention had been focused solely on Madison’s pleasure, and no more than that.  Yes, the maid’s tongue had generously probed her down there, but only for her personal pleasure. 

Madison’s hand found only her own soft pubic hairs.

She was aware of a wonderful fragrance that surrounded her.  It was not the usual traces of lovemaking, but rather expensive perfume, the sort she could never even hope to afford on her own.  Having touched herself, her hand was now scented with a lovely lavender fragrance.  It was only when she saw the sponge in a washbowl on the nightstand that she realized what had happened to her.

While she slept, the maid must have given her a sponge bath.  All of the remnants of lovemaking had been softly dabbed away.  Then she had been powdered and perfumed like a sleeping beauty.  Her hair was still mussed, but other than that, she felt fresh and clean all over.

Madison smiled.  What a wonderful feeling!  She looked around for her clothes.  There was nothing else in the room except for a servant’s bell that was next to the washbowl on the nightstand.  She gave the bell a little shake.

Tina the maid immediately appeared from outside the room.  She had arrived so quickly, that Madison realized that she must have been waiting just outside the door to be summoned.  How convenient!

The maid did not give even a hint of the sexual escapades that had so hungrily occurred earlier.  Instead, the maid kept her eyes lowered.  She appeared humble, like she was hoping that she had provided Madison with sufficient pleasure.  She most certainly had done that.

The maid was well prepared.  She held a change of clothes at the ready.

Madison could hardly believe the treatment that came next.  The maid assisted in dressing her.  The maid began by helping Madison into a lacey black push up bra.  Madison had often imagined what such a garment would do to her boobs.  She had seen other women who were obviously flaunting themselves that way, but she had never done so herself.

With her breasts sexily plumped up, Madison found herself admiring her own cleavage.  While she did that, the maid helped her into taupe back-seamed stockings, that were held up with a lace garter belt.

Thong panties followed.  Madison had never worn a thong.  She had always felt that nice girls don’t wear such things.  She found the new sensation to be enticing.  She could see a few pubic hairs peeking out, so she noted that perhaps she should consider shaving down there.  She had once read that bare pubes enhance a woman’s sexual pleasure.  How could she conceivably enhance the experience she had just had?  But wouldn’t it be scrumptious to give it a try?

Oh my!  How could she possibly be thinking like that?  A modest woman isn’t supposed to have such libidinous thoughts!

Madison’s eyes widened at the leather dress that the maid presented for her to step into.  It was identical the leather dress that Isabella was wearing.  Short, form-fitting, revealing, buxom.  Definitely not the sort of tawdry outfit Madison would purchase.  When the maid zipped Madison into it, she felt like a different woman.  Strong, powerful, sexy.  A pair of heels completed her new look. 

The best was yet to come.  While watching the maid at work in the vanity mirror, the maid brushed out Madison’s hair, then put it up in a strict bun.  Again, the same style that Isabella wore.  Madison saw that her makeup had been removed, undoubtedly part of her sponge bath.  Incredibly, the maid did her makeup for her.  Giving her a sexy, authoritative appearance, that Madison never knew that she could achieve.

When the maid finished, she softly announced that Miss Isabella was waiting for her in the sitting room.  Madison quickly descended the elegant staircase to the main level.  When Madison’s heels clicked down the marble hallway that led to Isabella, she felt a newfound sense of feminine power that she had never imagined possible.

What an amazing feeling!


Chapter 12.  A Drink

Isabella was sitting comfortably, waiting patiently for Madison, with two goblets of chilled wine at the ready.  When she saw Madison approach, she gave her a big grin.

“Madison, you’re absolutely glowing.  Did you enjoy yourself?”

Madison felt her face flush a deep red.  Wow!  Did she ever enjoy herself!  She was far too embarrassed to respond.  She didn’t know what to say.  She couldn’t even bring herself to nod.  No matter.  Isabella didn’t really expect a response. 

Madison really didn’t need to say anything.  Madison had that obvious self-satisfied look.  Isabella knew precisely what had gone on, and exactly how Madison felt.

Absolutely heavenly!

“I thought you might like the attention of a well-trained sissy maid.  I trust that you were adequately pleasured.  The maid has learned her lessons well.  Had you said anything negative at all, naturally, I would have had to discipline the maid for poor performance.  So she was highly motivated, to say the least.”

Madison couldn’t believe it.  The maid would have been punished had she not given her sexual bliss!  What a wonderful concept!

Isabella continued on.

“Too bad Tina is leaving us in a few short weeks.  Once they’re trained, it’s time for them to move on.  I’m sure that you’d like to sample her delights a bit more before she goes.  Am I right?”

Adequately pleasured?  Talk about an understatement!  Now Madison was actually trembling with desire.  What was happening to her?  She had no idea.  She only knew that she had really liked it.  A prim and proper woman wasn’t supposed to act like that in bed.  She had actually arched up in response to the temptation!  Then she had wrapped her legs around Tina to encourage her on.  She never knew that her body could respond like that.  Pure pleasure.  She felt like a slut.  But she had loved every dizzying moment of it.  Reese had certainly never done anything like that to her.

She felt fully spent.  She had to sit down.  She had to be careful.  The dress that she was wearing wasn’t exactly modest.  She felt like a tart.  She realized why her hem always came down below her knees.  She never bought anything too revealing.  A married woman was supposed to be modest.

Then she quickly took a sip of wine.  Such refined decadence!  That was much better.  Then another sip.  Finally, Madison found words.  She tried to sound sophisticated.  Not at all what she really felt like.  She cleared her throat.

“Ahem.  Yes, a girl could get accustomed to this sort of treatment in a hurry.  What an amazing life you lead Isabella.”

Isabella smiled.

“That’s not the half of it dear.  There are far more pleasures here to be had.  Won’t you stay for dinner so that I can explain?  I have two more maids coming in to serve for supper.  Mandy makes an exquisite baked Salmon, and I’m sure that you’ll enjoy watching Mia serve us in her cute little French maid uniform.  What do you say?”

Just then Tina came in with a tray of hors d’oeuvres.  Madison felt her face flush again.  She felt awkward in the dress that exposed her body the way it did.  With her breasts revealed the way that they were, she felt like she was tempting the maid for more sex.  A lusty invite that she wasn’t accustomed to making.  Actually, maybe she was hoping for more.  Why wouldn’t she?  With that thought, she nervously crossed her legs.

For her part, the maid was engrossed in her duty.  She didn’t seem to be at all self-conscious by what had occurred earlier in the upstairs bedroom.  Madison certainly couldn’t say the same thing.  Her face burned with embarrassment. 

Clearly the maid was well trained.  The maid kept her eyes lowered, avoiding the temptation to gaze at the beautiful women.

Madison was overwhelmed with what she was experiencing.  There were two more maids?  Just like Tina?  Was it possible that Tina was just for Saturday housekeeping?  Isabella had other maids for more refined duties?  Absolutely amazing.

“Of course I’ll stay.  I wouldn’t want to miss dinner.  Please, tell me more about your staff.”

The ladies spent the rest of the day discussing sissy maids, and the special role that they play in serving women, both in the bedroom, and doing domestic chores.


Chapter 13.  Proposition

Madison was satiated.  First brazen sex.  Then a dinner fit for a queen, served by two well-trained maids.  She had never tasted such heavenly food.  She had consumed more wine than she normally would consume in a month.  Her head was spinning with the delight of pure pleasure.  She had never before been treated like that.  Never had she experienced such decadence before in her life.  It was a wonderful feeling.

Now, on top of it all, Isabella had a proposition.  A proposition that only a woman who had sampled the benefits of such an arrangement could possibly accept.

Isabella had always wanted to spend time with Madison’s husband.  He was cute in a girlish sort of way.  She had always thought that he would be amusing to instruct.  This was her opportunity.  A chance that she had waited for.

“I’ll tell you what Madison, I’m willing to help you out if you are willing to go along.  I think that Reese has the potential to be an excellent sissy maid.  With a bit of schooling, I think that he would be able to provide the same pleasures that you experienced with Tina.

Naturally, I wouldn’t expect you to simply give your husband up.  That would hardly be fair to you.  I would send Mandy over to tend to your needs while I worked with Reese.  I think you’ll find that Mandy has special skills that rival Tina’s.  She’s quite a find.  I keep her on my permanent staff, but I’d be willing to part with her while I tend to Reese.  What do you think Madison?”

Previously Madison would have been appalled at such an indecent proposal.  Lend her husband to Isabella?  For tutoring?  She knew darn well what kind of education that Isabella had in mind for Reese.  A prim and proper woman would never even consider allowing such a thing!

But the thought of the pleasure she had just experienced in the upstairs bedroom, coupled with a delightful dinner, not to mention copious amounts of imported wine, caused Madison to think.  She could never teach Reese what Tina already knew.  But Isabella most certainly could.  Plus, she could enjoy the benefits of Mandy while Reese was schooled.  Win, win!

Isabella could see the answer in Madison’s eyes.  She had seen that lust many times before.  Once a woman had a taste of real pleasure, the answer was obvious.  Isabella thought that she had better lower expectations a bit.

“Of course I can’t guarantee anything.  A cute bottom and a willingness to serve doesn’t necessarily mean that Reese will make a good sissy maid.  Some of my sissy girls turn out to be Nancy Maids.  A shame actually, but it does happen.”

That brought Madison back to reality.

“Nancy Maid?”

Isabella elaborated.

“That’s right, Nancy Maid.  These are sissy maids who can’t properly pleasure a real woman.  Essentially, they are just common household maids.  Not only that, but when it comes to domestic chores, they don’t come close to equaling the talents of the lowest of female maids.  When you think about it, it’s amazing that any sissy maid can even compare to a woman in any aspect.  Sissy maids have their brains in their balls, blue as they may be.  But there are those, like Tina, who are somewhat adequate.  They overcome their base desires.  But only after considerable training.  Not to mention persuasive discipline measures.  Of course, breaking them is half of the fun.”

Madison didn’t immediately answer.  Instead, she was daydreaming about what delights Mandy might provide.

“Nancy maids are only good for domestic work.  You know, laundry, cooking cleaning.  The basics.  They just can’t seem to be able to acquire those bedroom skills that we all desire.  They’re destined to live a life of domestic work.  Of course, they work at the direction of superior women.  I can’t guarantee that Reese won’t turn out like that.”

Madison only thought for a moment.  Turning Reese into a housemaid would still be a step up.  After all, then Madison wouldn’t have to do the work by herself.

“Isabella, he’s all yours.  Give him your best shot!”

With that, Isabella used the serving bell to order another round of wine.  Mia quickly arrived to take her order. 

Madison imagined Reese in the same outfit that Mia wore.  This was going to be…pleasurable.


Chapter 14.  First Day

Reese had arrived exactly on time.  He had no idea what to expect.  Madison hadn’t really explained what he would be doing.  She had said that Isabella wanted to see him, then she had said something about doing chores.  After that, his mind had been someplace else, lost in a sexual fantasy.  He was thrilled with the prospect of meeting with Isabella, one on one.  So he was fanatical about being punctual.  He had pressed the doorbell at exactly 8:00 AM, precisely like when Madison had told him to be sure to arrive.

He was surprised when Isabella opened the door.  Clearly she had just got out of bed.  She was still dressed in a revealing sheer nightgown, with no makeup, with her long hair still mussed.  Not quite the image that Reese had expected.

Reese had never seen Isabella without her hair up.  She always kept it up, usually in a bun.  This time her long hair came down over her breasts, modestly covering up what her skimpy nightgown had missed.  Reese couldn’t help himself.  His eyes fell to her breasts, still seductively peeking out from under her locks.  He didn’t dare sneak a peek any lower than that, even though he was most certainly tempted.

Isabella was a gorgeous woman even under normal circumstances.  He had fantasized about her on many occasions.  Dressed the way she was, the woman was absolutely extraordinary.  Bedroom eyes, perfectly dressed for a long heated horizontal interlude.  Dazzled by her beauty, his eyes glazed over while he mentally undressed her.

Isabella gave Reese a strange look.

“You’re early.”

Her words brought Reese back to reality.  Early?  Reese thought to differ, but decided that there was no point to it.

“I’m sorry, I can come back.”

“No, don’t bother.  Come in.  I want you to start with cleaning windows on the inside.  Supplies are in the room in back of the kitchen.”  She pointed down the hallway.  “Get everything you need, and then begin upstairs.”

Reese shrugged his shoulders.  Domestic chores?  That was what Madison had said.  He would be happy to help.  No need for such a beautiful woman to engage in such mundane chores.  That just wouldn’t seem right.  Reese disappeared down the hall while Isabella went up the stairs to her bedroom to get ready for the fun to begin.

Reese worked diligently, systematically cleaning all of the windows on the upper floor.  Reese expected to see Isabella before he got to the last window to be cleaned, a big bay window in her bedroom, which he presumed was the master bedroom.  He had worked slowly on the windows in the other rooms, hoping that he didn’t have to be confronted with her closed door.  With squeegee in hand, he put the bucket down, and gave a little knock on the door.  He heard her soft voice from inside.

“Enter.”

Reese went straight to the large bay window that brought plenty of sunlight into the room.  He began to clean the first pane, when he noticed Isabella’s reflection in the window glass.  He couldn’t believe what he saw.

Isabella was seated at her vanity that was across the room from the bay window.  He could see by the reflection in the vanity mirror that she was slowly applying her makeup.  But that wasn’t what caught his eye.  She had removed her nightgown.  Now she was topless, with her long hair still draped over her breasts, barely concealing her charms.  From his angle he could also see her one of her legs.  She was wearing black stockings, back seamed, with a black lace garter belt holding them up.  That was all that she was wearing!

He couldn’t help himself.  He was completely taken in by her stunning appearance.  Sexy, yet strangely innocent.  He turned around to get a better look at the delightful vision of womanhood.  He gazed longingly at her beauty, imagining what it would be like to make love to such a magnificent woman.

In his haste to gawk at her beauty, he hadn’t realized that she could see him in the vanity mirror.  She interrupted his daytime fantasy.

“Enjoying the view Reese?”

She caught him by surprise.  He had hoped to be a secret voyeur, but she was on to him.  He stumbled with a reply.

“No…I mean…I….”

She turned to face him.  His eyes widened like saucers when he caught a glimpse of her nipples when they momentarily peeked out from her flowing auburn hair.

Isabella stood up and walked right up to Reese.  She put her hands on her hips, accentuating her shapely curves.  Her movement caused Reese to take a glance at her hips.  The woman wasn’t even wearing any panties!

“I can’t have you working here if I can’t trust you.  From what I see,” she looked down at his tented crotch, “It’s not safe for me with you nearby.  You’ll have to leave.  You do realize that I’ll have to tell Madison what you are like when she is not around to supervise you.”

Realizing that his wife would be furious with him for ogling her best friend, Reese attempted to apologize.

“I’m so sorry Isabella, I didn’t mean to…”

“Oh yes you did.  I could see the lust in your eyes the moment I opened the door.  I couldn’t even trust you to clean a few windows.  You should be ashamed of yourself.  A married man!”

“Please Isabella…”

“Miss Isabella to you.”

“Please Miss Isabella, don’t tell Madison.  I promise…”

His voice trailed off again.

Realizing that he had fallen into her trap, Isabella decided that it was time to seal his fate.

“I suppose that there might be a way to keep from telling Madison.  After all, she’s my best friend, so I wouldn’t want to destroy her marriage.  You might not like what I have in mind.”

Thinking that anything was better than having Isabella tell Madison about his slight indiscretion, Reese quickly agreed.

“Whatever you say Miss Isabella.”

Isabella smiled.  She walked back to her vanity where there was a small box.  She picked it up, and then gave it to Reese.

“Down the hall to the bathroom.  Put this on.  Then I’ll be safe.  I won’t say a word to Madison.  Promise.”

Reese took the box, and quickly went down the hallway.


Chapter 15.  Lock and Key

Reese couldn’t believe what he had done.  With precum eagerly dripping from a full-blown erection, it had taken a pinch, not once, but twice, of his own testicles to shrink his sex down to size.  His hands shook with lust while he attempted to put the device on.  It was a tight fit, but then he had locked his sex away with the chastity that he had found in the box.  Now he was back in Miss Isabella’s bedroom, ready to continue with cleaning windows.

Isabella hadn’t continued dressing.  Not even close.  Instead, she was still topless, wearing only stockings held up with a lacy garter belt.  When she saw him enter, she turned, still seated at her vanity, and rolled her eyes.

“Am I to trust you?  I don’t think so.  Not after what you did.  Drop those pants, I need assurance that you followed directions.”

Reese could hardly believe what she had ordered him to do.  Yet he found her to be so alluring that he couldn’t possibly refuse.  He quickly exposed himself to her gaze.

Isabella was in no hurry.  She took a long look at his restrained genitals.  He looked so cute, very contrite, pants down, penis tightly secured with a lock behind his balls.  The chastity would most certainly inhibit any possible effort to become erect.  With the chastity in place, all he would be able to do would be to struggle helplessly against an unyielding restraint that held his sex at bay.  Just like that, Reese had effectively been neutered.  She had seen it many times before.  She was in charge now.

She found his situation to be amusing.  It had been so easy to put him at her mercy.  He had succumbed to her will with no resistance at all.  He was hers now, no question about it.  In that condition, the submissive would not only be fully emasculated, he would even have to sit to pee.  Just like a girl.  She smiled.

“That’s much better.  That assures me that I don’t have to worry about being raped in my own home.  A girl shouldn’t have to worry herself over such things.  Now then, cover yourself up.  Then I want you to help me get dressed.”

Reese quickly pulled his pants back up.  Isabella stood up, and pointed to a black lace bra that was on her bed.  Reese brought it over before helping her into it.  After Reese clipped it closed in back, Isabella again pointed to the bed, this time to pair of matching black lace thong panties.  Reese had to drop to his knees in front of her, perilously close to her flawlessly shaved pubes, in order to help her into them.  After that, she pointed to a black leather dress.  Reese helped her to step into it, before zipping it up in back for her.

Isabella pointed to the bay window.

“Finish up in here, then go downstairs.  I’ll join you in the kitchen after I finish my hair and makeup so that I can give you the rest of your chores.”

Reese didn’t know what to say.  He hadn’t ever even helped Madison get dressed, yet he had essentially dressed Isabella.  What a gorgeous woman!  Even with his cock fully restrained, he had enjoyed every moment of that.  He finished up the windows in Isabella’s bedroom before he headed downstairs.

Isabella stayed behind, waiting for him to leave before she took out her jewelry box.  She had taken the keys to Reese’s chastity before she gave him the box.  Apparently he hadn’t even noticed.  Now she was putting them on a keyring that had an identification tag on it.

Naming a new maid was always fun.  She never liked to use the same name twice.  She had saved this particular name for a special maid.  She carefully wrote the name on the tag before tossing the ring into the box with the rest of the keys.  She smiled to herself.  She had always wanted a sissy maid named Lola.  That was the name of a haughty girl who had been teacher’s pet back in high school.  The slut had dated a guy that Isabella had always wanted for herself.  She would certainly enjoy teaching Lola a few lessons.

Yes, maid Lola was perfect. 


Chapter 16.  Transformation

Downstairs, Reese sat patiently in the kitchen waiting for Isabella.  She had kept him waiting for what seemed like hours.  He was spellbound when Isabella made her entrance.  Reese couldn’t believe the amazing transformation that had taken place.

Now Miss Isabella was wearing stilettos.  With her hair up in a strict bun, along with dramatic makeup, she took on the air of an authoritative Dominatrix.  Reese soon discovered that Isabella not only looked the role, she played the part well too.  She wasted no time giving her new charge a list of tasks that she expected him to complete.  He struggled to remember the long list.

Reese was about to get up and get to work when Isabella stopped him.

“Your room is down the hallway, at the back of the house where the maids stay.  You are in room number 4.  Go there and get changed before you report back to me.  Be quick about it.  I don’t have all day.”

Madison hadn’t said much regarding what was waiting for him at Isabella’s impressive home.  She had only said that she would be out of town for a few weeks.  While she was gone, he was to be trained by Isabella in domestic servitude.  He wasn’t sure exactly what that meant.

But he had sure remembered Isabella.  How could he possibly forget her?  He had thought that he knew everything about Madison’s gorgeous friend.  Such a charming prim and proper woman.  A true professional marriage counselor.  Always impeccably dressed.  Probably a bit too conservative for Reese’s taste.  She had surprised him back in her bedroom.  Then she had shocked him with that outfit she was wearing.  Complete with stilettos!  That seemed so out of character for her. 

But Isabella was absolutely intoxicating.  Now his mind was spinning while he made his way back to room 4.  He would do anything for such a beautiful woman.

Things only became even more exciting when he opened the door to room number 4.  It was  a tiny little bedroom at the back of the house.  Hardly anything to speak of.  But there, spread out neatly on the bed, was a domestic maid uniform.

Not a frilly thing.  Not in the least.  But rather, it was the typical white trimmed black dress that you might see on any hotel maid staff.  She wanted him to change into that?

There was a tingle of wicked pleasure that surged from his head all the way down to his restrained bits.  A guy wearing women’s clothing?  Strictly taboo.  Everybody knows that.  He had done so in private, but that was entirely different.  How could he possibly be expected to dress up like a female maid and then appear like that in front of Isabella?

A sharp pain in a private place reminded him of his situation.  If Isabella wanted him to change, he really had no choice.  He carefully set aside the apron and cap.  Then he picked up the dress, noticing for the first time the clearly embroidered stitching in white.

Housekeeping

Lola

Isabella had not only put him in chastity, but now he was to put on a maid uniform.  On top of all of that, she was renaming him Lola!

Next to the uniform was feminine lingerie.  A set of falsies that could easily pad out the D cups in the bra that was next to them.  Stockings and garter belt.  Panties.  The attire of a woman.

Off to the side, a small vanity awaited.  There was a black wig neatly perched on a wig stand.  Next to the wig, cosmetics were neatly spread out.  She wanted him to make himself up like only a woman could do.  He had done so in private before, but this was asking quite a bit.

His first thought was to go back to her and tell her “no.”  There was no way that he would humiliate himself like that for Isabella.  Yes, he wanted to serve like a housemaid.  He had painstakingly admitted that to his wife just a few days earlier.  She hadn’t been too excited about the prospect.  Particularly when she discovered that he had shaved off the hair on his legs and underarms.  That seemed to have upset her.  He figured that she had probably forgotten all about that by now.

This was different.  He had wanted to serve Madison.  But he wanted to do so privately, in his home, under his terms.  This was out of his control.  Yes, a dream come true, for sure, but serve Isabella?  What would his wife think of him if he served her friend instead of her?

Then he had the distinct image of the beautiful woman in his head.  Her sexy hypnotic voice nonchalantly ordering him into uniform.  He had never envisioned Isabella to have that Dominatrix look.  She wore the image of strict, authoritative woman, very well.  It wouldn’t be all that bad to serve such a beautiful woman.  Even if it meant wearing the uniform of a female maid in order to do it.

After all, such servitude had been on his mind for a long time.  He had mentioned it to Madison, but he had resigned himself to thinking that it would never happen.  This might be the only opportunity that he would ever have to make his dream come true.

But if Madison found out what he was doing, she would be angry with him.  He thought that she would never understand.  How could she?

He looked again at the uniform that Isabella had left just for him.  The iconic black dress with white accents, the apron, and the cap had a magical effect.  Reese wanted to become Lola.

Just for Isabella.

He stripped down.  Then he began the process of turning himself into Lola, the maid.


Chapter 17.  Respect

Isabella was still in the kitchen waiting for Lola to appear.  She sat in a wooden chair, pulled away from the table.  When Lola saw that Isabella was holding a wooden paddle, the maid wanted to turn back.  But Isabella didn’t give the maid the opportunity to do so.  Instead, in one quick move, she took Lola by the hand and pulled her over her lap.

She spoke while she lifted the maid’s dress, then with a quick tug, she pulled down the maid’s panties.  She immediately began to scold the sissy girl.

“What took you so long girl?  Don’t you ever keep me waiting again girl!  You are a simple domestic maid.  You are to respect me at all times.  Never forget your place.”

The first slap of the paddle landed with a resounding crack. 

Whack!

Isabella alternated the paddle with her scolding.

“Obedience.”

Whack!

“Respect.”

Whack!

“Obedience.”

Whack!

“Respect.”

Wack!

Isabella delivered twenty of her best, with the maid’s bare bottom turning deeper shades of red with every crack of the paddle.  Lola was so stunned by what was happening, that she made no effort to resist.  It wasn’t until the assault stopped, and her bottom began to burn and sting, that she realized what had happened.  Just like that, she had been put in her place.  She was subservient to the beautiful woman who was now in charge.  Miss Isabella had most certainly brought home the point.

Isabella had the maid stand up in front of her, holding her dress up.  Her confined limp sex was exposed, confined, yet now dripping with shameful arousal.  Isabella noted the reaction the maid had to such humiliation, but gave no indication that it mattered to her.  She calmly continued with her lesson.

“Lola, you are here to learn how to be an acceptable maid.  I will not tolerate anything less than utmost respect from you.  You’ll do your very best.  Sloppy work, or poor behavior, will be rewarded with similar discipline sessions.  Do you understand me girl?”

The maid looked shocked.  She couldn’t even utter a single word.  Instead she nodded her head.  The maid had certainly received the message.  Clearly Isabella was not to be disrespected.  She meant business.

Isabella pointed to the corner.

“Into the corner girl.  Hold your dress up so that I can see that naughty bottom of yours.  Think about what I’ve said, and what you’ve done.  I’m setting a timer.  When it goes off, you’re to start on your chores.”

The maid quickly went into the corner.  Isabella smiled at the bright rosy red bottom that was on display.  Definitely some of her best work.  Practice makes perfect!  The maid had easily accepted such humiliation without resistance.  They aren’t always like that.

Clearly, Lola was going to be easy to teach.

While the maid meditated on her lesson, Isabella went down to room 4.  She gathered the male clothing that Lola came with, and then she disposed of them.  Lola wouldn’t be needing them anymore.

At least not in her household.


Chapter 18.  Working Maid

Standing with her nose deep in the corner, Lola’s blushing red face burned with humiliation, matching the state of her red bottom.  She felt waves of embarrassment when she realized what a juvenile punishment that Isabella had administered.  Yet, the maid complied with the order she had been given.  She stood there like a chastised child for what seemed like hours.  She stayed obediently in place until the timer went off.

The maid quickly pulled her panties up, then straightened her dress.  Lola found that Isabella had left the maid alone in the kitchen.  She hadn’t even bothered to stay to make sure that Lola obeyed her instructions!   The thought only served to add to the shame of the discipline session.

Isabella had left the maid with a monumental list of tasks.  A list that she couldn’t possibly expect to complete in just a day.  When Lola had suggested to Madison that she become her maid, this wasn’t exactly what she had in mind.  Her fantasy never included quite so much actual work.

The maid began her duties in the kitchen.  It didn’t take long for Lola to have second thoughts.  In just a few short hours, working by herself tidying up in the kitchen, Lola was already regretting her new lifestyle.  The thought of fussing over a beautiful woman like Madison had been a long-time dream.  Instead, she was in a strange home working like, well, like a common maid.  The woman in charge was a woman she thought she knew.  But a whole different side of Isabella had emerged.  An exciting image, to be sure, but while Lola worked, Isabella was nowhere to be found.  Not exactly what the maid had in mind.

With the initial erotic excitement of servitude waning, thanks to a well-tanned bottom, Lola decided that she didn’t want to work for Isabella.  She made her way back to the servant’s bedroom she had been assigned to, only to find that the clothes that she had arrived in had been removed.  Lola was effectively trapped in her new uniform!

The maid stood there, pondering her next move.  She couldn’t very well leave dressed the way that she was.  She didn’t even have a way to get home.  She had left her wallet with her clothes, and it too was gone.  With no money to even hire an Uber, she’d have to walk.  Not to mention the chastity device that held her sex in a useless position.  With that thing on, she’d even have to sit to pee like a girl.  She didn’t have the key to it, and she certainly couldn’t hope to remove the thing without it.

Lola felt foolish standing there in her maid uniform.  She had allowed Isabella to put her in her place.  Her uniform proclaimed her servitude.  It was even embellished with the name Lola, a name that Miss Isabella had assigned to her.  The situation was well beyond humiliation, the maid had been totally dominated by a woman.  Lola was appalled at how easily she had surrendered.  Yet, she found the situation to be erotically exciting.  An unexpected thought, to be sure.

Just then she heard the click of heels coming down the hallway towards her.  She turned to see another maid approaching.  Unlike the working maid uniform that Lola was wearing, this maid was dressed in a French Maid uniform that flattered her, while concealing little of her voluptuous charms.

The maid walked right up to Lola.  She rolled her eyes before she spoke.

“You look lost dearie.  Miss Isabella told me to set you straight.  I’m the head maid.  Miss Trudy to you.  I’ll be supervising you.  Miss Isabella is far too busy to see to training a maid herself.”

Lola couldn’t help herself.  She drank in the vision of womanhood that stood in front of her.  Perfect legs.  Voluptuous breasts exposed by a plunging neckline.  Her perfume engulfed Lola in an invisible cloud of heavenly feminine fragrance.  She was spellbound by the image before her.  Lola found herself tempted to pull the maid closer.

A pinch of her chastity brought her back to reality.  She wondered if Miss Trudy was a real woman, or was she a sissy maid just like herself?  She couldn’t possibly be a sissy maid.  Could she?  No, not with a body like that.  She had to be a real woman.

Incredibly, Miss Trudy seemed to be able to read her mind.  Perhaps Lola shouldn’t have leered at her quite so much.

“No honey, I’m not a sissy maid.  You’re the worker bee.  Your job is to obey me.  I’m Miss Isabella’s special maid.  All woman.  All supervision.  You report to me.”

Lola instantly changed her mind.  Maybe working like a real maid wouldn’t be so bad after-all.  This was interesting.  She did want to be a maid.  With Miss Trudy in charge, she certainly could be a maid for Miss Isabella.  Why not?  So she decided that maybe she’d stay around.  Working with Miss Trudy would be absolutely amazing.  Why not take advantage of the situation?

Miss Trudy smiled.

“Come with me honey, let’s get you to work.  There are floors to polish, laundry to be washed, and bathrooms to sanitize.  So many maids come here without a clue how to be a good domestic.  Let’s see what you can do.  Try your best to impress me.”

Miss Trudy had the maid finish up in the kitchen before she had the maid vacuuming floors.  Now Miss Trudy had ordered that cleaning bathrooms was next on the agenda.

Lola followed Miss Trudy to a closet where Lola picked up supplies so she could begin to work in the bathrooms.  While Miss Trudy led the way, maid Lola carried the supplies.


Chapter 19.  Miss Trudy

Maid Lola had been working diligently all morning.  First cleaning in the kitchen, and now cleaning bathrooms under Miss Trudy’s close watch.  Domestic chores are hardly easy to carry out.  Particularly, when under strict supervision.  All the while, though she carefully observed, Miss Trudy had never even lifted a finger.  For Lola, that explained why Miss Trudy’s fingernails were so perfectly manicured.  Yes, Miss Trudy’s job was strictly supervision.

The mansion had six full private bathrooms, with one private bathroom in each bedroom.  Plus there were several common bathrooms, including one by the pool, two powder rooms, and a single bathroom at the end of the hallway where Lola’s room was situated.

Lola had just finished sanitizing the first one.  Miss Trudy was instructing the maid to wash the floor by hand, down on her hands and knees.  Miss Trudy stood right in front of Lola, so that the maid was looking right at Miss Trudy’s heels while she worked.

The combination of being at Miss Trudy’s feet, washing the floor, all while wearing a maid uniform, sent Lola’s mind drifting off with sexual fantasy.  She had often imagined working for Madison, but she had never imagined that it would feel like this to be put to work like a female maid.  She found such work to be pure sensual bliss.

She found it difficult to concentrate on the floor.  Instead, her eyes wandered to the heels and ankles of the beautiful supervisor.  She had trouble resisting the urge to kiss her beautiful feet.

But while Miss Trudy carefully observed, with arms folded in front of her lovely breasts, Lola still managed to handwash every inch of the bathroom floor.  Only to find, when she finished, that Miss Trudy was not satisfied with the work that she had done.  The maid had to do the entire job a second time in order to satisfy her superior.  Then, a third time, before Miss Trudy was finally pleased with the work that had been done.

In truth, the maid had completed her work properly the first time.  Miss Trudy just wanted to assert her authority over the new girl by having her wash the floor multiple times.  She was curious if the maid would protest, or if the maid would comply without complaint.  Based on the maid’s response to her demands, this one had clear submissive tendencies.  She would be easy to teach how to be a proper sissy maid.

Miss Trudy had enjoyed watching the new maid obey her instructions.  By handwashing the bathroom floor three times, the maid had completely humiliated herself while Miss Trudy took in the scene.

Absolutely delicious.

Time for Miss Trudy to have more fun.  There were plenty more bathrooms to clean!  Miss Trudy would repeat the test in each one.  By the time the maid finished with the bathrooms, she would have absolutely no doubt who was in charge.


Chapter 20.  Instructions

Weeks had gone by while Miss Trudy had taught the maid everything about being a proper domestic servant.  Under Miss Trudy’s tutelage, Lola had come to appreciate that there was far more to being a domestic than she had ever thought possible.  Now she could clean bathrooms in her sleep.

It was time to teach the maid about more intimate duties.  For Miss Trudy, this was always the best part of schooling a new sissy maid.

The maid was busy sweeping the patio when Miss Trudy took maid Lola aside.

“Lola, tonight you will be introduced to boudoir duty.  Listen carefully, because you’ll be required to do everything perfectly.”

The maid smiled.  She knew what boudoir duty meant.  A chance to be intimately closer to Miss Isabella.  Miss Trudy continued.

“You’ll be summoned to her bedroom with the bell late in the evening.  Miss Isabella enjoys play when she’s in the mood.  You’re to help her undress.  Then assist her with her strap-on.  You do know what a strap-on is, don’t you?”

The maid knew precisely what a strap-on was.  She shuddered to think that Miss Isabella would be penetrating her with one that very night.  She nodded.

Miss Trudy continued.

“Very well.  Then you’re to stand at attention in the corner of the room, waiting for direction.  After Miss Isabella takes her pleasure, you’re to stay at attention until you’re dismissed.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Trudy.”

“Very well.”

For Lola, the excitement continued to build throughout the day.  It wasn’t just the thought of undressing Miss Isabella.  It was also the thought of being taken with the strap-on.  She had never been penetrated like that, so she found herself engrossed in the fantasy of being bedded by the beautiful Miss Isabella.

The serving bell rang promptly at nine that evening.  The maid quickly went up the stairway to the bedroom that was on the second floor.  The anticipation of servicing Miss Isabella was incredible.  The sensual excitement swelled her enthusiasm, only to be met with the painful restraint of her chastity.

The maid had worked long and hard for this moment.  She was sure that it was finally time to make it all worthwhile.


Chapter 21.  Boudoir Duty

The maid entered Miss Isabella’s bedchamber.  Much to her surprise, Miss Trudy was also in the room.  The two women were standing next to Miss Isabella’s large bed.  The maid noticed the strap-on was on the night stand.  She dipped a curtsy for her superiors.  She had been taught by Miss Trudy to do that whenever she entered a room where women were present.  Then, just like she had been told to do, she waited for her instructions.

Miss Isabella glared at the maid.

“Well girl, what are you waiting for?  Am I to wait all night for service?”

Realizing that Miss Isabella was expecting to be undressed, the maid quickly moved forward to assist her.

Weeks earlier, Lola would have never been able to provide such intimate servitude.  She would have been overcome with lust at the sight of the gorgeous woman in her bedroom.  Even as it was, her heart was pounding with excitement.  But now, with her sex fully restrained, and well past complete frustration, she was able to carefully assist Miss Isabella out of her dress without a hint of sexual innuendo.  Miss Trudy had taught her well.

While Miss Trudy carefully observed, the maid delicately unzipped the form fitting dress that flattered every curve of Miss Isabella’s incredible body.  Then, working from behind, the maid daintily unclipped bra, lowered panties, then assisted Miss Isabella out of her black stockings.

Still working from behind the beautiful woman, the maid secured the strap-on in place.  Miss Isabella modestly stepped into bed, managing to cover herself with a blanket at just the right moment to keep the maid from fully taking in her naked body.

The maid gazed at Miss Isabella until she heard the voice of Miss Trudy.

“What are you waiting for girl?  I’m next.”

Surprised by the instruction, the maid quickly tended to Miss Trudy.  The senior maid was everything that Lola thought that she would be.  Perfectly formed sensuous curves, luscious breasts, and glistening fully denuded pubes.  In moments, the senior maid was also naked, with the sweet scent of her musk floating enticingly in the room.

Up until that moment, Lola hadn’t realized what her role was to be in this unusual situation.  When Miss Trudy got into bed with Miss Isabella, it was only then that the maid understood.

She stood in the corner, hands folded in front of her apron, eyes lowered, while Miss Isabella began delicately French kissing Miss Trudy.

Maid Lola could barely contain herself.  The sound of the two women making love right in front of her caused her sex to beg painfully for release.  Release that she realized was forbidden, release that couldn’t be achieved.  Mind-blowing erotic lust was safely contained within the confines of the chastity. 

Artfully teased and denied!

So instead of joining in, the maid stood silently, a voyeur teased and tormented, while watching Miss Isabella thrust into Miss Trudy.  The senior maid writhed in ecstasy while her superior had her way with her.

The maid had never witnessed the hunger of two women pleasuring themselves in bed.  Such incredible lust!  She was supposed to stand with eyes downcast like a humble servant.  She couldn’t help herself.  She kept glancing at the performance that she longed to join.

But she knew better than to try.  She had felt the sting of Miss Trudy’s paddle before, so she didn’t want to do anything to disappoint her tutor.  That would be a big mistake.


Chapter 22.  Afterglow

Miss Trudy had collapsed into a deep sleep after her second orgasm.  Miss Isabella was still trying to catch her breath, panting deeply after the intense effort of brazen lovemaking.

Now the room went silent while Lola continued to stand at attention in the corner of the room with her hands gracefully folded on her white lined apron.  It wasn’t easy to do.  She was fully aroused at the scene she had just witnessed.

It had taken every fiber of her being to observe, without participating, while the two beautiful women had satisfied their lust right before her eyes.  But she knew that if she made any attempt to join in, that there would be severe consequences.  She dared not disobey the instructions that she had been given.  She definitely knew better than that.

Finally, with Miss Trudy already passed out in bed, Miss Isabella managed to give a thought to the maid.  The maid was definitely an afterthought.  She had been tested just like Miss Isabella had planned.  Lola had followed instructions.  Good for her.  She would make a good sissy maid.  The poor thing.  She was still waiting for further instructions.

Sissy maids!  Such absurdly helpless creatures.  So submissive.  A real treat to tease, deny, and order about.  What fun!

Miss Isabella looked at the maid with dreamy bedroom eyes.  Her tussled hair reflected the lusty interlude that the maid had just witnessed.  She barely managed a satiated whisper.

“You’re dismissed girl.”

Miss Isabella was exhausted.  With that afterthought, she collapsed into a deep sleep.  Miss Isabella wasn’t awake long enough to witness the maid dipping a dainty curtsy, before leaving the ladies to their dreamy sleep.

Back in her quarters, the maid tried to calm herself down.  Watching the two women had been incredibly erotic for her.  Lola’s own heart was pounding with excitement.  It had taken every ounce of effort not to join in the lovemaking.  Her own sex had painfully throbbed uncontrollably in its prison all the while.  Precum had soaked her panties, but that was all that the maid could manage to do.  She was helplessly constrained.  She had never felt so frustrated before in her life.

But she understood her position in the household.  She was to respectfully follow instructions to the letter.  She knew that failure to do so would result in a humiliating spanking.  Both Miss Isabella and Miss Trudy had made that abundantly clear on several earlier occasions.  Her bottom tingled at the mere thought.

So after the maid changed into her nightgown, she made herself comfortable in her bed.  She spent the rest of a sleepless night staring up at the ceiling.  Her mind drifted, imagining what it would be like to pleasure the two women who were fully in charge of her.

But she realized that the chances of that ever happening was merely a fantasy that would likely never be realized.  Lola had become the humble maidservant that she had always dreamed of being.


Chapter 23.  Phone Call

Madison hadn’t heard from Isabella in weeks.  So she was happy to receive a call.  She had been wondering how Reese was doing, so it was an opportunity for an update.

Not that Madison was in any hurry.  Mandy’s culinary skills were exemplary.  Madison was becoming quite accustomed to such dining indulgence.  Mandy had been providing an extraordinary level of servitude that extended all the way into the bedroom.  Madison had been quite satisfied enjoying her exquisitely pleasurable nights without Reese.  She really didn’t want them to end.

Isabella didn’t actually say much on the phone.  Instead, she invited her friend over to discuss the progress that she had made with Reese.

Madison was happy to make a visit to see about things for herself.  So when  she arrived at Isabella’s, she was excited to learn how much progress Isabella had made with Reese.

After Madison gave the doorbell a ring, the door swung open.  Another one of Isabella’s lovely maids gave a little curtsy before showing Madison in.

Madison smiled at the attire that the maid wore.  A French maid uniform gave the girl a tarty appearance.  She was perfectly made up, with rosy red cheeks, with nicely coiffed hair.  Not very practical, but certainly sensual.  When it came to maids, Isabella certainly knew how to present one.

Madison couldn’t help but wonder.  Was this a sissy maid, or was she a real woman?  She knew from a previous conversation that Isabella also trained submissive women for domestic servitude.  She smiled to herself.  At Isabella’s lovely home, Madison couldn’t really be sure of anything anymore.  She decided that this maid must be one of the women.

Madison followed the girl out to the patio where Isabella was basking in the sun.

Isabella greeted Madison with a big smile.  The two ladies sat down and stretched out on cushioned loungers.  Isabella gave the maid an order.

“We’ll have wine.  Be sure to chill the glass.  Be quick about it girl.”

The maid gave a curtsy, and went back inside to fulfill the order.  Madison shook her head.

“I don’t know where you find them Isabella, but you certainly do know how to get service.”

Isabella smiled.

“It’s not nearly all that difficult.  Submissive types yearn for servitude.  It’s a matter of taking a firm stance with instructions.  The rest happens all by itself.”

The ladies stayed out on the patio sipping wine for the rest of the afternoon.  They talked about everything except for Reese.  Madison decided not to inquire, she reasoned that Isabella would bring it up when she was ready.

When Isabella invited Madison to dinner, she quickly agreed.  It had been a full day of visiting, and Madison was ready to eat.  When they sat down in the dining room, Madison noted that now there were two identically dressed maids serving them.  She decided that the prissy French maid outfits were likely for the benefit of impressing guests with Isabella’s good taste.  She was flattered that Isabella thought her worthy of such royal treatment.    Since all they did was bring food from the kitchen, Madison presumed that there was at least one maid working in the kitchen preparing dinner.

What an amazing life Isabella was leading!

After dessert was served, a most wonderful chocolate mousse, the curiosity finally got the better of Madison.  She couldn’t wait any longer.

“Isabella, may I ask how Reese is doing?”

Isabella smiled.

“Oh dear, how rude of me.  I almost forgot.”

Isabella gave a quick shake of the serving bell that was next to her on the table.  Maid Trudy immediately appeared from the kitchen.  Madison hadn’t seen Maid Trudy that evening, so she surmised that she had been in the kitchen.  She wondered if Maid Trudy had been cooking, or merely supervising.  Trudy was so talented, she could have been doing either task.

Isabella snapped an order.

“Trudy dear, please send Lola in dear, and be quick about it.”

Trudy gave a little curtsy, then went back into the kitchen.  Madison smiled.

“I have to hand it to you Isabella, your staff is certainly well trained.”


Chapter 24.  Maid Lola

It only took a moment for another maid to emerge from the kitchen.  It was the same maid who had escorted Madison in from the front door.  She had also been serving the ladies dinner.  She approached the table where the two ladies were seated, and she gave a respectful little curtsy.

Looking quite confused, Madison turned to Isabella.  Isabella smiled at the puzzled look on Madison’s face before giving an order to the maid.

“Elderberry wine dear, be quick about it.”

The maid nodded, then gave a little curtsy.

“Yes Miss Isabella, right away.”

The maid scurried off to the kitchen to fulfill the request.  Maidson’s mouth gaped open.  She was speechless.

Isabella had enough fun for the evening.  It was time to tell all.  Isabella gave a little giggle.  She was quite proud of the work that she had accomplished with Lola, and Madison had just verified that it was all worthwhile.

“Obviously you don’t recognize your new maid.  She has had quite the makeover, wouldn’t  you say?  Lola has been so easy to train.  She’s almost ready to be put into your service.”

Madison had been served all evening by the maid, and she hadn’t even had a clue!  Unbelievable.  Madison finally found her voice.  At least a little.

“But I didn’t even recognize her voice…”

Isabella laughed.

“All part of the program.  She’s had voice lessons, quite a few I might add, so that she could learn how to project that timid sexy voice that you hear.  Very appropriate for such a sweet maid, don’t you think?  After all, she can’t possibly sound like she did before, can she?  I mean, look at her.  That would be silly!”

Madison could hardly contain her amazement at the incredible transformation.  She struggled to find words.

“I had no idea…”

Isabella grinned.

“Amazing how a little makeup, padding in just the right places, a feminine hairstyle, and a uniform, can really change the appearance of a sissy girl.  Voice lessons, along with a firm chastity, can work wonders to create a servile domestic.  My methods have been very successful creating perfect sissy maids.  You’ll find Lola to be extremely docile, obedient, helpful, respectful, and compliant to a fault.  Everything that a real sissy maid should be.”

The maid appeared, carrying a tray with two goblets of chilled Elderberry wine.  The maid carefully set the goblets down on the table in front of the ladies.  Then she paused, waiting for further instructions.  Isabella looked at Madison.

“Madison, would you care for anything else?”

Madison couldn’t find the words.  Instead she shook her head.  Isabella turned to the maid.

“That will be all for now dear.”

Then, in an incredible display of submission, the maid curtsied in front of the two ladies, before returning to the kitchen.

Madison couldn’t help herself.  She tried to suppress a giggle, but it didn’t quite work.  She looked straight at Isabella.

“Wow, I could never have imagined that was even possible.”

Madison took a sip of the wine.  Elderberry wine had never tasted quite so gratifying.


Chapter 25.  Miss Richfield

A few days later, Lola was engrossed with cleaning windows when she heard the bell at the front door.  Knowing that Miss Trudy didn’t like to hear the bell ring a second time, she quickly went to the entrance foyer to answer the door.  Miss Trudy had often said that a maid should respond quickly whenever she was needed.  She had stressed that was a sign of a good domestic.

The maid paused at the door for a moment to straighten her apron, and to compose herself.  She opened the door just when the guest, a mature, well-dressed woman, was about to press the bell for a second time.

Close call!

The woman looked very much the part of a professional lawyer.  She wore a navy-blue business suit, and she carried a briefcase.  Her makeup was perfect, her hair was back and up in a strict bun.

The woman announced herself to be Miss Elizabeth Richfield, to see Miss Isabella.  She gave a glance of obvious condescension at the maid, before confidently stepping into the foyer.

She clearly had been a guest at Miss Isabella’s home before.  She strode past the maid towards the dinning room where Miss Isabella was waiting.  The maid trailed behind.  She was required to present guests, then wait for further instructions.  Miss Trudy had been specific about that. 

The maid stood back at the doorway, waiting for instructions, while the two superior women conversed.  Miss Richfield began.

“Good to see you again Isabella.  I see you’ve successfully trained another one.”

She gave the maid another look.  This time with an amused smirk.  Her next comment was tinged with the snobbery that only a well-to-do woman could heap on a domestic servant.

“Quite convincingly, I would say.”

Isabella enjoyed the compliment.

“Thank you Elizabeth.  You flatter me.  This one was hardly a challenge at all.  Took to her chastity without a complaint.  Should we get down to business?  I know how valuable your time is, and I’ve a busy day ahead myself.”

“Of course, I should have realized that you have a tight schedule.  You’re such a busy woman!   We should get right down to it.”

Miss Richfield opened her briefcase, then spread papers out on the table.  She spoke to Isabella, without looking at the maid.

“Nothing new here, just standard forms.  The girl need only sign here, here, here, and here.”

Miss Isabella looked at Lola for the first time.

“Come over here girl.  You need to sign these.”

The maid moved over to where the women were sitting.  Without looking further at the paperwork, she signed her name by the red X’s.  Though she may not have realized it, by doing so, she had signed divorce papers, and she had signed away all of her possessions to Miss Madison.  Furthermore, her name was now legally Lola Titmore.  Additionally, she had signed an automatically renewable employment contract, putting her in domestic service for Miss Madison for the foreseeable future.

Isabella looked at the gold wedding band that the maid wore.  She held out her hand, palm up.

“You won’t be needing that anymore, dear.”

The solid gold ring was quite valuable.  It was an expensive reminder of the special relationship Reese had enjoyed with Madison.  Still, the maid knew better than to quibble over possession of the ring.  Without delay, the maid gently placed the ring in the palm of Miss Isabella’s hand.

Isabella immediately gave the ring to Elizabeth.

“Another trivial token to add to your extensive collection.”

The two ladies gave satisfied smiles.

With paperwork signed, Isabella dismissed the maid.

Just a few days later, maid Lola was sent by Uber to report to her new employer.


Chapter 26.  Brazen Hussy

Lola had been working in Madison’s home for quite a while when Madison decided that she wanted to go out on the town for a romantic evening.  Naturally, she couldn’t take her maid out with her for a date.  Why would a woman ever decide to go out on the town with her maid?  Such a silly notion!  So that was when she accepted an invitation to go out from Trevor.

Trevor was Madison’s employer.  She had worked for Trevor for years.  Right from the beginning, Trevor had been making overtures to Madison.  Up until now, she had been successfully brushing him off.  After all, she had been a married woman.  But not anymore.  Madison wanted to go out, and she certainly wasn’t going to go out with her maid.

Early Saturday morning, Madison told Lola that she would be going out that evening.  That was when the trouble began.  Standing in her uniform, the maid struck a pathetic figure protesting the idea of Madison going out on a date.  It was all that Madison could do not to burst into laughter at the scene.  Lola stood there in her maid uniform, looking quite like the domestic servant that she was, protesting to her employer.  Such a brazen hussy!  Just who did she think she was?   Who was her maid to tell her who she could go out with?

Madison had no idea what to do with such improper behavior.  She really hadn’t had an occasion to discipline the maid, though it seemed to be an appropriate time.  When Lola persisted, Madison decided to take the maid back to Isabella for a little refresher.  With one phone call, she was on her way to Isabella’s with maid Lola.

When they arrived, a properly attired maid showed them into the sitting room where Isabella, and another female client, were comfortably seated.  The conversation continued when Lola entered the room walking a few steps behind Madison.  Isabella caught Madison up on what they were discussing.

“Madison, this is Emily.  Emily is here to check up on the progress of her maid.  We were just talking about what life was like for women before sissy maids.  It’s difficult to even imagine now, but there was a time when women had to do all of the household chores.  Just a few generations back, women had little choice.  Their social status was clearly defined.  A woman either had a maid, or she was a maid.  It was as simple as that.  Hard to believe, isn’t it?”

Emily gave a cute little giggle.  Madison was far more serious.  She was having difficulty with her own domestic, and she had dropped in to remedy the problem.

Since Madison had called ahead, Isabella was ready for the brazen maid.  A paddle was waiting patiently on the table right next to her.  There was also an addition to the room where Lola had previously been routinely serving Isabella.  In one corner of the room, there was a student desk facing the wall.  A desk similar to what you might find in a school classroom.  In the middle of the room, there was a wooden kitchen chair.

Isabella pointed to a comfy looking recliner.

“Have a seat Madison, while I have the maids prepare Lola for her punishment.”

Isabella picked up the serving bell that was adjacent to the paddle and gave it a little ring.  Two maids appeared from down the hallway in short order.  Isabella spoke to them in a firm voice.

“Lola’s been a naughty girl.  Get her ready, then bring her back here for her discipline session.”

The maids whispered a meek reply in unison, both dipping a little curtsy at the same time.

“Yes Miss Isabella”

One of the maids took Lola by the hand, then the two led her off down the same hallway that the maids had emerged from.

Isabella smiled.

“That was Nina, and Emily’s maid Mia.  Mia is just about fully trained, and ready to go home with Emily.  She only needs just a few more weeks.  Nina is my housemaid.  I’m quite proud of them both.”


Chapter 27.  Comeuppance

A few minutes later, the three maids returned.  Lola now had her dress pinned up in back, with her panties removed, her bare bottom was fully exposed.  Isabella offered the paddle to Mia, then she spoke to Nina.

“You’re first Nina.  Give her ten of your best.”

Nina had performed the task many times with new maids, so she new precisely what to do.  The senior maid sat down on the wooden chair, then smoothed her dress.  When she was seated comfortably, she motioned to Mia.

Mia gave the paddle to Nina, then took Lola by the hand, leading her to where Nina was sitting.  Nina tapped her lap with the paddle.  Without any semblance of resistance, the naughty maid went right over her lap, presenting her bare bottom in the perfect spanking position.  Mia stood nearby, a witness to the humiliation that was being heaped on Lola.  For Lola, it was about to become even worse that it already was. 

The three superior women watched with interest while the proceedings began.  Madison was most interested in watching her maid being disciplined.  The procedure seemed well choreographed, so Madison decided that the punishment must have been carried out many times before.  Nina started by taunting the naughty maid.

“Lola, what’s the most important thing that a maid must understand?”

In the position that she was in, bottom up, face down, the response from the maid was barely audible.

“A maid must always know her place.”

“That’s right.  Remember girl, you earned this.  Now count.”

With that, the paddle landed the first wallop on the upraised bottom with a loud smack that seemed to reverberate off the walls.  The maid spoke in a strained voice.

“One.  May I please have another?”

Another thwack of the paddle followed.

“Two.  May I please have another?”

By the time the maid pronounced “ten” her bottom was already turning a bright red.  Then, while the three superior women looked on in amusement, Nina switched positions with Mia.  Miss Isabella gleefully implored Mia to give the naughty maid another ten, and to be sure to put her best effort into it.

Mia began with the same admonition that Nina had used.

“Lola, what’s the most important thing that a maid must understand?”

The maid was breathing hard from the humiliating submission, but she still managed to respond in a timid voice.

“A maid must always know her place.”

Mia smiled.  She was going to enjoy this.  Lola had been a bit haughty when she arrived.  Now she was getting her comeuppance with plenty of witnesses to her humiliation.  For Mia, it was pure pleasure to deliver it.  Lola wasn’t so high and mighty now!  Mia spoke in her most condescending voice.

“That’s right girl.  Now count.”

Mia put everything she could muster into her first swat.  The impact of the paddle gave a resounding smack that caused the maid to flinch her scarlet buttocks.  Can such a wallop create an echo?  To the maid, it most certainly seemed to.

The maid could barely speak.  Her timid voice was strained.

“One.  May I please have another?”

The maid clenched her buttocks in an attempt to evade the paddle.  Mia would have no part of that.

“Ten extra for clenching that pretty bottom of yours.  You know better girl!”

The maid relaxed, giving Mia the perfect target.  Another crack of the paddle immediately followed.

“Two.  May I please have another?”

At ten, Lola was squirming from the burning sensation on her reddened buttocks.  Ten more whacks followed in immediate succession, with Lola barely able to keep up the count.  In fact, the maid stopped counting at five.  Mia, fully intent on punishing the maid, actually delivered fifteen more.  But who was counting?

The two maids had done a splendid job of warming up the naughty girl.  Before Mia let Lola off her lap, Miss Isabella spoke to Madison.

“Madison dear, would you care to take a turn?  After all, she is your maid, and she needs to understand her place.”

Madison grinned.  This certainly looked like fun.  She couldn’t wait to take a turn!

Madison stood, deliberately taking her time walking over to the chair.  She felt waves of superiority while she moved like a queen who had been summoned to deliver her verdict.

Madison had never even spanked a child before.  Applying such a childish punishment to her maid, a full-grown adult, would be a whole new experience.

The two maids had put on quite a performance, so she knew exactly how to administer the discipline session.  She would show Lola precisely who was in charge!


Chapter 28.  Just Deserts

Madison felt so superior sitting in the same wooden chair that Nina and Mia had just so expertly used to show her the way.  Being in charge was one thing, but enforcing her authority with a discipline session was quite another.  She liked the feel of it.  She was a woman clearly in charge, with paddle in hand to enforce her will.  A childish spanking for improper behavior?  An incredible concept.  Why didn’t she think of it sooner?

When Lola went over her lap, she could see that Lola’s tanned bottom had already been well worked over.  The next round of spankings would be incredibly painful.  Perfect!  Madison felt right at home joining in on the proceedings.  She teased and taunted with her opening proclamation.

“Lola sweetie, what’s the most important thing that a maid must understand?”

Now the timid voice had a touch of fear mixed in with her response.  Her strained response betrayed the emotions of a maid submitting to the superior authority of a woman in charge.

“A maid must always know her place.”

For Madison, the response from the maid to her authoritative voice was satisfying.  Absolute proof of the new hierarchy in her home.  Now extremely confident, Madison continued, with a firm voice that spoke to her superior authority.

“That’s right.  Now count.”

Madison didn’t realize her own strength.  Her first swat landed with a resounding crack that caused the maid to buck and kick her legs in a vain effort to avoid the sting.  The strained response reflected the obvious dislike of the punishment, but it was tinged with the sweet tone of submission.

“One.  May I please have another?”

Madison gleefully smiled.  This was fun!  Madison found the complete and total surrender to her superior femininity to be incredibly intoxicating.  Such acceptance of an incredibly juvenile punishment, given in the presence of witnesses, was exhilarating.  This wasn’t just a punishment session.  It was an erotic flaunting of Madison’s superior womanhood.  A part of Madison that she had never experienced before.  It was extremely liberating.   Madison felt an erotic twinge of her own sex when she landed a second swat of the paddle with renewed vigor.

“Two.  May I please have another?”

The proceedings continued.  Madison gleefully applied ten of her best.  When she finished, curious, she touched the warm crimson bottom to feel the heat.  The maid winced in pain at the gentle touch of a woman’s hand.

Miss Isabella spoke up.

“Lola, you’re to stand in the corner until I tell you to come out.  Be quick about it.”

The maid stood up, then moved to the corner that was just in front of the student desk, with her nose pressed against the wall.  Her bright red bottom was on full display for the ladies to witness her humiliation.  She dared not rub the sting out of her bottom, because she had done so on an earlier occasion.  She knew full well the punishment for that.

Nina and Mia returned to their duties.  The three superior women carried on their conversation while the maid stood shamefully in place.  Twenty minutes or so later, Miss Isbella put the finishing touches on the discipline session.

“Lola, take your seat.  You’re to write, one hundred times, a maid must always know her place.  Then present me with your work when you’re finished.

The maid, not wanted to further upset her superiors, quickly sat down facing the wall, making a grimacing face when her stinging bottom met the wooden seat.  She knew the punishment for sloppy writing.  So she began to write down that important lesson in her very best handwriting.  She numbered each line while she went on.

1.  A maid must always know her place.

2.  A maid must always know her place.

3.  A maid must always know her place.

The ladies continued to converse while the maid wrote.  The mood between the two superior women was jovial.  Mia had served the ladies drinks, and their goblets were empty, before Lola finally completed her task.  Only then did Lola dare rise from her position.  With her dress still pinned up displaying her crimson cheeks, Lola respectfully offered her written task to Miss Isabella.

Miss Isabella took one look at the results, then shook her head.  With one quick effort, she tore the papers in half, then gave them back to the maid.

“Such sloppy handwriting is unacceptable.  Do it again girl!”

The maid lowered her eyes.

“Yes Miss Isabella.  I’m so sorry.”

Lola returned to the corner desk to do her task over again.  Miss Isabella was always a perfectionist, so the maid knew that she would have to be extremely careful the second time she wrote out her task.

Madison had a big grin on her face.  There was no longer any question regarding precisely who was in charge.


Chapter 29.  Getting Ready

Back at Madison’s home, it was time for her to get ready for her date.  The maid had certainly learned her place.  How could she not?  The humbled domestic made no effort to protest readying Madison for her date.  A quite contrite Lola had already assisted Madison into a slinky dress that screamed sex.  It was a knockout number that no guy could possibly resist.  Madison wore it well.  The short, low-cut garment, barely concealed the sensual delights that awaited Trevor.  It was precisely the look that Madison envisioned.

Now, the maid was brushing Madison’s shoulder length hair, giving it a nice fine sheen before pulling it back and putting it up in a neat bun.  The finishing touch was a flower that the maid clipped in Madison’s hair, followed by a spritz of an amazing perfume that simply begged for attention. 

Madison was excited.  Not because the maid had learned her lesson, but rather because she couldn’t wait to see Trevor again. 

She knew precisely what Trevor wanted.  A woman always knows.  Trevor had been playing out the whole range of a slow seduction scene.  Their earlier dates had included trips to the Opera, Ballet performances, the theater, and tours of art museums.  They had eaten in the finest restaurants in town.  Madison had purred like a kitten while Trevor artfully flirted with her.  Slowly at first, but picking up with intensity with each subsequent date.  How could a girl resist such an exquisite effort?

Their previous date had ended with an amazing make-out session on the couch.  Tonight, there was only plans for a dinner date.  Madison knew that she was on the menu too.  Madison presumed that after dinner they would come back to her place, and that she was to be dessert.

Madison could hardly wait!

Once Madison was ready to go, it was time to take care of her maid.  Isabella had been extremely direct.  While Madison was out on her date, the maid would be confined to her upstairs bedroom.  She was to sit at the vanity and write out another task.

Her task was to write, A maid must always know her place, 200 times.   When she finished, she was to stay in her room while Madison entertained Trevor.

For Madison, it would be the perfect evening.  For Lola, it would be an admission of her complete and total submission to a superior woman.  Her bottom, still stinging, and very red, was a painful reminder of her lowly position in the household.

Madison ordered Lola to her room.  The maid gave a curtsy.  A definitive admission of total obedience.  Her face flushed with humiliation.  With that, the maid was off to do precisely what she had been instructed to do.

A maid must always know her place.


Chapter 30.  The Dating Game

Lola knew that Trevor had arrived.  She was still sitting at her vanity and writing, just like Madison had ordered.  She could hear the sound of a fancy sportscar engine when it came up the drive, but she could not see it.  Lola had no idea what kind of car it was, but she knew from the sound of the engine that it must have been expensive.  She dare not go to the window that overlooked the drive to get a look at the car.  If Madison saw her, that would mean trouble.

Lola couldn’t help but be jealous of Trevor.  While Lola was firmly entrenched in her domestic role, Madison would be out on the town being wooed by Trevor.  Lola knew how the evening was going to end, but there wasn’t a thing that she could do about it.  She had already tried her best, and she had a sore bottom to show for it.

Madison worked for Trevor, that was how she had met him.  Lola already knew more than enough about Trevor.  Madison had often spoke of him, usually with that dreamy look in her eyes.  A look that had once been reserved for Reese.

Lola had previously escorted Trevor in from the door for earlier dates.  Even to Lola, Trevor’s attributes were obvious right from the start.

Trevor was everything that Reese wasn’t.  Madison’s well-tanned employer was smooth, rich, suave, and sophisticated.  His athletic build was rock solid.  He had deep dark eyes that any woman could easily get lost in.  There was no doubt about Trevor.  Any woman would be excited to have the attentions of such a find.

Madison didn’t need to explain.  Her affections for Trevor were clearly evident.  Lola knew that Madison couldn’t wait to be bedded by Trevor.  No doubt, the sooner, the better.  She was practically panting for his attention.

Naturally, the maid desperately wanted to intercede.  But the memory of the humiliation she had suffered at Miss Isabella’s was more than enough to prevent such bold action.  Instead, Lola remained seated at her vanity, dutifully writing out the task that Madison had assigned to her.

101.  A maid must always know her place.

Sitting at the vanity, whenever she looked up, she could see her own reflection in the mirror.  There was no mistaking what she saw there.  It was the reflection of a timid uniformed domestic maid, dutifully following the humiliating orders of her superior.  Her black dress with white trim, apron, and cap, reinforced her new reality.  Her short hair was practical.  Miss Trudy had said that a maid’s hair wasn’t supposed to look too stylish lest she unwittingly come on to the paramour of her female superior.  Simply another required indignity.

For Lola, sexual submission came naturally.  Even if it meant staying in her room while Madison had her affections tended to by another guy.

102.  A maid must always know her place.

She could hear laughter coming from the foyer downstairs.  Then she heard the door close.  The house became silent.  She heard the sound of the sportscar driving away.

The maid looked down, and carefully wrote her next line.

103.  A maid must always know her place.


Chapter 31.  Bedroom

It was late in the evening when Madison came home with her date.  There was gleeful laughter and giggles when the couple came in the door together.  They didn’t even bother to stop at the couch.  No need for preliminaries.  They both knew what they wanted.  Lust demands satisfaction.  So instead, they went straight upstairs to the master bedroom where Madison’s king-sized was patiently waiting for them.

The adult-sized playpen was perfect for what the couple planned.  The maid tried not to think about what was going on there.  Still, she couldn’t help herself.

The maid knew that Madison would be well loved that night.  From down the hallway, Lola could clearly hear the sounds of frantic passionate lovemaking.  The two lovers couldn’t get enough of each other, fast enough.  Laughter, giggles, then silence.  Lola was familiar with the sound that Madison made when she orgasmed.  She had satisfied the beautiful Madison herself on many previous occasions.  Of course that was Reese, not maid Lola.  Her tight chastity reminded her that she would never again be able to give Madison the pleasure that a woman like her deserved.

What was it that Miss Isabella had called her?  A Nancy maid.  A maid only good for domestic duties.  A maid with bedroom skills unworthy of a superior woman.  That’s what Miss Isabella had said.  Miss Trudy had agreed.

Trevor was not to be denied.  Lola cringed not once, but twice, when Madison reached that shuddering bliss.  The maid could imagine the masculine stud plundering Madison’s riches while Madison eagerly arched her body up to meet his desire.  There was not a thing that the maid could do about it.

That night, while Madison and Trevor slept in post-climatic bliss, the maid stayed wide-awake.  This was the lifestyle that she had wanted.  The servile life of a domestic maid.  Madison had simply granted her what she had requested.  She really couldn’t complain about that.

While the contented couple slept, Lola realized something about herself.  It was something that she had already known, but something that she hadn’t admitted to herself until now.

Between Miss Isabella, and Miss Trudy, Loal had been completely and totally humiliated.  Trevor bedding Madison, was the exclamation point on her lowly position.  She had been emasculated to the point that she was obediently dressed in the uniform of a maid servant, while her ex-wife was fucked out of her mind, in the same house, right down the hallway from her own room.

What Lola realized that night, was that all of the embarrassment, shame, and humiliation that had been heaped upon her, was erotic for her.  That’s why she hadn’t resisted any of what had happened to her.  She had actually enjoyed it.

Then it came to her.  In the morning, she would be required to serve Madison and her ardent paramour breakfast.  The lover who had lustily taken her former spouse, would need to be served by the uniformed maid.  She would have to be pleasant, courteous, and obedient at all times.  That would be a requirement.  It would be incredibly embarrassing to have to lower herself to such indignity.  Yet, she knew that she would willingly do so.

Yes, first thing in the morning, well before the amorous couple arose, the maid would prepare herself for service.  She would shower, pull on her lingerie, zip herself into her uniform, and make herself up properly.  Then, with apron and cap in place, she would tend to her duties.  That would include serving breakfast in bed to the satiated lovers.  She would present herself to be the perfect image of a female domestic maid.

She knew her place.  She knew that better than most could ever understand.  A maid must always know her place.  She was looking forward to the humiliation.  The mere thought was unbelievably erotic to her.  She could hardly wait.

That was incredibly shameful, all by itself.


Chapter 32.  Morning After

The maid checked herself in the mirror one last time before starting her daily shift.  Her makeup was perfect, her dress clean and pressed.  Her taupe hosiery ended appropriately in patent leather heels.  Her apron was sparkling white.  Her matching white mob cap held her hair in position.  Just a hint of flowery perfume.  She had that sharp, crisp appearance, that Miss Trudy had stressed.  Very professional.

Enough of her preparations.  It was time for her to start her day.  Time to prepare breakfast for the lovers, and to serve them in the very bedroom where they had taken out their lust on each other the previous night.  It would take every ounce of humility that Lola could muster for such a shameful display of submission. 

Miss Madison had ordered a specific breakfast for two.  Fresh squeezed orange juice, toast, scrambled eggs, and bacon.  Breakfast was to be served precisely at 8:00 AM.  So at exactly 8:00 AM, the maid gave a timid knock on the bedroom door.  She heard a giggle, before a soft whisper of “Enter” from the lady of the house.

Miss Madison pointed to a nightstand where the maid carefully placed the tray that contained breakfast for two.  She could only get a sideways glance at the couple, but it was enough for her to feel shame for what she had done to herself.

There was Miss Madison, sitting up in bed, with an obvious morning-after glow.  Right next to her, Trevor sat with a huge grin that said it all.  The outfit that Miss Madison had worn the evening before was strewn about out on the floor, intermingled with male clothing that plainly belonged to Trevor.

Having delivered breakfast, the maid was quick to attempt to leave the scene.  But Miss Madison stopped her at the door.  The maid was to be further humiliated.

“Lola, dear, gather up all of the clothes that are on the floor.  Launder everything, then bring Trevor’s for him.  Oh, bring him the blue robe so that he has something to wear.”

The blue robe!  It was brand new, a gift from Madison.  Reese hadn’t even had an opportunity to wear it.

The maid nodded, then stepped towards the door.  Miss Madison stopped her there.

“Lola!”

“Yes Miss Madison.”

“Are you forgetting something?  Perhaps you would like another spanking.  Should I have you bring the paddle?”

The maid knew precisely what she had done.  She had deliberately skipped protocol.  She couldn’t bring herself to humiliate herself in front of Trevor.  Realizing her mistake, she immediately made amends.

She dipped a little curtsy.

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

“It had better not or Miss Isabella will hear of it.  Now get to it.”

When the maid left the room, Trevor burst into laughter.

“Madison, do you mean to say that you spank the maid like an errant little girl for missteps?”

Madison grinned.

“Yes, I do.  Right on her bare bottom.  Perhaps, should you call on me long enough, I’ll let you take a turn for yourself.”

Trevor grinned.  He licked his lips, with a hungry look in his eyes.  He would relish an opportunity to teach a naughty maid a lesson that she’d never forget.  He found the lusty thought to be intriguing.  He would certainly see to it.  But not today.  He planned on spending hours of quality time with Madison.  So there would be plenty of time for such amusement later.

“I can assure you that I’m not going anywhere.  I would definitely enjoy giving your maid ten of my best.”

With that, he gave Madison a deep kiss.  The sort of passionate kiss that promised a long-lasting relationship.


Chapter 33.  Last Laugh

Isabella had stopped by to visit Madison.  She wanted to make certain that things had progressed satisfactorily for her.  She always liked to follow up with her clients, then make improvements to the training program if necessary.

The two were enjoying their tea in the parlor while they talked.

“So, Madison, what do you think of sissy maid servitude now?”

Madison grinned.

“Best thing that I ever did.  I haven’t done any housework since the day she arrived.”

Isabella nodded.

“What about in the bedroom?  Has she been satisfactory?”

Madison shook her head.

“Our relationship has been strictly platonic.  She’s a good housekeeping maid, but no more than that.  Besides, I’m seeing Trevor.  He’s absolutely fabulous in the bedroom!”

Isabella nodded again.

“Don’t underestimate her.  Such intimate attention can be delightful under certain circumstances.  Lola’s highly sexually motivated, quite a little strumpet, willing to do just about anything to give a woman pleasure.”

Isabella gave a little giggle.  She knew that to be true first-hand.  She had sampled the maid’s services after Trudy had taught her everything necessary to be successful in the bedroom.  Very intense.

Of course she had told Madison that Lola was a simple Nancy maid, not at all able to be trained for proper oral servitude.  It was a little prank that she had played on the maid.  Sort of a parting gift to assure that the maid would be properly sexually charged for servitude.  Madison would have to find out the truth on her own.  But only if she was interested.

Isabella continued.

“One last question.  You said that you are still seeing Trevor.  How has Lola responded to that?”

Now it was Madison who was giggling.

“Trevor still thinks that Lola is female.  He even stole a kiss from her!  The poor girl, she had no idea what to do.  He pulled her close and had his tongue halfway down her throat before she knew it.  I could hardly contain myself when I saw it.  I suppose when you dress like a servile woman you should expect those sorts of things.

I think that Trevor’s waiting for her to brush off his advances so that he has an excuse to give her a spanking.  I’ve been letting him have his fun, just to see where it goes.  I’m sure that a guy like Trevor can give her a spanking that she’ll never forget.”

Both women enjoyed a hardy laugh.
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