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Dedication

Maid With Benefits is dedicated to those with a sexual fantasy that didn’t quite work out for them in real life.

You can’t blame a girl for trying.


Preface.  Maid With Benefits

We all have our own sexual fantasies.  Each of us are aroused by our own unique preferences which often may seem odd to others.  These can often be embarrassing sexual fantasies that typically remain hidden deep inside of us.  On rare occasions these sexual fantasies can actually be given an opportunity to come out to be experienced in the real world.  In most cases these desires remain a secret for a lifetime.

The problem with bringing a sexual fantasy to life is that when given the chance to live out a fantasy things don’t always go like they were anticipated.  This is particularly true when the secret fantasy involves another person.  Of course most sexual fantasies do involve another person.  A case in point is the submissive male who secretly desires to serve a woman in the actual manner that a woman might serve her just like a real domestic maid.  These types of submissive males are called sissy maids.

Those with submissive sissy maid aspirations in particular often have elaborate notions about everything housekeeping servitude entails. In their mind a maid is routinely teased by a beautiful authoritative woman with little actual work to do.  Usually the reality does not conform with the fantasy.  No woman in charge of a sissy maid can conceivably be expected to live up to the imaginary world of a submissive who longs to be dominated by a sexy authoritative female.  So in the real world the submissive male often finds himself still longing for a dream that can’t possibly come true.

Most submissive males actually find themselves ashamed of their submissive nature so they are far too embarrassed to confess to a woman anything that they actually yearn for.  After all society generally frowns on effeminate males who try to imitate women.  In general males are not expected to aspire to become submissive to women because that might appear to be a male weakness.

This presents a real quandary for the submissive male.  By definition the hopeful sissy maid can’t relate her true desires.  That would be topping from the bottom which completely ruins the submissive illusion that the sissy maid strives for.  So because of that ultimately the sissy maid is left at the whim and fancy of a dominant woman who decides on her own terms what to do with her sexually titillated willing maid.

Thus a shy sissy maid may find herself in unexpected situations.  That may include being exposed to women she never anticipated would learn of her desire.  She may also find herself fully engrossed in tedious domestic work with little or no sexual gratification.  Such is the life of an actual domestic maid.  So it is easy to see that with no control of the situation the submissive can find herself at the mercy of a strict woman.

So I have often imagined what would actually happen with a submissive sissy maid if things didn’t go quite the way she wanted them to go.  What could possibly go wrong in that situation?  In Maid With Benefits the possibility becomes reality and you’ll find out for yourself.

If you have always wanted to be a servile maid for a woman and serve like a real domestic maid then you should read on and let me make that fantasy a reality for you. 


Chapter 1.  Odd Affinity

You would think that being a woman of means would be a delightful joy but for Katherine Harrington it was actually a real challenge.  Yes, she had formed her lucrative software business with a couple of her friends while she was in college and since then she had been living a life of relative leisure.  But socially things were different.

She never really knew if her dates were interested in her or if they were simply interested in her money.  That’s why her live-in boyfriend Terrance Sutcliffe had been such a find. He had made more than a few dollars for himself in the market so she didn’t think that he was after her money.  She felt safe with Terrance and she was comfortable with their relationship.

They shared a large country mansion that she had bought because she had always wanted a big home.  It was a Civil War era home that she had spent a tidy sum renovating.  Now it had a modern feel inside while maintaining an old-world appearance on the outside.  For her the place was motivational.  It was the perfect place to work at home on new software ideas.

Terrance was far from a typical guy.  He was not big and burly like most guys.  Terrance was anything but ruggedly handsome.  He was actually a bit of a shrinking violet.  He stood slightly below her height and was not really masculine in any particular way.

Truth be told Katherine didn’t like big hairy guys so Terrance fit the bill for her perfectly.  He was slim and trim—you might even say scrawny—with no facial hair.  Or much hair anywhere else except for on top of his head for that matter.  There are those who may even call him wimpy.  All of that suited her just fine and was really of no matter to her.  She was even willing to overlook his girlish voice because he was lights out in the bedroom.  For her that was the most important thing.

Mind you he didn’t satisfy her with that tiny little male appendage that he had that passed for a penis.  No, Terrance pleasured her to heavenly delights with his nimble tongue.  What he lacked in manliness below the belt he made up for with a lissome tongue that could go places that Katherine didn’t even know she had.  Once there he knew precisely how to use what he had to bring her blissful pleasure.

Terrance was good in bed and he was good company too but he was not necessarily a guy who she would marry.  She guarded her money too closely for that.  Living together with him was just fine with her because she didn’t have to worry about his ulterior motives.  Whatever they might be.  She had even mildly considered dating other guys because they didn’t actually have an exclusive dating agreement.  She was sure that Terrance would understand if she were so inclined.

Terrance had in fact dated other women.  When Katherine was away on business he would occasionally pick up a girl in his flashy Lamborghini and bring her home.  She thought that was the only reason Terrance had to own a car like that—to impress women.  Apparently good looking leggy blonde women are irresistibly attracted to anyone driving a Lamborghini.  At least that’s how it appeared to Katherine.  What other reason could there be for women to be drawn to such a girlish guy?

She knew that he dated other girls behind her back because she had evidence of that on her home security system.  She could clearly see that Terrance brought women home from time to time when she was away on business.  So she presumed that he was also sleeping with other women—or at a minimum pleasuring them orally—but that didn’t bother Katherine.  At least not very much.  Well maybe it bothered her just a little.  Okay more than just a little.  Particularly the thought of what Terrance might have been doing in her bedroom when she was gone was of great concern.  But Katherine was mostly forgiving.  After all Terrance was as much a friend as he was a lover.  For her it had become simply a relationship of mutual convenience.

Besides there wasn’t a single natural blonde in the group of women he dated.  Surely Terrance knew that those women were all superficial.  She could bleach her chestnut hair blonde too if she wanted to.  She could even wear one of those little skirts that his dates wore.  She just didn’t feel the need.  She felt comfortable with Terrance just the way that she was.

Had Katherine understood the truth about the Lamborghini she most likely wouldn’t have been so concerned about Terrance dating.  There are silver tongue guys who talk women into bed and there are golden tongue guys who know how to orally service women in bed. Terrance was well known to be the golden tongue guy in the Lamborghini who knew what to do with his well-placed tongue.

In fact though Terrance had brought many women home he hadn’t had traditional sex with any of them.  The word was out that he was submissive and that he provided mind-blowing oral servitude on demand.  So girls sought out the guy driving the Lamborghini and took advantage of his willingness to pleasure them.  He had brought many women to breathtaking orgasms soon after he brought them home in his fancy car.  His only reward was the joy of bringing authoritative women blissful joy with his performance.  He was totally addicted to the lovely sounds that women made while writhing in pleasure at the touch of his golden tongue.

Katherine had taken ribbing from her best friend Camille when she first started dating Terrance.  Camille was her lifelong friend who worked as a legal aide in a local family law firm.  She wasn’t shy about teasing Katherine.  Terrance was younger than Katherine and so Camille had playfully accused her of being a cougar.  Mind you cougars are usually much, much older than Katherine was but Camille enjoyed teasing her nonetheless.  Katherine had heard just about all the robbing the cradle jokes that Camille could dream up.

Katherine’s relationship with Terrance had lasted longer than any of her other relationships with other guys.  In fact they had almost settled into what some might call a sort of mundane married life experience only without the requisite paperwork.

To Katherine Terrance seemed to be perfect in many ways.  He liked to help out around the place while Katherine worked in her home office.  Even though he wasn’t very good at housekeeping at least he was trying.  That was more than most guys ever do.

There was one small caveat with Terrance.  It wasn’t really much to speak of but Katherine had thought it a bit odd when she found out about it. Shortly after he had moved in with her Katherine had caught Terrance in their bedroom rummaging through her lingerie.  It was then that Terrance had confessed that he had an odd affinity for female clothing and that he had an intense desire to wear female clothing.

Katherine had initially laughed it off.  Though she was not exactly enthusiastic about his proclivity to wear female clothing after that she agreed to let him stay with her provided he never touched her clothes.  He also had to promise that whatever dressing up he did that he would do so when she was not around.  She didn’t want to have to deal with his tawdry obsession.  He had agreed to stay out of her sight whenever he enjoyed his private little hobby of dressing up like a woman for sexual thrills.


Chapter 2.  Katherine


You should understand that Katherine was in no way a strict demanding woman.  In fact she was just the opposite.  When it came to dating she was quite typical in her vanilla relationships with guys.  While she had a few friends who liked to experiment with boys such thoughts had never entered her mind.  After all she had always been a good girl who never had considered doing kinky things like dominating a submissive male.

Her credentials were typical for a good girl perceived to be prudish.  She was a straight “A” student who was always at the head of her class.  She was captain of the cheerleading squad at every level.  She always obeyed all of the rules and heeded her Mother’s advice regarding sex right to the letter.  Mom had said that kissing boys was okay but that no tongues were allowed.

Katherine dressed the part of the good girl.  She always wore hemlines below her knees and only used a touch of makeup. She had been taught that heavy makeup was for sluts and she was certainly anything but that.  There was no way that she could ever be thought to be anything but a conservative woman who was fully in charge of her life.

That did help to explain why boys tended to avoid her before she became wealthy and before she had met Terrance.  She did not appear to be the sort of girl who would put out on a date.  That’s because she most certainly wasn’t that kind of girl.

Perhaps she had never realized that her conservative attire and prudish disposition would be attractive to a submissive personality.  She was flattered by the attention that Terrance had always given to her though she was never quite certain why he was attracted to her.

Even though by most standards she was a knockout she always felt that she had just average looks.  Since he was not after her money she had always wondered what the attraction was.  She had decided that they were just good friends.  Still it seemed like the more she tried to push Terrance away the more resolute he was in trying to get close to her.

She did finally realize that Terrance was smitten with her.  She had come to think of it to be a cute attraction but no more than that.  In fact Katherine had been a virgin when she met Terrance.  If you don’t count oral servitude as sex then she still was.  Her intense womanly desires were her explanation for allowing him the privilege of providing her with blissful oral sex.  After all, she reasoned at the time, a girl has needs.

Katherine had always wondered what it was like to be a bad girl.  Bad girls demand things from guys and they get it.  Katherine had never been demanding but she wondered what it would feel like to get what she wanted when she wanted it.  She reasoned that there really wasn’t anything wrong with being spoiled so why not?

There was also a big bonus to being a naughty girl.  Bad girls get sex—loads of it.  It occurred to her that Terrance’s little obsession might just be an opportunity for her to try out something just a little bit different.  After all, variety is the spice of life.


Chapter 3.  Obsession


For Terrance dressing up in female clothing had been a lifelong obsession.  He had been dressing up in female clothing for as long as he could remember.  To his recollection it all started with a curious peek into his sister Suzette’s panty drawer.  He had been become interested in her panties when he got a glimpse of her purple lace panties underneath her dress.  Suzette was bending over to set flowers on the kitchen table when Terrance was first introduced to a girl’s unmentionables.

After that Terrance was infatuated with knowing more about the colorful panties that he had seen.  So when he had his first opportunity he had ventured into Suzette’s room and began to search for her colorful underwear.  When he found her panty drawer he felt like he had wandered into dreamland.  When he saw the various styles and colors his face lit up in amazement and he was immediately hooked for life.

Of course he simply had to try on a pair of her panties for himself.  That first day Suzette’s training bra followed and then he put on the very same dress that she had been wearing the day that Terrance got his first glimpse of feminine panties.

Terrance would have gone all out that day with stockings and her shoes but just about at that moment he heard the door open downstairs followed by feminine voices.  His Mother had come home from shopping with Suzette and they were headed his way!

In a flush of guilt unlike anything Terrance had ever felt before he quickly scurried back to his own room and closed the door.  Then with his heart pounding he hid in the closet.  He heard Suzette walk down the hallway to her room while he remained quiet.  The only sound he could hear was the beat of his heart in his ears.

The excitement of the moment was incredible.  He knew that if he was discovered in his sister’s clothing that he would be ridiculed.  Just when he was about to change clothes he felt a strange sensation.  At that moment he had his very first orgasm.

While Terrance remained confused as to what was happening he lifted his dress up and instinctively rubbed himself through his sister’s panties while he pumped semen out into them.  The thin nylon hardly contained his excited surge so the liquid wet his fingers while he enticed pleasure until he was fully spent.

The event showered Terrance with pleasurable guilt.  He associated the thought of being humiliated for his attire with the delightful feeling of masturbation.  He knew right away that he would have to experience the feeling again as soon as it was possible to do so.  Of course that would require use of his sister’s attire.  He knew immediately that he would have to sneak back into her bedroom at a later date.

In the meantime the realization had set in that he had soiled his sister’s panties.  In the process he had dried his hands on her dress.  After he changed he left the soiled clothes in the bottom of his closet to be tended to the next time he was alone in the house.

Sure enough just a few days later he had his opportunity.  He decided to try on more of his sister’s clothing before tending to the soiled dress and soiled panties.  By then the semen had dried into a hardened coating that needed to be washed clean.

That’s how Terrance found himself standing at the laundry sink in one of his sister’s dresses filling the tub with sudsy water.  He enjoyed dipping the clothing into the water and carefully rinsing it clean.  He imagined himself to be a pretty woman like his Mother when he hung the clothes up in his closet to dry.

This time Terrance was back in his own clothes before his Mother came home with Suzette in tow.  He had pleasured himself in her clothing again and had returned the first outfit to her bedroom before they came in the door.

Terrance was hooked.  The older he became the more elaborate his cross dressing became.  Eventually he added his own clothing to the outfits he used from his Mother’s closet and from Suzette’s bedroom.  He bought his own shoes and stockings and he even had a secret stash of cosmetics.  The first time he put on a feminine wig he immediately creamed his panties.  All in all the pleasure he received from dressing up like a girl was simply amazing.

Of course the guilt feelings and the possible humiliation of discovery were ever-present.  It all seemed so taboo.  Yet it was that forbidden element that made it all so exciting.

Soon Terrance was unable to have a fulfilling orgasm without the thrill of dressing up in female clothing.  


Chapter 4.  Guest Room

In order to keep his obsession with female clothing private Terrance had secretly used a guest bedroom to hide his things. Katherine never went into that room so it was perfect for hiding his feminine collection of female attire.  Over time he had filled the closet in that room with maid uniforms and with an assortment of dresses.  The bottom of the closet had high heels in various colors that he coordinated with the outfits.  The dresser drawers were filled with frilly feminine lingerie.  There was even a vanity that he had stocked with cosmetics.

The truth was that Terrance simply couldn’t get enough female clothing and feminine things.  He fed his addiction to feminine garments by routinely adding to his collection of forbidden attire.  He had so many pairs of panties and so many bras that the drawers were bursting with femininity.  He couldn’t decide if he liked garter belts and stockings better than pantyhose so he had plenty of both in various styles and colors.  He was particularly turned on by back-seamed stockings so he had a huge stash of those in the bottom drawer.

When Katherine left town—she seemed to do a lot of that—he would indulge his fantasy.  He would often dress up in his feminine clothing for days at a time.  Depending on his mood he would pretend to be the housemaid or pretend to be a refined lady of the manor.

His favorite fantasy was to become a maid.  He found the maid persona to be irresistible.  It had been a deep-seated obsession since the first time he tried on his sister’s clothing.

The large home was perfect for the maid servant fantasy since it required continuous work in order to keep it clean.  So when Katherine was away he would leisurely dust and vacuum while dressed up in one of his maid uniforms.  Nothing too strenuous mind you, just enough cleaning to become excited at the thought of becoming Katherine’s housemaid.

The problem was that the more often he dressed up like a maid the more becoming a real maid became a yearning obsession that he couldn’t get out of his mind.  Even when he was dressed like a guy he would secretly wear full lingerie underneath his clothes and dream of becoming a domestic maid.

The soft sensations of the fine fabrics would drive him crazy with lust.  The day long arousal motivated him to pay special attention to Katherine’s needs in bed.  In his mind when he provided oral servitude for her he was a Lesbian lover being dominated by a stern Mistress.  The mental image would drive him crazy with lust.

All in all it was a wonderful sexual fantasy for Terrance.  But eventually he found that he was so excited about it that he could no longer keep his secret to himself.  He was simply bursting with erotic desire and he couldn’t help himself any more.  His only option was to confess his yearning to become a maid to Katherine.  He had never shared his secret with anyone but he decided that it was finally time to come clean.  He had to tell Katherine how he really felt.  He just had to become her full-time housemaid—no matter what the consequences of such an admission might be.


Chapter 5.  Confession

So Katherine was caught off guard the day that things forever changed between them.  It all started innocently enough.  Katherine had noticed that her home office needed to be dusted and vacuumed.  Terrance was standing right there when she mused that it would have to be cleaned.

“Oh dear.  I think that I saw a tumbleweed go by.  This place is in desperate need of cleaning.  We’ll have to do something about it.  Not today though—I’m way too busy to be cleaning.  Maybe another time.”

Mind you Katherine was not exactly a good housekeeper. 

With Katherine another time was always the best time to do household chores.  Her idea of cleaning house was to make a lame effort once a year in the spring whether the place needed to be cleaned or not.  Then she would be annoyed six months later when things needed to be cleaned up again.  So she had thought that Terrance was making a joke when he commented on her observation.

“Perhaps you should have the maid come in.”

Katherine laughed.

“Silly, we don’t have a maid and you’ve never wanted me to hire one.  You’ve always said that you wouldn’t trust anyone to come in and clean.  Have you changed your mind?  I thought that I could never hire a maid even though I know that we most certainly can afford it.  Heaven knows we need one.”

Terrance timidly smiled.

“That’s not what I was suggesting.  I was thinking that I could be the maid.”

She gave him a puzzled look.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean that I’ve always wanted…I mean I thought that…I could dress up like a maid and…”

She interrupted him.

“Dress up like a maid?  That’s just plain silly.  But if you want to clean house that’s no problem.  Go for it.  You can clean the house dressed up like a butler too can’t you?”

She pictured him in a butler uniform and smiled.  Terrance would make a cute butler and she would certainly enjoy the service.  Terrance wasn’t particularly interested.

“Well yes, but that wouldn’t be nearly so much fun.”

Katherine slowly shook her head.

“I don’t know about you.  It sounds like you have an obsession for women and for our clothing that has something to do with maid uniforms.  I’ve noticed how you leer at waitresses when we go out for dinner.  My, my such a tawdry little fetish dear.  It’s just a uniform Terrance.  It’s a uniform that brings along with it a boatload of hard work and effort.  I doubt you would be able to handle it even if I were to allow it which I most certainly will not.”

Her tone excited him.  He like the way she said that she would have to allow him to be a maid.  That statement alone put her in charge of the moment and caused Terrance’s face to flush a deep red.  He timidly whispered a response.

“It’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”

“You’ve always wanted to do women’s work?  Or do you actually mean that you always wanted to be a girl?  There’s a big difference.  I need to know if you are gay.  Is that what it is?  Are you gay Terrance?  If so you could have fooled me.”

“It’s not like that at all.  I’m certainly not gay.”

“Thank goodness.”

“I’m just a bit different than other guys.  I want to serve a woman. I wanted to obey your wishes.  The thought of serving you like a uniformed female maid would serve you really turns me on.  I know that society doesn’t approve of that but that’s how I feel.  I really get excited just at the thought of being a maid.

Actually it’s not all that unusual.  There are websites and books on the subject of submissive males who want to be maids.  Perhaps if you are interested you would like to read a bit about it for yourself.  I can suggest a few websites for you to check out.”

He quickly scribbled a few web addresses on the notepad that was on her desk.  Katherine was hardly interested in the subject.  It was such a bother for her to become involved in his personal addiction.  Men wearing female clothing!  How ridiculous was that!  But she decided that to satisfy him she would take a look at one or two of the websites that Terrance had recommended. What harm could there be in that?

Later that evening when Terrance was in the shower Katherine checked out a few of the websites on her laptop.  She was generally repulsed by what she saw.  Most of the guys she saw there seemed to look rather pathetic—poor illusions of real women and certainly not passable as real maids.  She decided that on the off chance that she decided to go ahead things would have to be different with Terrance.

She wouldn’t want him to look like that.  She would be the one who would have to look at the maid so she would want it to be done right.  After all there are two people involved in the sissy maid fantasy so it’s not all just about the maid.

She shook her head in disgust.  Many of the guys were wearing French maid outfits.  She really wasn’t sure that she wanted to see Terrance dressed like a sissy maid or even dressed just like an ordinary domestic maid.  It all seemed rather freakish to her.  All she could think of was that real women wouldn’t ever wear a French maid outfit unless they were trying to entice a guy into having sex.  Since just about any skimpy outfit could entice a guy into having sex all in all it was just plain ridiculous.  What a silly fetish!

She decided that in the event she decided to proceed that Terrance would have to put a real effort into his appearance in order to satisfy her.  That meant a real maid uniform not some silly frilly thing that wasn’t practical for cleaning.  She was certain that he wouldn’t want any part of that.  So most likely that would be the end of the conversation for good.

When Terrance came out of the shower she quickly closed her laptop so that he couldn’t see what she had been looking at.


Chapter 6.  Conversation

Later that week Katherine was having lunch with Camille and they were talking about Terrance.  Camille was giggling at the notion of Katherine’s boyfriend wanting to become her maid.

“I think he’s adorable.  I can just imagine how cute Terrance would be in his little maid uniform making dinner for you.  I think that he’d make a good maid.”

“Camille stop it.  He has no idea what maids really do.  He probably thinks the idea is some sort of sexual fantasy.  I don’t think the prospect is very exciting at all.”

“Think about it Katherine.  What is the one thing that every woman wants in a man?”

Camille only paused for a moment before answering her own question.

“To help out around the house of course.  Every woman wants that!  Don’t you want that too?  So why would you turn down maid service?  It sounds like every girl’s dream come true to me.  So what if he’s dressed up like a servant girl if you are the one getting the service.  Just picture sweet Terrance waiting on you hand and foot like a good domestic servant.  It seems rather yummy to me.”

“It’s such an absurd notion.  I think that Terrance would look absolutely silly in drag.  I can’t stand that over made-up look that you usually see on drag queens.  I don’t even want to picture him cleaning house looking like that.  Yuk!”

Suddenly Camille became serious.

“You aren’t thinking it through Katherine.  If he mentioned the idea to you he’s probably been thinking about it for a long time.  These sorts of sexual fantasies don’t just develop overnight.  They take years to form before they ever come to fruition.  He clearly has expressed a sexual need that has to be fulfilled.”

“His problem, not mine.”

“He doesn’t have to look like a drag queen.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well Terrance has soft feminine features to begin with.  It wouldn’t take all that much to turn him into a cute maid.  If you bring someone in to work with him he would probably look quite charming.”

“You mean like bringing in a makeup artist?”

“Something like that.  If you are interested in pursuing it I know someone who knows someone.”

Katherine made a face.

“Terrance is so good in bed I wouldn’t even think of giving that up even for maid service.”

“You don’t have to give anything up.  Haven’t you ever heard of a maid with benefits?”

They both laughed.

“I’m sure that even if I try it that Terrance will quickly tire of the whole maid experience.  I mean, who in the world actually wants to be a maid?”

Camille shook her head.

“You still don’t get it.  He’s asked you to be your maid.  As crazy as that sounds Terrance wants to be your maid.  Not only that it gets better.  Those submissive guys who say that they want to be dominated by a woman seldom regret it. They enjoy servitude.  Even if they do change their mind there is no chance of ever going back.  Once you have a taste of being in charge you won’t want to give it up.  Plus for a submissive male once they get the taste of submission it’s too late for them too.  The whole fantasy is extremely addictive for all concerned.

Think carefully about it.  Terrance wants you to become his Mistress.  That means that he wants to serve you.  Wouldn’t that mean he would do all of the things that a domestic maid commonly does?  Wouldn’t that leave you more free time to do the things that you want?  It seems to me that it wouldn’t take too much of an adjustment on your part to get used to having a maid providing housekeeping services and even personal services.”

Though she didn’t like the word Mistress the idea of personal services caught Katherine’s attention.

“Personal services?  Like what?”

“Oh, you know.  Services like assistance bathing, long massages, help dressing and the like.  Of course you would be free to explore all of your own sexual fantasies without worrying about any fear of reciprocating.  You would be in charge so you wouldn’t have to do that.  I’m thinking that it wouldn’t take much effort to adjust to all of that.  Having a maid can be a really good thing Katherine!

Trust me on this.  Having a sissy maid will transform your life in ways you wouldn’t believe and you will quickly wish that you had done it with Terrance when you first met him. You’ll find that once you’ve transformed Terrance into your eager housemaid that you will feel empowered.  The feeling will grow on you because without question the sensation of dominating a male is extremely erotic and highly addictive for most women.”

Katherine liked the sound of that.

“How do you know about all of this?”

Camille coyly smiled.

“You know I wasn’t born yesterday.”

Katherine was leery but still she was pretty much convinced.

“Okay, whatever you say.  I suppose that I could look into it.”

“That’s the way.  You do a bit of research and I’ll get in touch with my contacts.  I promise you that this will be fun for you and you will thank me for it later.  You’ll never regret it.”

“If you say so.”

“Trust me on this one.”


Chapter 7.  More Discussion


Katherine had spent time even more time researching male maids, also called sissy maids, on the Internet.  The pictures of the guys dressed in French maid uniforms flouncing around was hardly appealing to her.  She still couldn’t even imagine seeing Terrance in such a ridiculous outfit.

She decided that the French maid uniform was best reserved for tawdry street hookers on the prowl, slutty college girls attending costume parties on Saturday night, and for sexy actresses in cheap movies.  If Terrance was to become her maid he would have to do much better than that with his appearance.  Otherwise she wasn’t at all interested.

Even though she had initially disapproved of the idea the concept of Terrance becoming her maid stayed with Katherine.  She wasn’t sure why but the concept had merits that went beyond her general distaste for the notion.  That’s why she sat down with him again to talk about it.

“Terrance I think you should forget about this maid silliness.”

He gave her his best puppy dog eyes.

“I know it might sound silly but it’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

“Terrance you have no idea what it’s like to be a woman, let alone what it’s like to become a female maid.  It’s not all rainbows and unicorns.  Being a maid is hard work.  It isn’t nearly the rosy fairyland that you might imagine it to be.”

“I know.  I really do understand.  It’s just that it has been a fantasy of mine for a long time.  Wouldn’t you at least consider giving it a try?”

Katherine was slowly being persuaded even though she still wasn’t enthusiastic about the idea.  She made a stern face like she wasn’t excited at all.

“If, and that’s a very big if, I was to allow it you’ll have to do it my way.  I’m not interested in playing any kind of silly sex game.  I don’t do kinky games.  If I have to put up with you dressed up like a maid then I’m going to insist that you do it the right way.  That means my way.”

He could see that she was starting to waver in his favor.

“I can do that.  Honest I can.  I’ll do anything that you like.”

“I was thinking about all of the things that my Mother taught me about housekeeping.  You have no idea what you don’t know.  A girl knows these things.”

Terrance wanted to laugh.  He wondered what those things might be since Katherine was such a poor housekeeper.  She never really made much of an effort at it.  He managed to restrain himself from bursting out in laughter while Katherine continued.

“I would expect you to learn everything that there is to know about housekeeping.  You will have to learn how to do every last chore just like every woman has to learn.  I’ll expect you to carry out duties just like a typical female maid would have to complete them.  If you are going to dress the part then I will insist that you will learn the part fully and in perfect detail.  Sloppy work will not be tolerated.”

Katherine was trying desperately to talk Terrance out of the silly nonsense.  It wasn’t working.  She thought that she had better try harder.

Terrance wasn’t really even listening anymore.  All he knew was that Katherine was caving in to his desire.

“I can do that.”

“You aren’t going to wear a silly French maid outfit.  Not in my house.  I’m sure that you would look amusing in one but I find the thought to be rather absurd.  I’ll have none of that.”

“I’ll dress however you want.”

She took a deep breath.  She was resigned that he was not going to let it go so she decided that she may as well play along with his ridiculous game.

“Before we continue let me get this straight one last time.  Are you saying that you want to dress like a woman and do women’s work just like an actual female maid?  Think carefully before you answer.”

Terrance certainly didn’t need to give it any thought.  His heart pounded wildly with excitement.  He could tell that his life-long dream was about to become his reality.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.  I’ve always been curious what it would be like to be a real maid.”

“Really?  Are you absolutely sure?  No matter how difficult it might be and no matter how demanding I might become?”

“The more demanding the better.”

“I would treat you like an employee and I would not put up with any back talk.”

“I wouldn’t think of it.”

A picture was forming in Katherine’s mind of what maid servitude might look like.

“What if I insist upon a perfectly attired maid in full uniform just like you see in fine hotels.  I would insist that my maid would be dressed appropriately complete with apron, cap and very uncomfortable high heels.  Yes, ridiculously high heels would be a must.  I think that should be a basic requirement of my maid.  High heels would demonstrate a passion for your position.  Would you agree to appear like that every day all day long while you are doing household chores for me?”

Now he had an erection that swelled to a thickness and to a length that was so aroused that it ached for relief.  It was such a blissful feeling that exquisitely demonstrated just how excited he was about the prospect of becoming a real maid.  He wanted to touch himself there but he managed to refrain from embarrassing himself in front of Katherine.  Even though he felt his face flush Katherine didn’t seem to notice what their discussion was doing to him.  He quickly agreed.

“Yes, absolutely.  Whatever you want.”

“I really think that all of this nonsense is nothing but a silly fetish that you have stuck in your head.  I’ll bet that you tire of it all after just a few days.  But I’m willing to play along if only to satisfy your ludicrous obsession.  Perhaps a little reality will satisfy your curiosity.  But I don’t want to spend time on this and then have you quit on me.  I’m going to want a major commitment from you.”

“For however long you want.”

“Really?  I’m warning you so don’t ever say I didn’t try to persuade you not to do this.  I don’t think that this is a very good idea.  I think that you’ll be sorry.  Be careful what you wish for because I don’t think you will get what you are expecting.”

“I think that it’ll be fun.”

“Dream on honey.  Quite honestly I don’t think that you can do it.  You don’t understand what you are getting yourself into living like a maid for a long period of time.  You’re going to have to take orders from me like you are a hired servant.  You’re going to have to dress like a maid servant all of the time.

None of this will be easy for you.  I’ll bet that you’ve never had to wear heels all day long like a real woman.  Trust me wearing heels can be very uncomfortable. It takes time and practice to become accustomed to wearing heels.  I should know.  I’m warning you right now that one of my requirements will be for you to wear heels all day long every day.  I think that a maid should look professional and a pair of heels make for an extra touch of polish.  I’m not interested in a tawdry appearing maid.”

“I can do that.”

“I don’t think that you can.  I know that you have been cross dressing when I’m away but only for a few hours at a time.  You think that dressing up like a woman is easy and that it is a lovely fantasy that excites you.  Let me tell you that an occasional fling in a maid uniform is hardly much of a real test of your devotion to serving.  I think that you’ll find that being a real maid to be way too much work for you to do and that you’ll quit on me the first chance that you get.”

“I promise that I won’t quit.”

“No matter what?”

“No matter what!”

She slowly shook her head in disapproval.

“Last chance.  I don’t think that you realize how much effort that it really takes to be a female maid.  Like it or not you’re going to spend time putting on makeup and removing makeup every day.  I’m going to put you in a practical uniform with practical female underpinnings and you’ll be actually cleaning house.  I’ll be giving you the orders and you’ll be doing what you are told to do.  I’m not really convinced that is what you want to do.”

Now he was almost breathless.  He was so excited that he could barely whisper.  One more word from Katherine and he was sure that he would be creaming himself with an uncontrolled climax.

“That’s exactly what I want.”

“Okay then.  I’ll consider it further.  Then we will see what you will and won’t do when your little fantasy comes to life.”

That was all that it took.  Katherine didn’t seem to notice what happened next.  While Terrance tried to look nonchalant his sex gleefully spurted inside his pants in full approval.


Chapter 8.  Cell Call


Camille had been extremely helpful once she found out that Katherine was going to go ahead with turning Terrance into her maid.  She had told Katherine that she had given her number to a young woman who specialized in male to female transformations.

With much trepidation of the path she was going down Katherine answered the call when it came in.

“Hello this is Katherine.”

“Hi Katherine.  This is Pam Whitney.  Camille gave me your number.  She said that you are interested in doing a complete transformation on your boyfriend, is that right?”

“Something like that.  If you call turning him into something that looks like a woman then you have the right idea.  Believe it or not he wants to be my house maid.”

There was a giggle on the other end of the call.

“I do transformations like that all of the time.  This would be my first sissy maid though.  At least that sounds useful compared to some of the other sissy girls I’ve transformed.”

“If you don’t mind me asking just exactly how is the transformation done?”

“I use this incredibly realistic flesh-like silicon material for breasts and for a vaginal prosthesis.  They come in different colors for a perfect match to the skin.  The vaginal prosthesis is sort of a padded-out recreation of a real female form that exposes just enough buttocks and the very tip of the penis to be functional.  Underneath it all I use a very tight restrictive plastic chastity device that positions and hides the male genitalia properly.

The result is basically a permanent smooth front that sissy girls are always trying to get.  That’s because I hold it all in place by using an exceptionally effective quick setting adhesive that forms a permanent bond that can only be removed with a special solvent.  The adhesive is not really meant to ever be removed so be very sure that this is what you want to do because there is really no realistic option if you change your mind.

Anyway the finished result is a very life-like fully functional feminine form that is essentially indistinguishable from that of a real woman.  I’m no gynecologist but with the job that I do a sissy girl could find herself in stirrups being examined by a professional and still not be discovered for what she is at first glance.  It’s all a work of art really.  The total effect is that good.  It’s perfect for the sissy girl who wants to get lost in the fantasy.  At least so the sissy girls tell me.

A traditional waist cincher can finish the look and really make it pop.  I can create just about any type of figure that you can imagine from girlishly endowed to slutty bimbo.  All you need to do is tell me your preference.”

Katherine liked what she was hearing.

“I don’t want to get too tacky here but what about the male…”

“The male bulge is well hidden.  Positioned within the vaginal prosthesis is a hardened plastic sheath.  The sheath hides the balls and points the cock down between the legs.  The penis is glued in place inside the sheath and then the whole apparatus is glued down. Just the tip of the penis is accessible in just the right place for a true to life feminine appearance and ladylike performance.  It provides an extremely realistic female front.  Of course your boyfriend will have to sit to pee…”

“That’s okay.  That’ll serve him right.”

Both women giggled again before Katherine continued.

“What about sex?”

There was a slight pause on the other end.

“That’s a good question.  He’ll have a bit of trouble with that.” 

“I’m not sure that’s a problem but what do you mean?”

“I should warn you.  If you plan on having straight sex with your guy after the transformation it won’t happen.  It won’t be possible.  So if you are looking for traditional sex then this is not the option for your boyfriend.  What’s his name by the way?”

“Terrance.”

“Okay Terrance.  Cute name.  I’ll try not to get too crass here.  The procedure will turn Terrance into sort of a Barbie doll like fuck toy.  You know kind of like the blow-up sex dolls they sell.”

Katherine liked the sound of that and she was curious regarding how it might work.

“What do you mean by that?  Tell me more.”

“Simply put Terrance will have the appearance of a real woman.  The faux vagina is actually quite functional and allows the sissy girl to have penetrative sex just like a real woman.  He should be more than capable of being able to have sex with a guy but the plastic sheath will keep him from getting any more than fanciful stimulation from the act.

Clients have told me that they are unable to climax even after intense faux vaginal sex because of the sheath.  They tell me that sex acts drive them crazy with lust.  But instead of an orgasm they are simply mildly aroused.  So once Terrance is fitted he will be able to get those delightful stirrings that sissy girls crave but he won’t really be able to do anything about it.”

“Unfulfilled sex eh?  I can see how that might drive a guy crazy.  Terrance is already crazy if you ask me.  I don’t see that to be a drawback.  In fact I might call it a delightful feature.  How can you possibly know all of that?”

Have you ever heard of the Pink Petticoat Bar?”

“I can’t say that I have.”

“It’s a gay bar just outside of town.  I’ve successfully done plenty of sissy girls who hang out there.  They tell me that the prosthesis seems to be so life like that in the dark guys can’t even tell the difference.  A little lubrication before sex is all it takes for the faux vagina to feel real to their ardent suitor.  The rear is padded out but still accessible for back door entry too.  My clients tell me they are exceptionally pleased with the results.  I guess that they are really into the prolonged foreplay angle so they don’t mind being teased and denied ultimate fulfillment.”

Katherine thought for a moment before continuing.  She was going to teach Terrance a lesson that he would never forget.

“What do I need to do next?”

“I just need a couple of things from you.  What did you have in mind?  I can create the curves of a demure girl or the curves of a sexy bimbo.”

Katherine laughed.  She couldn’t imagine Terrance looking like a bimbo.

“Something close to bimbo but not quite bimbo.”

“How do full figured size D breasts sound?”

Katherine reconsidered.

“Oh let’s go all the way.  Why not?  How about double D?”

“You realize with that much weight he’ll have to wear a bra all of the time to support his breasts—even at night.  Otherwise they will pull at his real skin and irritate things underneath.”

“Sounds perfect.”

“You also have a nipple selection.  The breast forms can come without nipples, with less pronounced nipples or with perky nipples that jut out like those on a horny whore.”

Katherine giggled at the raw description.

“I’m sure that Terrance will so excited to look like a woman that horny whore would be appropriate.  Don’t you think?”

Pam smiled.

“They do tend to draw more attention.  “Okay.  Horny whore for your little slutty tart.  I’ll pick the faux vaginal that is padded out to match the big boobs.  Would you prefer he has a shaved pussy or neatly trimmed pubic hair?  The model with pubic hair really sells the complete picture.”

“Pubic hair it is.”

“What color is his hair?  It is much more realistic if the pubic hair matches his real color.”

“He has sandy auburn hair that goes perfectly with his dark eyes but I was thinking about changing it to black. Don’t you think that a maid should have black hair?”

“You do see quite a bit of black hair on maids.    Auburn is a bit more of a common color though for some reason you do see a lot of black hair on maids.  I suppose that it goes with the traditional uniform.  Perhaps you should consider a common color for a common maid.”

“You’re right.  Well said.  I may consider changing his hair later so I guess that we should anticipate that.  So make it black.”

“How long is his hair?  Often we use wigs on sissy girls but if his hair is long enough I can style it.”

Katherine took out a recent photograph and showed it to her.  Pam smiled.

“With that length he already seems like a sissy.  This is going to be easy.  May I suggest a pert little bob?  Many maids wear their hair that way for convenience.  If you want him to fit in with other maids that would be a good choice.  He can always grow it out later if you like.”

“That sounds good.”

“Okay done.  I can use this photo to match flesh colors.  The only other thing that I need from you are his male pants size and his shirt size and then we can set up an appointment.  I can come to your place if that’s okay with you.”

“Perfect.”


Chapter 9.  Hired

Katherine had spent the past month doing online research.  She was quickly becoming an expert at what it took to dominate submissive males.  Quite honestly she was taken aback by the whole idea.  Her “good girl” upbringing didn’t really allow for such things. 

She was absolutely amazed at everything that she had learned about submissive males and their desires.  It all seemed so impossible to her.  She had never imagined that a guy could yearn to serve a woman.  Yet she had learned far more about real sissy maids than she could have ever thought conceivable. 

She was still reluctant to turn Terrance into her housemaid but with further encouragement from Camille she had decided to give it a try.  Though the concept was strange from her point of view there didn’t seem to be any harm to it.  She realized that it would take quite an effort on her part to play the authoritative woman role but she thought she could make her best attempt at it.

She had spent considerable time and effort learning about sissy maids and putting a plan together.  Regardless of her trepidation she decided to go ahead with it. After all it was what Terrance wanted.

It was time to get everything together, sit down with Terrance and put her plan in motion.  That Sunday morning they had just finished with breakfast.  Nothing much, just toast and orange juice.  They sat together at the kitchen table.  There was a file folder on the table right next to Katherine at the ready.  Katherine took a long look at Terrance.

“Are you still sure that you want to become a maid?  This is your last chance sweet cheeks to change your mind.”

She was proud of herself.  She gave herself credit for sounding authoritative.   She normally wouldn’t call Terrance something like sweet cheeks but she thought that would sound condescending.  It sure came off that way.  She was learning already!

“If you decide to go ahead that means that you’ll need to learn all the things that a Mother routinely teaches her loving daughter plus I’ll want you to dress the part of a real maid.”

This time she emphasized the word real.  She was really pleased of herself now.  She decided that she could get used to this authoritative thing.

“I’ll expect you to work hard and learn everything about being a maid in great detail.  I’m going to want you to work like a maid and act like a maid.  Once you step into that role there will be no going back for you.”

There was an enticing note to the ominous warning that Katherine had sounded.  Terrance completely ignored the implication.  For him the concept was far too tempting to pass up.  Terrance smiled.

“Yes, I really do.  I’ve always wanted…”

“Spare me Terrance.  I’m getting quite annoyed by hearing all about what you want.  This going to be all about what I want from this point forward.”

She had read that it was important to take charge and that was precisely what she was doing.  It felt strange but gratifying both at the same time.  Suddenly she felt commanding.

“All I need is a simple yes or no.  What is your answer?”

“Yes.”

“Very well then.”

She confidently opened up the file folder and took out the contract that she had found on the Internet and had modified to her liking.

“I don’t want you changing your mind or start blaming me for anything that you don’t like.  I don’t want you to come back at me if your experience isn’t quite what you expected.  If you want to become a sissy maid then a sissy maid is what you will become.  This contract makes things clear for both of us.

It’s a two-year contract.  By signing you agree to serve me like a hired maid and to obey me unconditionally.  I will have total authority over you and I will be in charge of you like I would be of any hired housemaid.  You’ll wear the clothes that I deem appropriate for my maid and you will perform all of the same chores that any maid might perform without any complaint whatsoever.”

Terrance hesitated for just a moment.

“Two years?”

“That’s right two years.  That is non-negotiable.  Take it or leave it.  I’m going to have to change my lifestyle to accommodate your silly fantasy.  There will be an investment in you that I will want a return on.  Any shorter time than two years is simply not worth my time.”

Terrance didn’t even read the contract.  With a hand that quivered with excitement he quickly signed with no questions asked.

“For now this will do.  There will be more paperwork for you to sign later on.  Camille will be coming by later today to finish up.  Now I want you to go upstairs to the guest room bathroom and take a bath.  I’ve left scented bath oils on the sink for you to use.  Be sure to shave your legs, between your legs, on your chest and under your arms.  I want my maid to look just right.”

Terrance was so excited he quickly left the room so that he could take his bath.  Terrance realized that his dream was about to come true.


Chapter 10.  Drama Student

Pam Whitney had studied drama at the local college.  Though her degree was in performing arts while she was in school she was not particularly interested in acting.  Her area of expertise was in costuming and body makeovers.  Though she had tried to find employment in Hollywood she eventually had given up and returned back home.  Now she was working as a stylist and makeover specialist at a local salon.  When Camille had said that she had a friend with a young niece who could do makeovers Katherine quickly agreed to have Pam come by.

When she came to the door early Sunday morning Katherine was taken aback by her youthful appearance.  Though Katherine was a young woman herself she couldn’t remember ever looking that young.  If she was as good as Camille had said it didn’t really matter though.  The results would tell the story.

She was dressed provocatively in a little white sun dress that left little to the imagination.  The vision of femininity made Katherine smile.  Terrance wouldn’t be able to do a thing with the pretty girl except to see what he would be missing.  She liked the idea of that.

Pam came equipped with a large suitcase that she rolled inside the foyer.  The two ladies went up to Katherine’s bedroom.  Pam began to open up her suitcase while Katherine went to fetch Terrance.

She found Terrance still soaking in the perfumed tub.  She told him it was time to get out and towel off.  She watched him closely while he used a soft towel to dry every inch of his scented body.  She smiled at his effeminate body.  He had done a good job of removing all of his hair—not that there was much hair to remove in the first place.  She had him wrap the towel around himself like women do to cover their breasts when they leave a bath.  She tugged the front of the towel and led him by the towel over to the bedroom where Pam was waiting to get started.

When he saw the stranger in the bedroom Terrance stopped in his tracks.  He had not expected another woman to be involved with his transformation.  Katherine wouldn’t allow him to shy away.

“Terrance this is Pam.  She is here to help get you started.  Be good.  You are to let her do her thing darling.”

Pam smiled when she saw Terrance.  Her work would be simple enough.  Clothed in just a towel wrapped in such a womanly manner he already appeared feminine.  She would just be adding the finishing touches.

Terrance tentatively walked up to the bed where Pam had laid out a few things.  He stood sheepishly in front of her wearing just the towel for cover.  For him it was certainly quite embarrassing.  Pam was a young girl sitting confidently on the bed while he stood virtually naked in front of her.  He had thought that his maid fantasy would be just between him and Katherine.  It had never occurred to him until that moment that there might be other women involved.

Katherine could be sexy when she wanted to be.  Seeing how suggestive young Pam was dressed had given her an idea.

Katherine went over to her closet to pick out a new outfit for her day.  She decided that her little red dress was perfect for the occasion.  Sexy, irresistible and totally out of reach.  She changed from her jeans and tank top right where Terrance could have watched—if only he didn’t have his back to her.  She sat down at her vanity to do her hair and makeup while Pam began to work on Terrance.


Chapter 11.  Power Exchange

The first thing that Pam wanted to do was to get a good look at what she had to work with.  Terrance stood spellbound while she undid his towel and set it down on the bed.  She gave him a long look the way an artist might survey a canvas before putting brush to paint.  Terrance shifted uncomfortably while he was closely scrutinized by the pretty young girl.  Finally Pam was ready to begin.  She had Terrance position himself on his back on the bed. 

She opened up a jar of adhesive and used a brush to apply it to his breasts. The brush caused his tiny nipples to firm up in a reaction to the gentle movement. She spoke while she worked.

“Terrance I’m applying a quick drying adhesive for your new boobs.  Oh, by the way, you should know that this adhesive is supposed to be permanent so it can only be removed with a special solvent.  So don’t ever try to remove your new breasts because you’ll only hurt yourself.”

Katherine was applying her mascara when Pam took the two boxes out of her suitcase that contained the large silicone breast forms.  Pam carefully applied a thin layer of adhesive to the back side of the forms before she positioned them one at a time on Terrance.

“Sweetie these are size DD breasts.  Katherine picked them out just for you so you’ll really turn heads.  The nipples protrude so they really jut out through your clothes.  Guys like that.  You’ll need to wear a bra with them at all times because they are a bit heavy.  Not only will they sag without a bra but they will pull on your skin and that can cause you grief.  Trust me you don’t want any part of that.  So be sure to wear your bra during the day and remember to wear a sleep bra at night.  Do you understand me?”

He replied in a meek little voice.

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good.  I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself sweetie.”

Terrance was already starting to look more feminine—at least from the waist up.  With his new breasts with their pronounced nipples he appeared to be a willing highly aroused girl waiting for her lover on her bed.  While the adhesive dried Pam took the genital shield out of her suitcase.

“Terrance honey this little device will make sure that you aren’t ever mistaken for a male.  You’ll get that flat look that I’m sure that you’ve always wanted.  It prevents erections plus it will position your sex like a proper girl.  I will glue it in place so that you won’t have to worry about anything shifting.  Of course just like your new boobs it can’t be removed so don’t even try.  I need you to be flaccid so that it can be properly fitted.”

She looked at his cock and it was anything but flaccid.  She was accustomed to that sort of response by sissy girls to being transformed so she thought nothing of it.   She carefully took the head of his penis and gave it a pinch.  It immediately shriveled down to a suitable size more suitable for the emasculating apparatus.  Again she used the adhesive this time to heavily coat the device including the little tube that she was going to insert his diminutive rod into.

She tied a little string around the glans of his penis and used the string to draw his cock into the tube.  Then she pressed the shield tight against his pelvis.  She spoke while the adhesive dried.

“You may notice that your little penis is now positioned pointing down.  This will necessitate sitting to pee just like a good little girl.  You won’t be able to shake anything when you finish so you’ll want to use a tissue to dry after you’re done.  Showering won’t keep this clean so for good hygiene it will be best for you to take baths.

Don’t get too concerned if you can’t get an erection.  That’s normal.  The adhesive will keep things firmly in place and prevent any display of male bravado.”

She gave a little giggle.  There was something about a male willingly allowing her to emasculate him that she found to be amusing.  Not only that she always felt that turning male genitals into shriveled little helpless nubbins to be deliciously empowering.

For her clients the cost of looking like a woman was to make the male appendage worthless in the bedroom.  They would never be able to satisfy a woman like a male though most of her clients never really could satisfy a woman in the first place.   Yes her clients could gratify a male with their new accessory but never again could they properly quench the thirst of a real woman.  At least not like a true male could.  It was a delectable power exchange that she was putting into motion.  Once she sissified a male there was never any going back for her clients. 

She felt a sensual thrill each and every time she performed the task.  The sensation of power was sort of an on the job perk for her.  Her clients were always excited to be transformed so she found the whole process of taming their genitals to be humorous.  At the same time she felt wonderfully domineering.  In her mind each sissy girl she worked on was willfully surrendering to her womanly superiority. In her mind only a true submissive sissy would be excited about giving up such ability.  She had come to accept that sissy girls were like that.

Terrance certainly didn’t like the sound of being unable to have an erection but for him it was too late to do anything about it.  Suddenly he felt like his manhood was totally useless.  It was tightly confined in the unforgiving little tube.  His cock seemed to be much smaller than before and it was being held in an unusual position pointing down.  He realized that clearly he would be unable to have conventional sex with a woman.  Although he hadn’t anticipated being put in chastity like that he felt it was worth it to live out his fantasy.  He tried to think about how much fun it would be to be Katherine’s maid.

Katherine was not paying any attention to what Pam was doing to her boyfriend.  She was fully preoccupied doing her eyes with her favorite eyeshadow.  She liked how sexy she looked with smoky eyes so she was going all out.

Terrance was already thinking that he had made a mistake.  His mind raced with second thoughts.  No erections?  Without a hard-on how was he going to have an orgasm?  It was extremely humiliating being handled like he was by such a young girl.  Who was she to tell him he couldn’t have an erection?  She was a total stranger who he hadn’t met until just a few moments earlier and she was busy taking away his manhood.  Just when he was about to protest Pam took the faux latex vagina out of her suitcase and casually continued.

“Terrance sweetie this is what most of my sissy clients enjoy the most.”

She started applying the strong adhesive to the vaginal prosthesis.  While she was doing that Katherine was busy softly brushing her cheeks with blush.  She wanted to appear as sensual she possibly could.  She called the look her date night special.  She always turned heads with the combination of her tiny red dress and her sexy makeup.  Guys would drool with arousal just when she passed them by.  Today her intent was simple enough.  She wanted Terrance to see what he was going to be missing.

Pam continued.

“Your new vagina will also be permanently attached and it can’t be removed without the special solvent.  You’ll find that you can have intimate sex with a guy and he won’t even realize that you aren’t a woman.  It’s not necessary but I recommend just put a touch of lubricant like baby oil inside before you go out and you’ll be all ready to be penetrated.”

Pam had spent considerable time finding the perfect vagina for her clients.  It wasn’t easy to locate just the right one.  She was proud of her selection and the way they perfectly transformed the body of her clients.

“It’s really quite a work of art.  You’ll have extra girlish padding on the hips and on your virgin buttocks plus you’ll have an unmistakable female front that will pass even in tights.”

She paused for just a moment and checked her watch.

“Your other adhesive should be dry so you can stand up so that I can transform you with your new vagina.  Just to be safe for now use your hands to hold up your breasts.

For a moment Terrance forgot that he had any objections to the treatment that he was receiving.  It seemed so natural for him to follow the instructions that the young girl was giving him. He stood up while holding his breasts with both hands just like a woman might demurely cover them while she obediently stepped into the prosthesis.  Pam pulled the synthetic vagina halfway up and applied another brush of adhesive before moving it into position. The appearance was extraordinary.  The trick made his newly formed genitalia essentially indistinguishable from that of an actual female.

She touched the tip of his penis that was now positioned right where it would be expected to be on a real woman.  The soft feminine touch gave Terrance a tingle of pleasure.

“How does that feel honey?”

“It’s a little tight…”

“That’s perfect.  That’s how it’s supposed to feel.  That will help keep everything in place.  Don’t worry you’ll get used to it.”

She smiled. She noticed that her fingers were wet with a sticky substance.  She knew precisely what that meant.  She looked over at Katherine.

“Your little sissy girl is turned on by all of this.  Isn’t that cute?”

“I thought he would be.  Unbelievable.”

Then Pam turned back towards Terrance.

“Sweetie you may want to consider buying and using panty liners for those dribbles.  You wouldn’t want to stain your panties with precum.”

She took a bottle of baby powder out of her case.  After shaking a bit onto the palm of her hand she carefully coated the tip of his penis with the scented powder.  He gasped with pleasure at her tender touch.  Terrance turned a deeper shade of red.  He had hoped that she wouldn’t notice that he was turned on by everything that had she had done to him.  Clearly she was well aware of what the intimate contact was doing to him.

She took a bottle of perfume out and liberally spritzed his chest before dabbing his wrists.

“That was just a cheap perfume.  You’ll need to find your own scent.  Choose something inexpensive—a maid shouldn’t be too glamorous.  You’ll want to pick up women’s deodorant and hair products too.  You wouldn’t want to ruin the illusion by smelling like a man.”

Terrance couldn’t help but inhale the lovely feminine fragrances.  They blended together into a girlish scent that was only suitable for a woman.


Chapter 12.  Getting Dressed

With all of the adhesive dried it was time to get Terrance dressed.  Katherine still paid little attention to what was going on in the same room right behind her.  Katherine was applying a lavish coat of long-lasting high gloss lipstick when Pam took Terrance’s first bra out of her suitcase.  She had him put his hands though the straps before she clipped it in back.

“You’ll have to learn how to do this yourself.  Typically you would clip it in front and then rotate it into place before you put your hands through the straps.  Since this is your first time I’m giving you a hand.  How does that feel?  Do those breasts feel supported?”

She had a big smile on her face.  She loved seeing her creations come to life.  Those nipples were plainly evident right through the fabric of the bra.  They protruded and jutted out like two sensual beacons.  She was glad that Katherine had made the breast selection that she had made.  The large bust and the firm nipples were all part of the deception.  Observers could only think that only a real woman could have an appearance like that.  None would be the wiser.

Terrance was absorbed in the new sensation of having his own feminine breasts so all he could do was nod his head.  Even though the bra gave support he still felt different with the massive globes on his chest.

Katherine was brushing her hair while Pam continued dressing him.  Pam fussed over dressing the sissy girl like only a woman could.  She carefully explained the correct way to handle garments and how to properly put them on.  Garter, stockings and panties were followed by a tight waist cincher.  Finally Terrance was standing in front of Pam in full lingerie.  Pam had Terrance turn and face Katherine for her approval.

A few moments passed while Katherine took her time finishing up getting ready.  Finally she stood up and when she turned around she took her first look at the new Terrance. What she saw was a shapely woman standing there with a curvaceous feminine body and the male head of Terrance. 

First her mouth dropped open in awe and then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my…Pam I can’t believe it!”

She came over to get a closer look at Terrance.  His eyes grew wide open while he took in the full feminine shape of his new employer. Katherine was a real knockout in that little red dress.  On any other occasion he may have whisked her off to the bedroom and buried his tongue deep inside of her love nest. Of course he couldn’t do that today.  He felt a pinch down between his legs that reminded him of his new situation.  Katherine fawned over him like he was a new toy.

“Look at those curves!  Such a tiny little waist!”

Katherine giggled while Pam took Terrance over to the same vanity where she had just been sitting.  She sat Terrance down with his back to the mirror.  Pam arranged cosmetics that she had brought with her on the vanity.

Pam talked while she worked.

“You’ll have to learn to do your own makeup sweetie.  Always remember that less is more particularly for a maid.”

Pam knew that makeup was an important part of a sissy girl’s appearance.  She took her time giving Terrance just the right look.  Again she explained each step while she worked.  Fortunately Terrance never had any facial hair.  She smoothed a foundation cream all over his face giving him a feminine complexion.  Then she brushed eyeshadow on his lids before selecting a light pink blush.

“Just a touch of blusher.  Try not to use too much.”

Finally she took out a matching pink lipstick and showed him how to smooth it on his lips.

“Katherine if you bring him to the salon tomorrow I can do much better.  Especially this hair.  It definitely needs to be restyled.”

She brushed it so the part was on the female side.  Excess hair fell down across one eye.  She used hairspray to hold the hair in such a way that he could still see.  She had Terrance stand so that both women could get a good look at him.

“Well Katherine what do you think?”

Katherine took a long look at him and then nodded her approval.

“That will do for now.”

Terrance felt a wave of embarrassment.  Of course he had dressed up in female lingerie before but he had never been seen by anyone else wearing it.

Pam smiled at the work she had accomplished.

“I’ll see you both in the morning.”

“Thank you Pam.  It was a pleasure to have you take care of Terrance for me.”

“No problem.  Like I said I do it all of the time.”

Katherine had Terrance stay behind still seated by the Vanity while she led Pam downstairs.  She gave her a generous check and a big hug before they said goodbye.

Once she showed Pam out Katherine went back upstairs where Terrance was still waiting wearing only his new lingerie.  It was even better than Katherine had ever thought it could be. He looked cute and he seemed to be so meek and timid in his feminine attire.  Katherine motioned to him.

“Okay honey.  It’s time to put you in your place.  Follow me Missy.”

She led him downstairs and through the kitchen back to the little room that had been servant’s quarters in days long gone by.  She had made improvements to the tiny room just the week before while Terrance was away.  She was excited to see his reaction at what awaited him behind the door of his new quarters.


Chapter 13.  Maid

Katherine swung the door open and motioned for Terrance to go in ahead of her.  Terrance couldn’t believe his eyes.  He was used to sharing the large main bedroom with Katherine.  That room had a huge king-sized bed, a luxurious private bath and a walk-in closet for each of them.  This room was entirely different.

Here there was just enough space for a small single bed, a tiny dresser and a little vanity.  There was also a small closet with the door left open.  Inside the closet neatly arranged he could see a black maid uniform dress that was trimmed in traditional white.  Mind you it was not a French maid dress but rather the kind of dress a real maid might wear.  It even had a little white apron tied around the waist.  Below the dress on the floor was a pair of white mid height heels.  On the top shelf of the closet there was a white lace mob cap.

The only thing missing from the room was for the new maid to take full ownership.  Terrance realized that his fantasy was coming true right before his eyes.  Katherine was such a sweetheart to indulge him like that.  He wanted to give her a hug and a kiss but she seemed too formal for that at the moment.

“This is where the maid sleeps sweetie. This room is yours now.  You are to use the small bathroom down the hall.  Don’t even think about using any of the other bathrooms.  Welcome to your new life dear.”

Terrance stepped inside.  There was barely room for him so Katherine stayed out in the hallway.  He turned back to face Katherine before she continued.

“Here are some of the new household rules.  You are to stay in here when you aren’t working.  You will not leave this room without your uniform on unless I say otherwise.  You will be sleeping in here from now on.  You are not to come into my bedroom unless you cleaning or you are summoned to do so.  I’ll be removing your clothes and possessions next week so don’t even think about using any of them.”

“But Katherine...”

“Terrance let me be clear.  From this moment on you are the maid.  You will address me properly…”

“But Mistress Katherine…”

“Don’t give me any of that Mistress crap.  You are just a maid now.  You are a fucking maid!  A Mistress is what you call a woman in charge of a whore house.  Are you calling me some kind of a Mistress or a Maitresse?”

Emotions had been building up inside of Katherine for days.  She was angry but at the same time she felt empowered.  After all she was in charge now and there was nothing that he could do about it.  She felt cautiously superior and she wanted to make use of that new feeling.  All of those emotions spilled out for her at the same time.  Now she was shouting at Terrance while she continued her rant.

“Does my home look like a freaking bordello to you?  Do I look like that type of a woman to you?  Is that what you think of me?  That’s not what we’ve got here now is it?”

She certainly had his attention.  He had never heard Katherine speak so sternly.  Her authoritative tone sent shudders of intense pleasure through his submissive body.

“No Ma’am.”

“Ma’am?  How dare you!  I’m not an old woman.  That’s what you would call my Mother.  You will address me with Miss Harrington at all times.  Do you understand me girl?”

Katherine was really getting into her new role.  Even better she was liking it.  She had never before bossed a guy around like that.  It felt strange to her but strange in a good way.  Maybe this whole sissy maid thing would be fun for her.  She hoped that she hadn’t already overdone things a bit too much.

Clearly Terrance had been changed by his attire. Another time he may have shot back at her but this time he simply lowered his head and whispered his submissive response.

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

She smiled at how easily he fell into obvious submission.  Of course standing in the servant’s quarters in his lingerie how could he be anything but meek and compliant?  Katherine pointed to the dress in the closet.

“One more thing.  Camille will be here any minute.  Get in your uniform and wait by the front door for her to come by.  You will address her respectfully with Miss Camille.  Do you understand?”

Again the sissy could barely whisper.

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

Katherine turned and strutted down the hallway.  She was certainly pleased with herself.  Katherine smiled to herself at what she had done.  She was more than satisfied with her grand performance.  She had made her point.  She had read that it was important for a woman to take firm charge of her sissy maid.  She felt that she had done precisely that in short order.  Not only had she asserted her authority over her submissive sissy she now had her own personal maid to show for it.  She was excited at the thought of finally having a maid to do all of the housework.  She had big plans.  For Terrence his lesson was just beginning.

After Miss Harrington left Terrance alone he took a closer look at everything that was in the room.  The dresser had a small alarm clock on top.  Not a digital clock but rather an old clock with hands and a mechanical button to set the alarm with. He had no idea where she found such an old clock.

In fact everything in the room Katherine had purchased except the cosmetics came from a second hand store.  She wanted to make sure that Terrance felt the full impact of becoming a mere servant.  Even the maid uniform was second hand and showed signs of having been worn before.

The vanity had a few cosmetics on it along with a hand mirror.  There was a full-length mirror on one wall and he gasped when he saw the image of himself staring back.  Realizing that he was standing in his lingerie he quickly went to the closet and put himself into the maid uniform.

The dress fit tightly around the bust but other than that it was a good fit.  When he tied the apron on he shivered in divine excitement.  The maid cap was a wonderful addition that also gave him a wave of agreeable pleasure when he put it in place.

When he was fully dressed Terrance stood in front of the mirror gazing at the image of a female maid that meekly stared back.  His lifelong dream was actually coming true.  It had all happened so fast that he still couldn’t believe that it was really happening.

He felt a tingle of pleasure when he bobbed a quick curtsy just to see what it would look like.  He felt a bit scared too.  Just what did Miss Harrington have in mind for him?  The thought of delicious servitude made his heart thump wildly.

That was the best part.  At this point he had no idea what she was going to have him do for her.  She had already amazed him so he was sure that there was much more surprise in store for him.  He knew that there was plenty of work to be done in the mansion but he was also excited about the possibility of providing personal services for his new employer.  It was all so blissfully exciting that he could hardly wait to get started.

Then he took a deep breath and went down the hallway to the front door to wait for Miss Camille to arrive.


Chapter 14.  Camille Arrives

Terrance couldn’t believe that he was about to reveal his secret to another woman.  He had never stood before a woman while wearing a maid uniform and he was about to do so in front of not only Miss Harrington but another woman for the very first time.  When the doorbell rang he took a deep breath to compose himself before he reached for the doorknob.

When Terrance opened the front door his face flushed with both shame and embarrassment.  He was acting in the role of a maid servant right in front of one of Miss Harrington’s friends.  He had never before thought it possible yet there he was in a dress, an apron and a cap just like any hired maid might appear.  He nervously stepped aside to let Miss Camille come inside the home. Much to his relief Miss Camille seemed to take his appearance in stride.  It was humiliating enough to be dressed like he was but had she laughed at his appearance it would have made it much worse.

In fact Camille was taken aback by the change in Katherine’s boyfriend.  She would not have recognized the girlish appearing person in the maid uniform to be Terrance had she not known in advance what was going on.

She tried not to look too astonished.  Instead she walked past the sissy maid like she might go by any maid servant.  Terrance followed timidly behind Miss Camille while she made her way to the kitchen carrying her briefcase with her where Katherine was waiting for her.  The two of them sat down at the table.  Katherine told Terrance that he was to stand while they conducted business.

Camille opened her briefcase and took out paperwork explaining each page while she put it down in front of Terrance.

“Katherine has asked…”

Katherine immediately interrupted her.

“Camille I’m Miss Harrington to the new maid.”

Camille cleared her throat and began again.  Terrance stared at the paperwork in front of him sort of like a deer caught in bright headlights.

“Miss Harrington has asked me to prepare appropriate documents for the circumstances which I have here for you to sign.  Miss Harrington has decided that given your status in the household that it is appropriate for her to have power of attorney over all of your financial holdings.  Please sign here.”

Terrance thought that it was all just a game that Miss Harrington had put together for his benefit.  He quickly decided that she was just trying to make him feel like she was in charge.  Surely Katherine wouldn’t take his money.  He quickly signed the paper.

“Miss Harrington has decided that Terrance Sutcliffe is not an appropriate name for her housemaid.  This document will legally change your name from Terrance Sutcliffe to a much more suitable Tisha Mae Morehead.  Please sign here.”

He supposed that made sense.  After all he looked like a woman and he wouldn’t want anyone to know who he really was so Tisha was fine with him.  He had often thought of his feminine persona to be a Cindy or an Elizabeth but Tisha would be okay too.  He quickly signed again.

“Tisha this document is your servant’s agreement.  I believe that you’ve already signed one but this makes it official.  It states that you will remain in service for Miss Harrington for two years as an indentured servant paying off the cost of your transformation, incidentals, food, lodging and clothing.  It may be renewed every two years indefinitely solely at the discretion of Miss Harrington.”

He was sure that two years would be more than enough for his fantasy to play out.  He wanted to quickly get past the whole contract thing.  So he signed without further thought.  He immediately wondered if two years might be too long.  What if he didn’t like being a maid?  It was too late for that.  Camille smiled and collected the documents and placed them back in her briefcase.

“Tisha your new birth certificate will come by mail along with a temporary driver’s license.  You may take them both to the Department of Motor Vehicles to obtain a new driver’s license with new photo identification.  After that you should be legal and able to go about your business as Miss Tisha Mae Morehead without difficulty.  Any questions dear?”

Tisha’s face flushed red at the realization of what she had done.  It had all happened so fast that she couldn’t think of a question to ask.  Camille stood up to leave.

“Katherine I’ll see you next week to see how things are going.  You have a great evening.”

Katherine showed her to the door while Tisha waited behind in the kitchen.  It was only when they got to the front door that Katherine spoke in a hushed whisper.

“Well Camille what did you think about Tisha?”

“She’s unbelievable!  What a cute little thing.  I would have never imagined that was Terrance.  I have to admit if you hadn’t told me that was Terrance I would have never known.  Tisha looks like just a pretty young girl.  You’re going to have loads of fun with that one.”

They both gave a little laugh and then they hugged each other.  Camille went out the door while Katherine returned to the kitchen.  There she spoke sharply to Tisha.

“I’m through with you for the evening dear.  You may go to your room.  You’ll find a nightie and a sleep bra in the top dresser drawer.  Get some sleep.  We have much more for you to do in the morning.  Be in the kitchen in uniform at 8:00.  I expect to have breakfast.  Toast and juice will do for now.”

Tisha made her way back to her room.  It had been quite a day that had left her head spinning and her new feminine-like genitals aching for relief.  She decided to bathe in the morning.

After she changed into a sleep bra and a lacy nightgown she lay in bed staring at the ceiling.  It was the only position that felt comfortable.  Her breasts were so big that they felt odd when she was on her side and she certainly couldn’t sleep on her stomach.

She didn’t sleep at all that night.  Instead she wondered exactly what she had gotten herself into.  Miss Whitney had made it abundantly clear that she couldn’t remove her new feminine body enhancements.  So she realized for the first time that she had committed herself to being a female maid for the next two years.  She was trapped in the body of a woman whether she wanted to be a woman or not.  For her there would be no turning back.

For some reason she found the thought to be exciting.  At another time she may have brought herself to orgasm at the mere thought.  But with her sex constrained the way it was all she could do was dribble a bit of precum into her panties.


Chapter 15.  Errands

The next morning the new maid prepared and served buttered toast and coffee to Miss Harrington.  Her new employer was hardly impressed with the paltry breakfast that the maid had provided her with.  However Miss Harrington said that she had no time to quibble over Tisha’s obvious lack of skills.  They had an appointment at the salon with Pam.

Tisha was terrified at the idea of going outside the mansion dressed like she was.  What if someone recognized her?  She appealed to Miss Harrington for mercy.

“Please Katherine…”

Katherine was so excited about having maid service that she generously let the slipup go with just a mild correction.

“You mean Miss Harrington.”

“Please Miss Harrington.  I can’t go outside dressed like this.”

“What do you mean you can’t go outside?  Dressed like what?”

“I mean, I can’t, I’m dressed…like a female maid.”

Katherine was a bit annoyed by the hesitation.

“If you haven’t noticed yet sweetie you are a female maid.  Come here.”

She took the maid by the hand and led her over to the mirror that hung on the wall in the hallway.

“Take a good look missy.  I doubt that anyone will see you for anything other than for what you are.  You are now a simple domestic maid.”

Tisha stared at the image of what was undoubtedly two women in the mirror.  She hardly recognized herself.  A sharply dressed Miss Harrington stood next to a woman who was clearly a domestic maid.  The maid was in a working girl’s uniform that accentuated her ample breasts and gave a generous view of her legs.  If there was any doubt at all her servant’s cap and traditional apron provided a punctuation point.  She had to admit that the transformation was complete.  There wasn’t much at all of Terrance left.  Without a doubt she could certainly appear in public without raising any suspicions whatsoever.

Tisha was embarrassed that she found pleasure in her new appearance.  She gazed at her image and her eyes settled on her accessories.  Her iconic apron with matching cap were the final touches that accentuated her luscious submission.  Only a real female servant would wear such things.  The mere thought of becoming Katherine’s maid and looking the part took her breath away.  Her fantasy was undeniably coming true.  She struggled to compose herself.

Satisfied that she had convinced the maid she was safe from discovery Katherine gave Tisha a little black purse to carry her papers in.  The purse coordinated nicely with the black and white maid uniform and the black patent leather heels that she was wearing.  Tisha remembered that her wallet was up in Katherine’s bedroom so she didn’t have anything else to put in her purse.  She decided not to ask about the wallet.

There was an awkward moment in the garage.  Tisha was looking forward to taking her Lamborghini out for a spin.  She even had her keys in her hand when they went into the garage.  However when they approached the car Katherine asked for her keys.

“Maids certainly wouldn’t drive a Lamborghini dear.  How do you think that would look?  We certainly wouldn’t want anyone to mistake you for anything other than a humble maid.  Give me your keys dear.  We’ll be taking my BMW today and I’ll be driving.”

With that Tisha surrendered her keys to the Lamborghini.  She tried to swing into the BMW on the passenger side in a ladylike manner.  Keeping her legs together felt strange but with thought she was able to pull it off.  She carefully settled in the front passenger seat in the BMW for the trip.  Neither of them spoke a word while Katherine drove them to the salon.

Tisha was nervous when she followed Miss Harrington into the salon.  There were already several women there having their hair done so she felt self-conscious.  However none of the women gave so much as a casual glance at her when she walked by.  She meekly positioned herself in the chair where Pam was waiting for her with a big smile on her face.

Pam addressed Katherine while she fastened a cape over Tisha.

“This could be a while. I’ll be styling her hair, plucking her brows, piercing her ears, extending her lashes and giving her a manicure.  I’ll also teach her a few more makeup tricks.”

Tisha thought that all sounded a bit over the top but if that was how Miss Harrington wanted her to look it was okay with her.  She hadn’t anticipated that such extensive changes would be done but there was a certain excitement about it all.

Pam gave Katherine a quick look while she got started.

“You’re welcome to stay and watch if you like.”

“That’s okay.  I’ve got errands to run.”

Pam gave a little laugh.

“I’ve got to warn you—you won’t recognize her when you get back.”

Katherine stepped towards the door.

“I hope not.”

Tisha was uneasy sitting in the chair while Pam began to fuss over her hair.  She felt extremely uncomfortable in the unfamiliar environment.  Tisha looked at the women sitting on both sides of her to see if they were looking at her.  Much to her surprise and to her relief none of the other ladies in the salon were paying any attention whatsoever to her.

While Pam worked on Tisha Katherine made her way over to the bank.  With Power of Attorney papers in her hand she confidently strode up to the desk and asked the clerk to close all of Terrance’s accounts including his brokerage account and to transfer all of the money over to her own personal accounts.

Katherine felt no guilt at all for what she was doing.  After all a domestic maid would certainly have no use for such generous bank accounts.


Chapter 16.  Genius

It was late in the morning before Katherine finished up at the bank and made a phone call regarding the Lamborghini.  After that it was time to go back to the salon and to see how Pam had done with Tisha. Pam had just finished up with the maid when Katherine arrived.

The salon chair had been turned around toward the wall and Tisha was staring at herself in the mirror.  Gawking at herself in disbelief would be a more accurate description of what Tisha was doing.  When Katherine walked up to the work station Pam broke Tisha’s concentration by turning the chair towards Katherine so that she could get a good look at her finished product.  Pam stood proudly next to the maid while Katherine took in the vision that she had created.

Katherine was amazed at what she saw.  If there was any doubt in Katherine’s mind about turning Tisha into her maid the doubt vanished when she saw the finished product. Pam was truly a makeover genius.

Tisha had been restyled into a pretty young girl.  With a perfectly cut cute little bob hairstyle she seemed so much more polished than when she had arrived.  Her eyebrows had been plucked thin and her new longer lashes now fluttered in a most charming flirtatious manner.

Those changes alone were quite a transition but there was more than just that.  Her ears had been pierced and she now modeled a pair of large round earrings that dangled enticingly from her lobes.  Her fingernails had been extended and polished into a soft high gloss pink finish.

Pam had topped it all off with beautiful makeup that brought out the maid’s eyes and gave her a soft flawless glow.  Her lips were outlined so they seemed much more fuller than before. Pam had certainly outdone herself.  There would be no mistaking Tisha for anything other than a young female maid.  Not after what Pam had done with her.

Pam smiled at Katherine.

“I can tell that you like what you see.  I gave Tisha makeup lessons too so that she can recreate her new look all by herself.  She really was easy to work on.  She sat so pretty while I took care of her.”

Katherine gave Pam a warm hug.

“Thank you so much dear.  You’re a genius.  She’s perfect.”

With that Miss Harrington left the salon with her maid following close behind.


Chapter 17.  Uniform Store

Their next stop was just a few blocks over at the uniform store.  While they walked over no one paid a bit of attention to the well-dressed woman who walked leisurely with her maid.  Katherine noticed a young guy checking out Tisha though the maid didn’t seem to notice.  Guys really did have a thing for girls in maid uniforms. She gave a little smile. 

“You just had your first salon trip sweetie.  How does it feel to be feminized?  Is it everything that you thought it would be?”

Tisha hardly knew what to say.  Her feet were starting to hurt from walking even such a short distance in her heels.  Though she found her transition to be erotic she was already having second thoughts.  She hadn’t considered the inconvenience of having to dress like a woman twenty-four hours a day and she could see that it wasn’t nearly as easy as she had thought it would be.  Tisha didn’t want to admit failure so easily so she thought that she would just play along for the time being.

“It feels exciting Miss Harrington.  I can’t wait to get started with housekeeping.  I’m so happy that you agreed to give this a chance.”

When they arrived at the uniform store the maid held the door open for her employer who entered the store first.  The middle-aged clerk was smiling when she saw the two women come into the store.  She looked straight at Katherine while she talked.

“Hello ladies.  I’m Elaine Smithson at your service.  How may I help you today?”

Katherine immediately took control of the conversation and for the rest of our time there, the saleswoman treated her like the sole decision maker.  Katherine went straight to the point.

“Hi, my name is Katherine and this is Tisha my new housemaid.  I would like her to have appropriate uniforms to work in.”

The helpful sales clerk Elaine knew a potential sale when she saw it.

“I’m sure that I can accommodate you.  I don’t see many private housemaids these days.  We dress plenty of hotel maids and maids for hire but not many exclusive housemaids.  Good for you.  Follow me Katherine and I’ll get you comfortable while you shop.”

She led Katherine over to a small lounging area that included several chairs and a coffee table.  Katherine sat down while Elaine spoke to Tisha.

“Stand here dear next to your employer.  You’ll be trying things on in a minute.  Katherine would you care for coffee or tea?”

“Yes please, coffee sounds great.  One cream two sugars.”

Elaine turned to Tisha.

“I’ll have a coffee too.  Two creams and one sugar for me and one cream two sugars for your employer.  The coffee is right around the corner.”

She pointed to a hallway at the back of the store and without thinking Tisha was off to fill the order.  Elaine turned her attention back to Katherine.

“We have many styles from basic maid to fancy maid.  I would suggest two styles, one for daily cleaning and one for serving guests and such.  Do you have anything in particular in mind?”

Katherine gave little thought to her answer.

“Tisha is a novice.  Your basic housekeeping uniform should be fine.  Nothing too fancy. I don’t want her to appear to be too tawdry.  After all she is just my housekeeper.  Something plain and simple would be best.  Yes, an outfit suitable for a common domestic would be fine.  Perhaps along with something just a bit nicer for serving.”

The saleswoman quickly agreed with her customer.

“I’m not surprised that she is inexperienced.  She doesn’t appear to be very sharp.  She is so young.  Perhaps I may make a suggestion.  Our hotel maids commonly wear our Suzy Soubrette style.  It’s very basic but it does offer classic white trim at the collar and similar matching trim at the short sleeves.  It comes with complimentary name stitching and there is a matching apron and mob cap.  It is slightly tailored and zips in back.  It comes in two lengths, demurely below the knee and a flirtatious cut above the knee for younger girls.  We can have an order ready overnight.”

“Sounds perfect.  I think a short flirtatious cut will suit Tisha best.  That would be much more feminine wouldn’t it?”

“Absolutely.  Younger maids usually prefer the shorter cut so I’m sure that Tisha will simply adore it.”

Tisha returned with two cups of coffee.  The two ladies each took a sip before Elaine turned to her and pointed to the dressing cubicles.

“Wait in a dressing cubicle dear while your employer makes her decisions.  I’ll be with you in a few moments.”

Tisha was slightly taken aback by being so summarily dismissed.  She wasn’t used to that sort of treatment from sales clerks.  Previously when Terrance went out with Katherine they had always catered to him.  Nevertheless she walked back towards the dressing rooms and closed herself in to wait for a fitting.

Elaine continued on with her customer.

“We have a similar basic style for serving.  It offers identical features only with lace at the collar, sleeves and hemline.  The matching apron is also trimmed in lace and it features a lace cap.  I can assure you that you’ll feel like a queen when you are served by your maid.  Your guests will also be impressed.”

“Perfect.”

“Sit and relax.  I’ll have your girl model each for you and then you can decide if the look is what you had in mind.”


Chapter 18.  Make An Impression

When Elaine opened the door to the tiny cubicle she found Tisha standing at attention while she had been waiting.  Elaine wasted no time with the girl.

“Take that dress off dear I need to measure you for size.”

Elaine watched while Tisha slowly removed her dress.  Then she stood shyly in front of Elaine.  Tisha was thankful that she was wearing a full slip just in case Elaine might detect that she was not quite what she appeared to be.

Elaine took a garment tape measure out of her pocket and took a few quick measurements.

“With those breasts you won’t get into any of our junior sizes.  You’ll need a woman’s size for sure.  Stay right here at attention, I’ll be right back.”

Elaine went off to the back room to pick out a couple of uniforms for Tisha to try on.  Tisha certainly felt self-conscious.  She knew that anyone walking past the dressing cubicles would be able to see her legs underneath the partitions and that anyone opening the door would see her standing in her full lingerie.  The tight confines of her faux female genitalia couldn’t keep the thought from sending a wave of blissful submissive pleasure through her body.  She thought that the chastity was a good thing at the moment because otherwise the situation would be giving her quite a stiffy.  Instead her girlish front kept her secret safe. 

Tisha was still standing in the same place when Elaine returned with a couple of maid uniforms in hand.  She watched while Tisha dressed herself in the basic uniform.  To speed things up Elaine zipped her up in back and tied the apron on the maid taking care to make a nice pretty bow in back that would show off the look.  She straightened the cap on Tisha’s head then stepped back to assess the fit.  Elaine was satisfied.  The hem fell perfectly a few inches above the knee just like she had promised.

“You look charming Tisha.  Let’s show Katherine how pretty you look.”

Tisha followed Elaine back to the waiting area where Katherine was taking her last sip of coffee.  Tisha stood at attention while she took in the whole effect.  Elaine broke the silence.

“Turn around girl.  Let your employer see the whole look.”

The maid obediently turned around giving Katherine a good view of the bow that Elaine had so carefully tied.  Elaine was proud of the presentation.

“Well what do you think Katherine?”

Katherine put her coffee cup down and gave a slight wave of her hand.

“Acceptable.  Four full uniforms ought to do.”

Elaine smiled.  Easy sale!  She turned back to the maid.

“Follow me dear.”

Back in the dressing room Elaine was terse with the maid.

“Don’t you know anything ignorant girl?  You’re supposed to show the look off.  Make an impression!  Next time do a curtsy for your employer and then follow it up with a little twirl.  She’ll feel like a queen.  Now change into this uniform and be quick about it.”

The serving uniform was a bit more stylish with a much finer polyester fabric that fit Tisha perfectly.  Again Elaine tied the bow and straightened the lace cap before assessing the look.  This dress was even a bit shorter than the first with the lace at the hemline giving a more generous show of her legs.  The idea being that a serving maid was more for show than for function.  When Elaine was satisfied the dress looked perfect she motioned the maid to follow her.

“Remember what I said.  Curtsy and then twirl for your employer.”

Tisha could barely bring herself to curtsy for Katherine but she managed to pull it off.  Then she did the childish little twirl in front of her to show off her serving uniform.  Katherine couldn’t help herself.  She gave a little laugh and smiled.  She looked over at Elaine.

“She does look cute.  I think she will definitely make a suitable impression on my friends.  Yes, that will do nicely.  We’ll take four of those too.”

“Would you care to have them embroidered?  There is no extra charge.”

“Why yes, of course.  I think that they should say Maid Tisha.”

“No problem at all.  Your order will be ready in the morning.  You can just send Tisha over to pick it up.  How would you care to pay?”

Elaine didn’t even tell her the price.  Katherine guessed that the clerk probably thought that if she had a private maid in her employ that the price didn’t really matter.  She was right about that.  Four of each of the maid uniforms was probably too many but she was using Terrance’s money so she didn’t think a thing of it.  Why would she?  She wanted her maid to appear like a proper servant at all times.

Her own fantasy was coming together just like she had planned.


Chapter 19.  Movers

It was Tisha’s first real day working in her new uniform.  That morning she took a long look at herself in the mirror and she couldn’t believe how authentic that she seemed to be.  Her new uniform looked sharp and even had Maid Tisha embroidered on it so she appeared to be the real thing.  Tisha was loading laundry into the machine when she heard guests at the front door.  When she stopped what she was doing and went to see what was going on she found Miss Harrington talking with a couple of guys from a local moving company.

She overheard Miss Harrington giving instructions to clear things out that had belonged to her ex-boyfriend and to dispose of them.  She suggested donating everything to a local shelter.  Then the movers followed Miss Harrington upstairs to the main bedroom.  Over the next couple of hours the movers emptied out all of the possessions that previously had belonged to Terrance.

For Tisha it was a life changing event.  All of the things that had belonged to Terrance were gone and all that remained of Terrance was Tisha the housemaid.  She realized that there was no going back.  While it should have bothered her there was a certain feeling of relief that followed. She was determined to see her erotic fantasy thru to the end so she was happy that Miss Harrington was helping her out with that.

After the movers drove away Miss Harrington came for the maid.

“You’ll need to go upstairs and clean things up.  There’s a big empty closet among other things that need to be freshened up.”

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

The maid found the closet that previously had belonged to Terrance to be bare.  Similarly the drawers where Terrance had kept his things were empty.  She dusted, vacuumed the closet floor and polished the drawers.

While the maid tended to her duty Katherine thought about how much of an annoyance it was to be constantly telling the maid what to do.  The maid hadn’t heard the front door when the movers arrived so Katherine had to see to them herself.  What fun was it to have a housemaid if she had to constantly hover over her giving instructions?

The movers had tracked dirt into the entrance foyer and the maid hadn’t noticed.  Katherine supposed that she would have to point that out to the maid too.  It was all a bit of a bother and much more work than Katherine intended to do.  After all the maid was supposed to make Katherines life easier and more pleasant.  Wasn’t she?

This whole maid thing was Tisha’s idea.  Katherine just wanted to have a spotless home without the hassle of keeping it up.  While she had a full-time housemaid on staff the girl was obviously clueless in what the duties of a real housemaid actually were.  What Katherine wanted was the luxury of a housemaid without having to work at it and without the bother of catering to Tisha’s ridiculous fantasy.

She decided that she would have to do something about that and the sooner the better.


Chapter 20.  Lamborghini

Tisha was busy cleaning an upstairs bathroom when she heard activity down in the driveway.  When she looked out a window to check it out she couldn’t believe her eyes.  She saw a large car carrier truck with a used car dealer emblem on it and there were two uniformed guys at work.  One was slowly driving the Lamborghini up a ramp onto the truck while the other was guiding him along.  When she realized what was happening she quickly went downstairs to speak to Miss Harrington.

Miss Harrington was in the entry foyer standing with one of the guys from the used car dealer.  She was talking with him and giggling while she signed paperwork. At first Tisha thought that Miss Harrington was flirting but she quickly dismissed the idea.  Why would she flirt with a guy when she already had a boyfriend?  When she saw Tisha she told her to wait silently at attention while she took care of business. The maid was anxious but she managed to stay in position while Miss Harrington instructed the man to leave the car in the driveway.

Tisha could hear the truck slowly driving away when Miss Harrington finally turned to the maid.

“What’s the matter Tisha?  You look concerned.”

Finally given permission to speak Tisha started prattling.

“My…they…I mean…they took…how am I going to…”

“Stop sweetie.  Oh, the car?  Don’t worry about a thing.  That belonged to my ex-boyfriend but it’s gone now.  It fetched quite a pretty penny for my bank account.”

She flashed the check in front of the maid but too quickly for Tisha to see the amount.

“There was no use for that car in my household.  One thing was certain.  That car was definitely not suitable for a maid to be driving that’s for sure.  I’m sure that you would agree.  Of course I do know why you’re concerned. You’re probably thinking how are you going to grocery shop if you don’t have a car?”

Tisha didn’t realize until that moment that grocery shopping was now her responsibility.  Of course it was—that’s what maids do.  But it was as good a reason as any to have a car.  Not realizing that she was about to agree to doing all of the grocery shopping she smiled.

“Yes, that’s what I was thinking.  How am I going to go for groceries if I don’t have any transportation?”

“Silly girl.  I bought you a car just for that purpose.  Come with me.”

The two of them stepped outside and walked over to the driveway.  Tisha was stunned.  She couldn’t believe her eyes.  Her Lamborghini had been replaced. How could she ever attract women again without it?  Her sexy chick magnet was gone and parked in its place was an obviously well-worn very shabby looking Volkswagen Beetle.  Worse still it was a gaudy shade of pink.  Tisha was so shocked that she could barely speak.

“You don’t expect…”

“Sweetie that will do fine for your trips to the grocery and for your trips to the salon.  It’s a ride fit for a maid.  When I get around to it I’ll get you a credit card with a minimal credit limit so that you can buy groceries and maybe even a splash of gasoline.  Don’t thank me now, you can thank me later.”

Miss Harrington handed Tisha the keys to the Beetle and then went back inside the house while the stunned maid went over to the car. Upon closer inspection the vehicle was even worse than Tisha had thought.

The bumpers showed signs of rust.  The driver’s seat was well worn.  She took a look at the odometer.  The mileage on the car was a stunning 206,392 miles. The car was the complete antithesis of what she had previously been driving.

It was quite a fall going from having a flashy Lamborghini to that. 


Chapter 21.  Dominatrix Housekeeper

Katherine really didn’t want to bother with the effort of training Tisha to be a decent maid.  After all why should she?  It seemed to her like it would be a hassle.  So she knew that if Tisha were to learn anything at all about keeping house like a proper maid it would have to come from somebody else.  That’s when she came to a wonderful conclusion regarding a plan to put Tisha in her place.

It was simple enough to search for an experienced housekeeper who could train Tisha.  But Katherine realized that was not what she really wanted.  One cannot simply use a traditional maid service to find a strict authoritative woman with experience in order to educate a novice maid.  At least not for the type of woman that Katherine had in mind.  So instead she checked the Net and searched for a stern Dominatrix who would enjoy the pleasure of instructing and dominating a submissive maid.

That was how she came upon one Hilda Van Buren—Dominatrix Extraordinaire.  Her web page certainly boasted of all the qualifications that Katherine was looking for.

Stern no nonsense Dominatrix available for individual training for all types of submissive personalities.  Specializing in domestic discipline, maid training and all BDSM activities.

With a sly grin Katherine decided to call the number and make an inquiry.  She was impressed by the sultry voice on the other side.

“This is Hilda.  How may I help you?”

“Hi my name is Katherine Harrington.  I have a new maid working for me who is in need of…shall we say an extremely firm hand.  Is that something that you can accommodate?”

There was a wicked laugh on the other end of the cell.

“I can assure you that is my specialty.  I do have references if you need them.”

“That won’t be necessary.  I’m looking for an experienced disciplinarian who can teach the basic housekeeping skills while at the same time being firm and demanding. No intimate contact is necessary.”

There was a long pause before Hilda replied.

“You said that intimate contact is not necessary but would it be at my discretion?”

“Of course it would.  Everything would be at your discretion.  I plan on giving you the position of house manager and putting my novice maid fully at your disposal.”

“Is she a slutty sort of submissive girl?”

“Why yes, you could say that.”

“When do I start?”


Chapter 22.  Sadistic House Manager

The front doorbell rang and Tisha quickly left the laundry room where she was hand washing Miss Harrington’s lingerie to answer.  She had already learned that Miss Harrington was no longer going to respond to visitors at the door so that was now her job.  She cringed at the thought of appearing in uniform in front of another stranger but she really had no choice.  When she opened the door she found a tall statuesque woman who stated rather formally that she was Miss Hilda Van Buren, that she was expected and that she was there to see there to see Miss Katherine Harrington.

The woman came with several pieces of luggage which she left behind on the front porch while she stepped inside.  She followed the maid to Miss Harrington’s study where the lady of the house was fully engrossed in typing away on her laptop computer.  Tisha turned to leave the ladies alone but Katherine stopped her.

“Tisha honey stay here for a moment.  I have something to tell you.”

She offered Miss Van Buren a seat while Tisha stood behind near the door of the study.

“Tisha I’ve hired Miss Van Buren to be my new house manager.  You will report directly to her and you are not to question her authority.  She is to make a proper maid of you.  Do you understand me girl?”

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

“She is to train you in the basics of housekeeping, which you clearly sadly lack.  She will also teach you all of the essentials of being a proper maid servant of which you are totally clueless.  I will be going out of town for a few weeks so I expect to see significant improvement in your pathetic abilities when I return.  Do you understand me girl?”

The maid was stunned at the news.  She certainly hadn’t expected this turn of events.  She could only nod her head in acceptance.

“Now take her luggage up to the guest room and wait for her there.  You are dismissed.”

In a panic Tisha immediately went to follow her instructions.  With luggage in hand she quickly went up the stairs as fast as she could in her heels up to the guest room.  She realized that if the new house manager was going to use the guest room she would find all of the clothing that Tisha had hidden there and Tisha would have another secret exposed.  She couldn’t allow that to happen.

When she opened the closet door in the guest room she was surprised to find that it was empty. When she went to the dresser drawers she found those empty too.  At first she was confused before she realized what had happened.  Katherine had discovered her feminine clothing and the movers had taken it away along with her all of her male clothing.  Perhaps it explained why Katherine was treating her so coldly.  Tisha was certain that Katherine would have been angry to discover what she had been doing behind her back.

Then it suddenly struck her that the only clothes that she had to wear were her female maid uniforms.  For the time being there would be no turning back.  She was locked in her fantasy for the long run if only because of her limited wardrobe.  It was a scary thought but at the same time it sent a quiver of excitement through her body.

At another time she may have thought the statuesque woman to be extremely desirable.  She was quite an impressive lady.  She appeared to be strong, commanding and not one to be given anything but her utmost respect.  Her exquisitely beautiful features served to make her that much more imposing.  But under the circumstances Tisha couldn’t appreciate her beauty.  Trapped in the body of a female maid she had nothing sexually to offer the new house manager.  Instead she took the woman to be exacting and demanding and it would be her job to make sure she was satisfied with her housekeeping performance.

With her head occupied with a vision of the authoritative woman she couldn’t decide if she should empty the suitcases for Miss Van Buren or leave them be.  A good maid would probably have set out the contents but she hadn’t been instructed to do so and she didn’t know any better.  She decided to just leave the luggage next to the bed.  Then she decided to stand next to the dresser and wait for Miss Van Buren to arrive and tell her what to do next.

Meanwhile downstairs the new house manager gave a haughty smile.  She wasn’t at all impressed with what she had seen of the maid.

“I see what you mean Miss Harrington.  The maid is obviously clueless.”

“Please the formalities are for my maid.  You may call me Katherine.  Like I said the girl has no experience but I liked her submissive qualities.  It was a pity hire if ever there was one.”

She laughed at her own joke before she continued.

“Hilda the girl lacks training in all of the basics.  She is a bit dull-witted—slow on the uptake— if you know what I mean.  Plus the girl tends to leer at me—I think that she has a touch of Lesbian in her.  You may do what you want with that.  I would expect you to be demanding with her until she becomes a capable servant proficient in her duties and suitable for the finest of ladies.”

“I’m sure that I can train her to my exacting standards.”

“I would expect no less.  I leave you to it.”

“Thank you Katherine for the opportunity.  I’ll do my best.”

Hilda stood up and headed towards the upstairs bedrooms.  Katherine giggled to herself.  She had deliberately failed to mention to Hilda that Tisha was a sissy maid.  Hilda would have to find that out for herself.  Regardless of whether she was exposed for what she was Tisha was in for meticulous supervision.  According to the comments on her website Hilda had come with the highest of recommendations.  She was a strict Dominatrix who knew precisely how to control a submissive personality type.  Just what Katherine had been looking for.

When Miss Van Buren found that the maid had not put her clothes away she gave her first orders.

“Girl, are you going to just stand there or are you going to put my clothes away?  Are you incapable of even the simplest of things without instruction?  Am I going to have to tell you everything?”

The maid quickly started unpacking the suitcases under the close supervision of the new house manager.  Hilda watched with a stern expression but inside she was smiling to herself.  She liked the way the maid had responded to her sharp instruction.  She could see that the maid was obviously extremely submissive and it would be effortless to bend her to her will.  This would be an easy gig if ever there was one.  She was already making mental notes regarding how she would dominate the girl.

Tisha was in for a treat that she would never forget.


Chapter 23.  Domination

If there was one thing that Hilda Van Buren understood it was submissive personality types.  She certainly enjoyed sexually dominating them and turning them into slavish admirers.  She actually had a lifelong history of taking charge and sexually dominating others so she was well equipped for the task.

It all began with her twin sister Margaret Anne when they were growing up.  Margaret was always the good sister while Hilda was always getting into trouble. So in any situation Margaret was always the favorite twin while Hilda was routinely chastised for her behavior.  The resentment festered until Hilda couldn’t take it anymore.  The time when their parents were away and Hilda became angry at her sister was the day her life changed forever.

With Hilda working diligently on a mountain of chores and with Margaret gingerly lounging Hilda decided that she couldn’t take it anymore.  That memorable day Hilda screamed at Margaret that she wasn’t doing enough chores.  After she noticed that instead of fighting back Margaret deferred to her things became interesting.  That day after a stern lecture from her twin sister Margaret did all of the chores while Hilda lounged in front of the television.  Soon after that Hilda assigned all of her chores to Margaret and Margaret meekly complied.

The big break thru came a few weeks later.  Margaret complained rather timidly about doing all of the household chores.  She insisted that Hilda resume doing her share of the work.  Hilda gave her a kiss on the lips and much to her surprise her sister moaned in erotic arousal.  Hilda found her sister’s response to be rather exciting.  One thing led to another and eventually Margaret found herself between Hilda’s legs lapping excitedly at her sex.

Hilda’s orgasm was fantastic. For her it was the best thing ever.  Cunnilingus is a wonderful thing especially when you receive it but you don’t have to give it.  There’s no fear of pregnancy—only blissful orgasmic delight.  So Hilda didn’t reciprocate but instead left her sister longing for more.

Hilda realized that was the big secret of domination.  Always leave the submissive wanting for more.  Tease and denial, tease and denial!  It brings obedience and a sexual yearning that helpless submissives can’t possibly resist.  Margaret Anne would come to service Hilda regularly but Hilda never once orally serviced Margaret Anne. Eventually Margaret Anne became so submissive that she also did all of Hilda’s homework from school and even took all of her tests for her in school.

To top it all of Hilda began to abscond with a few of Margaret’s dates when she found that they were of interest to her.  The look on the face of Margaret’s dates when the angelic Margaret—who was actually Hilda—got them in the back seat of a car was priceless.

Hilda would tie their hands behind their back and force them to go down on her.  One by one they submitted to her ultimate authority while being denied pleasure of their own.  Hilda reveled in the feeling of power such domination gave her.  It was a delightful game that left her sexually satisfied but drove the boys crazy with lust and left them with swollen blue balls dripping with precum every time.

Hilda’s next big breakthrough came when she noticed there was a common thread with submissive personalities.  She came to realize that she wasn’t taking control over the submissive types.  In fact they were giving her control over their sexuality.  These submissive personalities actually liked to be dominated!  It was a wonderful discovery that led her to become extremely dominant and it eventually led to her profession of full-time Dominatrix.  She found it to be an extremely lucrative career.

Hilda was proud of the fact that she had never once touched another clitoris or heaven forbid worked a penis to even a tiny spurt.  She had always enjoyed being dominant and while she had been brought to orgasmic bliss far too often to remember she had never fulfilled a submissive with an orgasm.

That is she never fulfilled a submissive if you don’t count spontaneous orgasms.  Hilda thought of a spontaneous orgasm to be the absolute fulfillment of the power of a dominant.  She had first witnessed the phenomena with her sister Margaret.  After weeks of delightful domination she had her helpless sister down handwashing the floor.  After she threatened to paddle her sister’s bottom if she didn’t do a good job something strange happened.

Her sister froze in place on all fours and in a lusty display of shameless orgasmic relief began to buck and moan in a manner most unbecoming of an angelic twin. When she screamed in a lewd climax Hilda realized what had happened.  She was powerful enough to not only command a submissive she could coax an orgasm without so much as a touch.  Of course it would take hours of strict tantalizing domination to make it happen but she knew how to make it happen nonetheless.  Getting there was where all of the fun was.  It became her own special method of domination that she had applied to many submissives in the role of Dominatrix.

Naturally after the lewd exhibition Hilda admonished her sister for her bawdy performance.  She announced that punishment was in order and that Margaret was to receive a spanking for her conduct.  She took her sister over her lap and quickly bared her bottom.  Even though she only spanked her with her hand Margaret moaned in ecstasy and added a second orgasm to her amorous performance.

After that spanking Margaret became a regular pleasure for Hilda.  Later Hilda added using a wooden paddle to discipline her naughty sister.  Thereafter Hilda’s desire to dominate became an obsession just like Margaret permanently became submissive.

Margaret Anne’s fate was sealed that very first day that she submitted to Hilda.  After Hilda became a full-time Dominatrix she assigned her sister the combined role of housemaid and personal secretary in addition to her bedroom duties.  Even while Hilda entertained her clients Margaret Anne remained her private submissive.

Being dominant suited Hilda well. She enjoyed having both men and women defer to her strong presence.  When she entered a room filled with men she imagined that all of them reacted with a willing obedient sensation in their pants.  Hilda never lacked for attention or for the finer things in life.  All of it was eagerly given to her by those who longed for sexual submission.  It was great to be a Dominatrix.

In this case all of that experience was extremely useful for Hilda.  She could see in Tisha’s eyes that she was extremely submissive.  The maid would be easy to dominate and would soon find herself yearning for servitude under the tutelage of the strict Dominatrix.  It would be fun to bring the maid to heel and add her to Hilda’s long list of submissive conquests.  The thought of the novice maid submitting to her authority made Hilda smile.  She received such pleasure from completely humiliating a submissive!  There was absolutely nothing in this world that excited her so much as dominating a helpless submissive.


Chapter 24.  Deportment


Hilda had the maid standing at attention while she spoke.

“A maid should always know her place.  Miss Harrington is your employer and I am the house manager.  We are your betters.  You will treat us like the goddesses that we are. There will be severe repercussions for anything less than total obedience from you.  Anyone who comes through that front door is an upper to you because you are just an insignificant maid servant and your job is to serve us with no questions asked.  If we say jump, you say how high.  Don’t ever forget that.”

Tisha was appalled at the bluntness that Miss Van Buren was displaying with her.  She knew that becoming a maid would be humbling but this was far more than she expected.  It was humiliating to be spoken to like that by a woman even though it also sent a wave of submissive excitement through her. 

“You will lower your eyes while I speak.  That’s much better.  I should never see even a single once of defiance in you.  A lowered gaze is the mark of acceptance of your lowered status and your servile position.

I have high expectations for my maids.  I expect you to learn all of the necessary skills needed for you to become a proper maid.  Maids are expected and required to complete all common household chores.”

Miss Van Buren emphasized the word common in a most condescending way.  She certainly knew how to use her voice to put Tisha down while at the same time sensually tease the submissive maid.  Tisha felt a steady flush of erotic humiliation while the Dominatrix continued.

“Household chores is by no means definitive.  It means that you will cook, do laundry, iron clothes, wash dishes, dust, vacuum and scrub floors.  Plus you will do any and all other chores that you are assigned by your superiors.

A good maid will tend to these duties without being given instructions.  You will rise early and begin your chores because that is why you are here.  Of course domestic chores are never complete so you will always be engaged in some sort of task from the moment you rise until you are dismissed by your superior at the end of the day.

You should have a plan for keeping each and every room tidy.  That way you will spend your time efficiently and you’ll avoid repeating your steps.”

With her eyes lowered Tisha found herself enamored with Miss Van Buren’s lovely ankles.  Her mind drifted while the Dominatrix continued to give strict instructions regarding her expectations of the maid.

“In a home of this size dust always accumulates in every corner so you will be constantly seeing to it.  Always dust from the top of a room and then work your way down to vacuuming the floor.  By observing this simple rule you won’t be cleaning the same dust over and over again.  Open a window for a few moments after you finish with each room to allow fresh air in.

Amateur maids often make common mistakes.  Under my strict tutelage I don’t expect you to become an ordinary maid.  I expect you to become an extra-ordinary maid.  That means you will go the extra mile at all times.  For instance vacuuming means also seeing to upholstery with a suitable attachment. Dusting includes seeing to light fixtures and light bulbs.  You can’t clean with dirty equipment so you will keep all of your supplies and all of your equipment sparkling clean at all times.

You should also check your appearance often while you are cleaning.  If you haven’t checked and fixed your makeup several times a day then you are doing something wrong.  You will also keep your uniform spotless regardless of the task at hand.  A proper maid not only cleans, she appears clean at all times.  That means you will regularly check your dress, apron, cap and shoes to make absolutely certain that they remain clean.  Don’t forget to check your makeup too.  Of course a maid should always appear professional which means you should use makeup sparingly for that tidy servant look.  You aren’t trying to outshine your employer with your makeup you are trying to show professionalism.  A properly made-up maid shows respect for her employer and pride in her work.

Do you understand what I’m saying girl?”

Tisha was so aroused by all of the requirements that she could barely mumble her response.  This had become more than just a game.  Miss Van Buren actually expected her to become a real housemaid.  It was much more than Tisha had expected.  Yet it had a streak of excitement in it that the maid couldn’t deny.

“Yes Miss Van Buren.”

“Very well.  You will quickly find that I have no tolerance for sloppy work.  I am not afraid to punish a girl for sloppy work or poor behavior.  Any show of defiance from you will not be tolerated and will cause immediate punishment to be applied.

I’ve paddled older girls than you on their bare bottom.  I’ve found that a few hours of corner time can cure many bad habits. You’ll find that I have many other much more humiliating punishments just waiting for a subpar maid to avail herself with.  Posture collars, forced enemas, strict bondage positions, nipple clamps and butt plugs are just a few of the treats awaiting a naughty maid.  You’ll quickly learn that it is best to work hard, be obedient and not to invoke my wrath.  Now off to work girl.  You are dismissed.  Oh, and fix your makeup dear before you get started!”

Tisha was so excited that she was dizzy with arousal.  What sort of punishments would Miss Van Buren apply to her?  She couldn’t really risk having the Dominatrix spank her bottom in case she discovered the truth. Tisha vowed to be a perfect housemaid so that she didn’t find out the truth.  She quickly went to gather dust cloths so that she could get to work.

Miss Van Buren smiled. She could tell that the obedient maid was falling deeper and deeper under the spell of delightful submission.  She could see it in her yearning eyes.  For those afflicted with submissive desires such capitulation is just like sugary candy is to a child with a sweet tooth.  Totally irresistible.

The ultimate result was inevitable.  It was simply a matter of what the path to the maid’s total submission would look like.  Soon Tisha would not be able to escape the lure of total surrender to her superior and Miss Van Buren could use her in whatever way that she pleased.


Chapter 25.  Boudoir Maid

For Hilda a maid was far more than just a housekeeper.  The whole point of having a submissive at her beck and call was what Hilda referred to as the finer things in life.  So Hilda immediately went to work on her new charge.  She was sure that the timid maid would be putty in her hands so she couldn’t wait to put her in her place.  Hilda liked to be pampered so she wanted to quickly introduce Tisha to Lady’s maid duties.  She didn’t waste any time.  Just a few days later right after Tisha served dinner to Katherine and Hilda she summoned Tisha to her bedroom.

“You’re to pour me a bath dear.  My favorite scents are in my cosmetic case.  Take out my nightgown while you’re at it and lay it out on my bed.”

Tisha thought it to be strange instructions.  She hadn’t been in Miss Harrington’s room since she had been put in service so she certainly didn’t expect to find herself in Miss Van Buren’s room.  Nevertheless, she promptly followed directions.  Once the bath was poured, she felt self-conscious because she hadn’t been told what to do next.  So she stood just outside the bathroom and waited for Miss Van Buren.

Miss Van Buren was curt when she stepped into the bathroom.

“Help me out of this outfit.”

Her words were clearly a command and not a request.  The maid’s hands trembled with desire while she stood in front of the Dominatrix and fumbled with the buttons on her blouse.  Similarly when she helped Miss Van Buren out of heels her hands trembled with erotic lust.

Her heart pounded in her ears while she systematically stripped Miss Van Buren down to her panties and bra.  Her face flushed a deep red when she fumbled with the clasps of Miss Van Buren’s lacy bra.  The Dominatrix couldn’t help but notice the reaction that the maid was having to giving such intimate assistance.

“You aren’t turned on by any of this are you dear?”

Of course Tisha was.  She was dripping pre-cum from her restrained sex while her mind wandered to all of the luscious things she could be doing with the beautiful woman.  But restrained like she was all she could do was fantasize.  She shook her blushing face in meek denial but she was hardly convincing.  The Dominatrix could see right through her phony effort to mask her true feelings.

Miss Van Buren giggled when she stepped into her bath.

“You don’t fool me my little maid.  I can see that you have an interest.”

Tisha was speechless.  All she could do was stare while attempting to continue to pretend she had no interest.

“Clearly you don’t know how to serve a woman in need of her bath.  You’ll have to be trained.”

The Dominatrix waved her hand and Tisha was dismissed.

For the first time Tisha realized that while she thoroughly enjoyed dressing up like a woman it was not always fun to have to act like one.  She was looking forward to being trained by the Dominatrix.  In fact any time that she had the attention of the authoritative house manager she felt privileged.  Miss Van Buren was gorgeous, strict and demanding.  She was everything that a submissive could possibly desire.


Chapter 26.  Chores


Hilda wasted no time teaching Tisha the basics of domestic servitude.  That very next morning the maid was introduced to the servant’s bell.  For Tisha it was the first step down that led straight to her new position firmly at the bottom of the household ladder.  She couldn’t believe what she was hearing when the Dominatrix explained that she would be quickly coming front and center whenever she heard the little tinkle of the servant’s bell.

She even had the maid practice her appropriate response to being summoned.  While the maid diligently worked inside on newly assigned duties Hilda sunned herself out on the deck occasionally ringing the tiny bell for service.  Most of the time she didn’t actually want anything she just wanted to get the maid accustomed to listening for the bell.  Other times she wanted a drink or a snack.

Using a stop watch she timed how long it took the maid to respond to the bell.  The maid was scolded if it took her too long to arrive.  Upon appearing the maid was to curtsy and softly speak exactly how Hilda had taught her.

“Yes Miss, how may I help you?”

For Tisha it was humiliating to say the least.  Miss Van Buren had brought several of the little hand bells with her and the maid was required to position them around the house.  She was also to bring the bell to wherever Miss Van Buren was sitting.

The Dominatrix also explained the use of the bell to Miss Harrington.  Miss Harrington quickly became accustomed to the bell and she would routinely summon the maid and give orders often without even looking up from her work.

Tisha was taken aback by such treatment.  She was most certainly not used to such a condescending attitude from women.  Yet in only a few days she was resigned to being looked down upon just like an actual hired maid.  She learned to quickly appear with a smile, give her little speech and then hustle off to fulfill the request.

Thus it would be Miss Van Buren who turned Tisha into a true domestic maid.  Not only was Tisha responding to a servant’s bell she was also learning the ropes when it came to the duties of a real maid.  In the days that followed the maid was taught how to dust, vacuum, polish and how to properly see to laundry.  Then she was taught how to cook and serve meals and how to properly pour and serve drinks.

Tisha soon realized that being a domestic maid was far from being an easy job.  The never-ending job of cleaning was dull and boring.  While at first it had been erotic to be told to engage in repetitive tedious chores it quickly became simply a grueling job that was never complete.  Tisha found herself exhausted by the end of every day.

Her only salvation was the boudoir duties that she was required to tend to.  Tisha was required to be up first in the morning to make preparations for breakfast.  For the ladies that usually meant fresh fruit and fresh squeezed juice.  Upon waking the ladies would summon the maid with a ring of the bell for assistance dressing.

Miss Van Buren was very specific when teaching the maid how to assist a woman dressing.  That meant the maid would fetch an outfit for the day before standing behind Miss Van Buren and assisting her out of her nightie.  The maid was taught to always position herself behind a lady when assisting in order to assure a modicum of privacy for her Mistress. So even though Miss Van Buren would stand in the morning wearing only her panties the maid couldn’t ogle or otherwise peer at her beauty.  She was relegated to holding out a brassiere and clipping it on before assisting with stockings, outfit and finally shoes.

The maid was also taught how to fix a lady’s hair and properly apply her makeup.  Miss Van Buren insisted that Tisha must be able to work to perfection before she was allowed to tend to Miss Harrington.

While being in such close proximity to such a beautiful woman in the morning was extremely erotic the real challenge for the maid was actually at the end of the day.  The maid was given explicit instructions regarding how to properly prepare a bath.  Exacting water temperature verified with a thermometer and just the right amount of perfumed bath suds was critical.  Then the maid would announce that the bath was ready before the really difficult part of the duty occurred.

Again standing behind like a timid maid Tisha would slowly undress her superior.  The final step was to kneel down behind her and softly remove her panties.  After catching only a tantalizing view from the back the maid would then quickly gather all of the clothes up and leave the lady to her bath.

After taking all of the clothing to the laundry room Tisha would return and wait outside the bathroom for the bell to ring.  Then her job was to hold up a towel like an impromptu dressing curtain before tending to drying off duties.  Finally she would have the lady step into her panties before assisting with her nightgown.  Only then would the maid be dismissed for the evening.

All of these duties had to be done without leering, ogling or sneaking a peek.  Miss Van Buren paid close attention to her charge and would give sharp criticism if any such lecherous activity was detected.  Tisha was trained to perform so that both service and privacy were of utmost importance.

It was only when Miss Van Buren was satisfied with her performance that the maid was allowed to tend to boudoir duties with Miss Harrington.  Once Miss Harrington was also being served the maid could find herself quite busy tending to both ladies at the same time.  When she was that busy she found herself fully immersed in her duties.  She was hardly able to do enjoy her proximity to the lovely ladies because she didn’t have time to do anything other than to concentrate on her responsibility.


Chapter 27.  Grocery Shopping


Since she had only previously gone grocery shopping on a few occasions it would not be an easy task for Tisha. The fact that she had to go shopping in her maid uniform only served to make it more challenging but she was still willing to give it a try.  She hoped that by overcoming her fears that eventually being seen out in public in her maid uniform would become more natural for her.  If she was to be a successful maid she would definitely have to become accustomed to being seen by others in her uniform.

For Tisha stepping out of the Volkswagen in the parking lot of the grocery store was both frightening and erotic.  On the drive over she had calmed herself down by convincing herself that it was necessary to shop because that was what domestic maids do.  The thought had sent a tingle of pleasure down to her sex.  Truthfully she was enjoying the prospect of acting like a submissive maid servant.  Even if it meant potentially humiliating public exposure.

In her mind customers of the store would immediately all recognize her for what she was.  She imagined women pointing to her and laughing at her attire before yelling out that she was actually just a sissy maid.  Just the thought of such humiliation made her tremble with desire.

Inside the store Tisha felt so self-conscious pushing the shopping cart down the aisle.  She had only grocery shopped a few times before and she had always shopped with Katherine pushing the cart.  This was her first time going solo and it felt odd to be behind the shopping cart.  She was trembling with fear so the cart helped to steady her on her feet.

She was careful when reaching up for items and when scooching down for things.  She wanted to maintain her feminine illusion so that no one would know the truth about her. Apparently it was working.  When a male store clerk came by he gave her a long look that caused the maid to blush a deep red.  She knew what that look meant.  He was checking her out so she was in no danger of that guy discovering her secret.  After all the only thing worse than a woman seeing thru her disguise would be a guy seeing thru it.

Had she realized why the clerk came by she would have been even more uncomfortable.  The male clerk had gone by to check out the maid because one of the guys had initially noticed on the security monitor that there was a hottie in aisle four and he had to see for himself.  She didn’t know that the guys in the back room were gathered around the store security monitors and were busy leering at the maid in the short dress.  The clerk who had come by was just the boldest of the group who was carefully scrutinizing her.  He wanted to see her up close.

Meanwhile when Tisha came to the feminine products aisle she turned a deeper shade of red.  She had never bought feminine products for Miss Harrington so this was her first time picking things out.  She had no idea what the difference was in products so she had to carefully read the labels before making her decision.  After much consideration she loaded up her cart with panty liners, feminine deodorant, strawberry shampoo and strawberry conditioner.

The shopping trip was uncomfortably awkward for the maid.  She was so unsure of herself that she had to stop several times and take a deep breath just so that she could continue. Her heart pounded wildly at the checkout counter because she thought that the girl would question why a guy was buying so many feminine hygiene products.  Of course Tisha appeared to be a woman so there was nothing strange about her purchases.  The clerk paid absolutely no attention to her.

Only when she finally checked out and she had loaded her groceries into the pink Volkswagen did she begin to relax.  When she settled into the driver’s seat she let out a deep sigh of relief.  She had completed her very first grocery shopping trip as a maid without incident.

In reality the other shoppers had not paid any attention whatsoever to the maid who was shopping for groceries.  Only the guys huddled in the security office had paid heed to the maid.  All in all there was nothing unusual about the uniformed girl going about her duty.  In fact Tisha had fit right in with the other women who were shopping that day.


Chapter 28.  Linda Strauss

Tisha had been surprised when Miss Harrington had initially shared her new persona with other women.  She hadn’t expected her secret to be shared with anyone other than with Miss Harrington.  At the outset in her mind she had thought that she was going to serve Miss Harrington and Miss Harrington alone.  At this point she had been seen by several women. Even so by far the most embarrassing and humiliating time her secret was shared was when Miss Harrington invited her good friend Linda Strauss over for a visit.

Tisha knew Linda very well.  The attractive woman was quite alluring.  She had a habit of dressing in short sun dresses so naturally she had piqued Terrance’s interest during previous visits.  As Terrance he had sat with her on many occasions and he had even tried to make a pass at her.  Linda had no intention of ever going out with Terrance—she felt a true loyalty to her friend Katherine and she was not the type to go out with her boyfriend.

Katherine shared everything with Linda so of course Katherine had told her all about Tisha.  Linda was quite skeptical of what Katherine had told her about her new maid.  That was the purpose of Linda’s visit—she wanted to see for herself what had really become of Terrance.

Since Linda had known Terrance it was quite a shock when Tisha answered the door.  She took a long look at the maid before entering.  Her stare gave the maid an uneasy feeling like she was being judged.  Linda came inside and sat down with Katherine but she didn’t say anything at all at first.

Linda was suspicious of Tisha and her true motives.  Was this some kind of kinky game designed to get sex?  Was Tisha saying that a woman’s place is to be a housemaid?  Should she laugh or should she be insulted?  Should she be angry or should she be amused?  Still she was intrigued and she wanted to know more about the sissy maid servant.

Katherine broke the silence by ordering the maid to bring drinks.  It was only after the maid served the ladies and Linda had a sip or two of wine that she spoke.  She looked at Katherine when she finally summoned up the nerve to speak.

“Katherine I’ve never seen anything like this.  You’ve turned Terrance into a…into a domestic maid!  Katherine is this some kind of joke?  By mimicking us is he making fun of women and our position in society or something like that?  Or is there more to it than just that?”

Linda seemed confused and rather turned off by the imitation maid.  What right did Terrance have to dress like a woman?  At the same time she was curious how this came to be. Katherine wanted to put her at ease so that she could relax and join in on the fun.

“No Linda it’s nothing like that at all.  Tisha is a true submissive.  She admires women and she wants to be more like us.  She has a sexual desire to serve women like an actual female maid so she wears the uniform of a female servant.  Believe it or not for her domestic servitude is a real turn on.  In order for her to experience her fantasy she has been totally transformed to look more like her preferred image.”

“Transformed?  Transformed how?”

Katherine looked at the maid.

“Tisha dear lower your panties and show Linda how you’ve been changed.”

The two women grinned while a blushing Tisha lifted her dress and lowered her panties to reveal her feminine appearing genitalia. For Tisha it was a humiliating erotic moment, one of inescapable submissive pleasure that caused her encased sex to swell to a thickness that made it ache with desire.  It struggled with a mind of its own but to no avail to escape the firm grip of the chastity that held it firmly in place. 

Its confined condition served to confirm the maid’s embarrassing surrender to the new feminine world that she found herself imprisoned in.  In spite of her obvious red-faced shame standing in front of the two grinning women there was nothing further she could do to prevent its display of agreeable submission.  While Tisha stood with her dress raised a thin string of precum slowly dripped down to the panties that were pulled down around her knees.

Linda could hardly believe what she was seeing.  After carefully scrutinizing the neutered maid she felt comfortable with the situation.  For the first time in a long time she wasn’t concerned about being hit on by Katherine’s boyfriend.  She couldn’t help herself either—she let out a girlish giggle before she spoke that served to make Tisha feel that much more shameful.

“Well she certainly can’t have sex with that.”

“Unless a guy puts his rod to her she can’t!”

Now the two girls were laughing out loud at the sissy maid who was still displaying her female genitals like a little school girl.  Linda began to realize that Katherine was serious about feminizing her boyfriend.

“Is all of that permanent?”

“Her breasts and genitalia are all bonded in place with industrial strength glue.  Tisha couldn’t take it off if she wanted.”

There were more giggles from Linda.

“For a moment I thought that Tisha was some sort of drag queen making fun of women.  But I can see that she is quite serious. Congratulation Katherine on your new maid.”

Still totally humiliated Tisha remained holding up her dress while she dripped precum.  Such degrading shame!  She would never be able to look at Linda the same ever again.  Finally Katherine motioned to her.

“Dear we’ve seen enough.  Time for snacks.  Snap to it.”

The maid quickly pulled her panties back up and smoothed her dress before flouncing off to the kitchen.  Linda shook her head in total amazement.

“Just when I thought that I had seen it all!  Had you not told me that was Terrance I never would have guessed.  I’m amazed that a guy would let you do that to him.  I never thought that a male would surrender his manhood like that in order to serve a woman.”

“Tisha has an amazing submissive streak.  Now she is living like my full-time maid.  I’m actually beginning to get quite used to it.”

“I can see how that would be easy to do.  There is nothing like having a housemaid to make life easy.”

Linda was getting accustomed to Tisha too.  The maid served the ladies for the remainder of the evening just like any female maid might serve them while they casually talked about how Tisha had come to be Katherine’s sissy maid.

While Katherine shared Tisha’s story Linda learned all about submissive males and sissy maids.  She found the whole story to be quite amusing. 


Chapter 29.  Left Alone


When Katherine announced that she was leaving town Miss Van Buren was absolutely ecstatic.  It would be her first opportunity to shape the submissive maid the way that she wanted without fear of interference by the lady of the house.

Katherine had just gone out the front door and stepped into the limousine for her ride to the airport.  That meant that Tisha would be left alone with Miss Van Buren for the foreseeable future.  Hilda wasted little time with her new charge.  No sooner had the car left the drive when she had Tisha standing at attention in the foyer right by the front door.

“I want to make this clear girl.  I’m in charge now and you’ll do precisely what I say that you will do.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Miss Van Buren.”

“I like to know what I’m working with.  I saw the way you looked at me when you met me.  Don’t think that I didn’t notice that your eyes were all over me before my bath last night.  Miss Harrington says that you have a bit of Lesbian in you.  I sense it too.  Is that true?”

Tisha hardly knew what to say.  She had in fact gaped at Miss Van Buren when she first met her.  She had certainly taken in the exquisite vision when she prepared Miss Van Buren for her bath.  How could she not?  She was a beautiful woman who could easily turn heads.  Tisha quickly thought that if she thought that she was Lesbian that she might be required to put out in the bedroom for her.  That wouldn’t be too bad but she would risk discovery.  She responded without thinking any further.

“Of course not.  I wouldn’t think of…”

Hilda cut her right off.  She thought that the maid would attempt to hide her sexuality from her.  Timid submissives were like that.  She was prepared for that response.

“Good.  I want to go out to a club tomorrow and I want you to go with me.  Now I want you to get to work.  Follow me into the kitchen.”

Miss Van Buren put Tisha to work scrubbing the kitchen floor.  The strict house manager stood over her while Tisha went down on her hands and knees cleaning the floor with only a small sponge.  While the maid toiled away she had a clear view of Miss Van Buren’s lovely feet and ankles.  The humiliation of groveling like that at the feet of the Dominatrix was exhilarating for the submissive maid.  She could barely concentrate on the work at hand with such a beautiful distraction.

Nevertheless she managed to clean the kitchen floor to the satisfaction of the Dominatrix before being sent to do a similar job in each of the five bathrooms that were scattered throughout the mansion.  By the time the day ended Tisha was sore and exhausted from crawling about on the floor all day long.

Tisha realized that being a maid in reality was not quite the same as being a maid in her fantasy.  She would have protested the treatment that Miss Van Buren had provided but she couldn’t divert her eyes from the alluring vision of a woman who was quite adept at dominating her.  So she submitted to her charms and worked diligently away as best as she could.

Like Miss Van Buren had said, she was quite the obedient maid servant.


Chapter 30.  The Club

Tisha had spent the whole day washing floors so when Miss Van Buren told her it was time to get ready to go out she was relieved that she no longer had to work.  After hours of labor down on her knees cleaning every floor in the home she simply couldn’t tolerate cleaning any more of that.  A day of washing floors was enough for Tisha to wish for any kind of distraction that did not involve simple housekeeping service.

When Hilda told her that she had a dress for her to wear she was excited.  The last thing that she wanted to do was go out on the town in her maid uniform.  However when she saw the outfit that Miss Van Buren had for her to wear she thought better of it.  Suddenly wearing her maid uniform out of the house didn’t seem like such a bad idea.

The tiny little powder blue dress was made to stretch and cling to her body.  Worse still it was so short that it barely covered her bottom.  It would be difficult to move at all without putting on a panty show.  On top of that the fabric stretched so tight that her nipples were prominently displayed at her bustline.

On the contrary while she was dressed like a tart looking to be picked up Miss Van Buren wore a conservative polka dotted red dress that fell below her knees that featured a modest Peter Pan collar.  She looked so dowdy that even the ultra-attractive Dominatrix would likely go unnoticed in a crowded club.  At least she would likely be overlooked until drinks were consumed and couples started pairing off.

The singles club was teeming with young singles on the prowl.  They entered together and Miss Van Buren immediately pointed to a youthful appearing guy who was standing alone at the bar.

“See that guy right there? I want you to go over by him and get picked up.”

Tisha was terrified.

“What?  I mean, just like that?  I can’t…”

“Yes you can girl.  You said that you’re not a Lesbian so I want you to prove it to me.  Go!”

Her words were threatening so Tisha dared not disobey.  Miss Van Buren sat down at a table where she was immediately joined by two women who she seemed to know.  Tisha went slowly across the room until she approached the guy that Hilda had pointed out.  She felt naked when he sized her up by looking at her like he was mentally undressing her.

Much to Tisha’s dismay he offered her a drink so they had a drink together.  Then he wanted to dance.  The next thing that Tisha knew he was feeling up her bottom.  Then he went in for a kiss.  Tisha opened her mouth to object but before she knew what happened he had parted her lips and he was probing deep inside of her mouth with his tongue.

The sissy couldn’t take it—she was completely turned off and repulsed by his unwanted advance.  Gaining her composure she pushed him away and slapped his face.  He laughed arrogantly at her objection.  He had stolen a kiss and that’s all that mattered to him.

Tisha quickly retreated to the table where the three ladies were sitting and observing her reaction.  They were laughing at her.  Miss Van Buren was the first to speak.

“I knew it Tisha.  I can spot a Lesbian from a mile away.  Let’s go home.  I’m going to have fun with you tonight.”

The other two ladies giggled while Hilda took Tisha by the hand and led her out the door.  They had been out with Hilda before and they knew precisely what pleasures were awaiting the Dominatrix back in her bedroom chambers.


Chapter 31.  Seduction

Tisha realized that she had failed Hilda’s heterosexual test.  She understood that she looked like a woman but still there was no way in the world that she was going to let that guy kiss her.  At least not kiss her for very long.  She just wasn’t that kind of girl.

When she was safely back home Tisha was more than happy with the decision she had made to push him away and slap his face.  He deserved it.  She stood next to Miss Van Buren in the entrance foyer when the house manager made her move.  Hilda put her hands on Tisha’s hips and drew her closer.

“You can’t fool me sweetie.  I can tell that you want me.  You don’t like boys you like girls.  I knew it all along.  Those longing eyes and those pert nipples of yours don’t lie.”

She pulled Tisha closer.  Their breasts pressed together.  The maid trembled with desire.  Even the constraint on her sex couldn’t keep her from yearning for the touch of the beautiful woman.  She really was loyal to Katherine so she tried to protest.  Her mind was spinning and she wasn’t really coherent.

“I’m…no…can’t…please…”

Miss Van Buren was not to be denied. Her feminine frame belied her strength.  With Tisha fully in her grip she kept one hand around her waist while the other pulled Tisha’s head towards her own until their lips touched softly together.  The embrace was soft and tender—not like what the brute at the club had offered her earlier in the evening.

Had Tisha tried to resist it wouldn’t have mattered one bit.  Miss Van Buren was physically superior and she could have her way with the maid whether the maid cooperated or not.

Tisha melted under the tender kiss that Miss Van Buren stole from her.  Once her lips were parted their tongues intertwined and Tisha eagerly returned her affection.  Her sex ached underneath her faux vagina against the confines of the chastity tube but it remained firmly secured and unable to fully respond to the gentle embrace.

Miss Van Buren’s hand went from Tisha’s waist down under the maid’s dress.  When she felt the panty liner that Tisha wore the maid gasped with pleasure.  Even the slightest touch of her restrained genitalia through the panty protection was exquisite pleasure for Tisha.  Miss Van Buren took the reaction to be an agreeable signal.  Pleased with the encouraging response to her touch Miss Van Buren’s hand moved back to Tisha’s buttocks.  There was no doubt in Miss Van Buren’s mind what the submissive maid wanted.  Tisha maid quivered with anticipation.

“I know it’s your period sweetie.  No matter.  No need to worry.  You can still pleasure me tonight.  We can see to you another day.  Let’s go up to my bedroom dear.”

Her promise was a bold-faced lie.  She had no intention of ever seeing to the maid’s pleasure.  Her only interest was in having the maid give her pleasure.  Why would she satisfy the cravings of a lowly submissive maid?  For Miss Van Buren that wasn’t even an option.  The Dominatrix knew quite well that submissives crave humiliation and titillation and that the best way to get strict obedience from a submissive was to tease them and deny them pleasure. She understood that submissives only receive satisfaction by pleasuring those who are in charge of them.

She took Tisha by the hand and led her up the stairs to her bedroom.  It wasn’t long after that when Tisha’s tongue was buried deep in Hilda’s love nest lapping excitedly at the prospect of giving pleasure to the Dominatrix.

Tisha was pleased that Miss Van Buren had clean shaven pubes.  She knew that shaving down there wasn’t just about looking good in a bikini.  Her experience with many women told her that women shaved their pubes because doing so intensified the erotic pleasure that they received from oral servitude.  The maid was looking forward to giving Miss Van Buren blissful pleasure that she would not soon forget.   The thought of giving the strict Dominatrix a blissful orgasm encouraged the maid to slowly bring her to delightfully new heights before giving her a loving climax of pure pleasure.

Miss Van Buren offered the maid all of the encouragement that she could.  While at first she held her legs spread wide apart soon she had them wrapped tightly around the girl holding her firmly in place while she did her magic with her mouth.  The maid indulged her amorous desire by licking, kissing and sucking at her sex just like the obedient submissive that she was.  Tisha had been well trained by many authoritative women so she knew just how to treat her demanding supervisor.

Hilda writhed and moaned in exquisite pleasure while the maid serviced her like the submissive slut that she was.  The Dominatrix realized that while the maid knew nothing about housekeeping she certainly knew how to give proper oral servitude.  After her first mind blowing orgasm Hilda decided that the girl must have been trained in cunnilingus and no doubt had substantial experience.  Of course she was right about that.

She had good use for such a girl.  When the maid began to slowly excite her for a second time Hilda vowed to have the maid pleasure her at every future opportunity.

By the time the Dominatrix sent the maid away she had experienced two blissful climaxes that had left her spent and satisfied.  It was only the beginning of the training that she had planned for the maid.  She was determined to see much more of the maid in the future.

In fact over the next few weeks Tisha serviced the Dominatrix in a similar manner every night.  The maid fell deeper and deeper into sexual submission without even realizing what was happening to her.

On the evening when Miss Harrington returned home Tisha felt pangs of guilt for what she had been doing while the lady of the house had been away.  She didn’t have an opportunity to talk to Miss Harrington that evening because soon after she arrived Miss Van Buren called her to her bedchambers for intimate servitude.


Chapter 32.  Master Bruce


The next morning Tisha still felt intense guilt that she had been cheating on Miss Harrington right in her own home.  So when Miss Van Buren summoned her for tea service that morning she decided to apologize for what had happened the previous evening and to promise that it wouldn’t happen again.

So with great shame and embarrassment Tisha reported to her employer that she had willfully serviced the Dominatrix and that she was sorry that she had done so.  She claimed that it was all a weak moment and that it wouldn’t happen again.”

Miss Van Buren simply smiled at the maid.

“I did say that Miss Van Buren was the house manager and that you would completely obey her without question didn’t I?”

“Yes but…”

The apologetic maid was immediately interrupted.

“You do understand that I am in charge here and that you’ll do precisely what I tell you to do don’t you?”

The maid cringed at the strict tone that the Mistress had used.

“Yes, but I don’t think…”

“No, you don’t think.  Maids don’t think.  I’ll hear no more of this.  Miss Van Buren is in charge and you will obey her.  I have no time for this.  If you have an issue discuss it with Miss Van Buren.  That’s what she is here for.  You are dismissed.”

Thinking that she had made her point and no longer feeling guilty the maid went about her duties.  When Miss Van Buren later announced that there would be a guest for dinner the maid had no inkling that the guest was anything but a routine visitor.

Late that afternoon the roar of a motorcycle engine outside the mansion announced the arrival of the guest.  He was a behemoth of a guy clad in leather with long flowing golden hair. When the maid opened the front door he confidently strode into the mansion with a swagger like he owned the place.

That evening Tisha served dinner to Miss Harrington, Miss Van Buren and to the hulking guest named Master Bruce.  The chiseled male specimen could easily pass for a body builder.  No doubt he worked out regularly based upon his firm abs and muscular arms.  He was a stark contrast even to Miss Harrington and to Miss Van Buren and of course to the slightly built maid.

At various times during the evening Tisha overheard Miss Harrington talking to Master Bruce about her shy maid.  Miss Van Buren was also heard commenting how the maid was timid and in need of further training.  Master Bruce seemed amused at her description of the meek girl and the ladies often laughed about her during their discussions.

Still the maid was clueless until after dinner when she had served a second round of wine to the group.  She was standing in front of Miss Van Buren when the Dominatrix commented to her about Master Bruce.

“Tisha dear, Master Bruce here is my enforcer.  I call him in whenever I have an issue with a submissive in order to set things straight.  I should mention that he has a thing for women in maid uniforms.  They tend to get him excited.”

Still naïve to the situation Tisha smiled.  Miss Van Buren gave a wave of her hand.

“You are dismissed dear.  You are to go to your room and wait for further instruction.  I may need you later so stay in uniform.”

“Yes Miss Van Buren.”

With that the maid curtsied and went off to her quarters.  The guest hungrily licked his lips and watched her dress sway seductively while she walked away.


Chapter 33. Conquest


The maid was taken by complete surprise when the door to her quarters swung open and Bruce strode in.  She had been sitting in dim light and she was half asleep—she was far too relaxed to react very quickly to his unwelcomed entrance.  Before she could say a word the hulk of a man had her pinned down on her bed and his mouth had completely covered hers taking her breath away.  His tongue easily penetrated her lips and explored her mouth with ease.

With the maid still stunned by his brazen advance Bruce easily turned her over and using metal handcuffs he quickly fastened her wrists behind her back.  Then he watched her struggle helplessly to free herself while he lowered his trousers and kicked off his underwear to reveal a massive raging hard-on that was far more menacing than anything the maid could ever imagine a male having.  Her heels fell off her feet to the floor while she continued to attempt to escape.

With arms seemingly of steel he effortlessly forced the maid to her knees.  While he sat confidently on her bed he drew her mouth to his engorged sex and ordered her to service him.  The maid almost gagged when the tip of his cock was rammed against the back of her throat.  When she refused to cooperate he grasped her head with both hands and began to forcibly move her head back and forth in order to begin to pleasure himself.

Unable to free herself from the cuffs the maid had little choice in the matter so she finally relented.  Thinking the sooner he was satisfied the sooner she would be released she began to suck harder while flicking her tongue on his swollen rod.  It was far from easy to satisfy him.  Tisha had to work hard for quite a while before his manhood began to slowly pulse in her mouth.  When his semen finally gushed into her mouth the brute held her firmly in place forcing her to swallow every last drop.

To her dismay the tormenter was far from finished with the maid.  Without missing a beat he pulled her up on the bed and after raising her dress with a single ripping sound the maid surrendered her panties.  Realizing what was about to happen the maid squirmed in a futile attempt to evade his grasp.  It was of no use whatsoever.  He quickly impaled her in her faux vagina and began to frantically pump away.

Tisha was thankful that the assailant was seemingly unaware that she was not what she appeared to be.  She was certain that had he discovered her true nature it would only have made things worse for her.

The springs on her bed moaned in tempo to the thumping assault on the maid.  While Tisha couldn’t manage an erection herself the repeating cadence of his lust against her groin was more than enough to arouse her.  It had been so long since she had achieved an orgasm she found herself hopelessly lost in the moment. She wrapped her legs around the assaulting beast and arched upwards in rhythm with his pace.

With all of the padding in place covering her chastity his thrusting only served to further tease and tantalize the maid.  Even when he finally gushed his second ejaculation into her fake vagina the maid was far from fulfilled.  Tisha was off in a dreamy place when he turned her over.  With his superior strength he was able to toss her around like she was a mere sack of potatoes.  By this point she had fully surrendered to his obvious physical advantage so she made no further effort to resist him. She knew it was of no use even when she felt a probing finger skillfully applying a lubricant to her rear orifice.

The maid gasped in arousal when he thrust deep into her bottom. Seemingly the lout could not be satiated even with two ejaculations having been completed.  He humped her bottom with a fervent frenzy until he expelled his semen a third time and the maid lay limp and spent on the bed.  At that very moment the constant assault on the maid’s prostate came to fruition.

Since Tisha had never had her prostate milked before she wasn’t sure what had happened when her imprisoned clitty started to slowly squirt semen underneath her onto the bed.  It was not accompanied by any feeling of satisfaction whatsoever.  Instead she felt nothing but frustration that she had been denied even one fulfilling orgasm.  The final result only served to leave a sticky mess underneath her that she hoped that the giant behemoth of a man wouldn’t notice.

He didn’t pay any attention. Instead he gave an evil laugh.  He had fully satisfied his lust but was not particularly impressed with the performance of the maid.  Yes she had given good head but she wasn’t really all that much of a fuck.  He had experienced far better.

In fact just a few days earlier he had taken a fiery redhead maid who thought that she was special.  She had struggled valiantly against his strength.  He always liked that—for him it was arousing encouragement—before she finally submitted to his power.  He took the red head front and back several times each.  By the time he was through with her she was fucking like a Parisian whore.  That had been much more satisfying sex.

He decided that this one needed to be taught another lesson.  Sometimes even after a thorough fucking a tart still didn’t appreciate who was really in charge.  He wanted to make sure that every ounce of defiance was drained from the bitch before he left her in the capable hands of Hilda.  After all he owed it to Hilda—she always brought him hot submissive maids for his enjoyment.

Instead of freeing her from her cuffs with the maid still prone on the bed he meticulously wrapped rope around her ankles before drawing her feet up into a perfect hog-tie.  Since she was straining in the uncomfortable position Tisha began to plead for release.

Then Master Bruce stuffed a rubber penis gag into her mouth effectively silencing her.  He fastened it tightly around her head so that she had no chance of expelling it. For a final flourish he took her panties and put them over her head so that she couldn’t see anything.  With the maid totally helpless Master Bruce gave a devilish laugh.

With her feet easily accessible he grasped her firmly by the ankle with one hand.  Then he began to skillfully tickle the bottom of her feet with the other hand.  While she uncontrollably bucked and writhed he chuckled at her helplessness.  The maid flopped around in a desperate effort to escape the tickling but it was of no use.  He continued to torment her with her uncontrolled laughter while he sapped her strength one soft entertaining tickle at a time.

For Tisha his touch was like an itch that couldn’t be scratched.  She couldn’t help herself.  She helplessly writhed and wriggled to no avail.  Master Bruch was merciless.  For added variety he lightly stroked her waist before returning to the bottom of her feet to further torture her.  Soon her last drop of energy was drained from Tisha.  No longer able to even attempt to struggle she twitched and quivered strictly from forced reflex.  All she could do was flinch uncontrollably at his ministrations while he toyed with her like she was his personal plaything.

When he was finally fully amused by her exhausted submission he stopped his teasing. He had broken what little will she had left with his relentless tickling.  Though there was nothing amusing about her situation he had her laughing in stitches nonetheless.  After he had stopped forcing her to laugh he left her defeated and motionless on the bed. The maid was so used up she could only stay in position with her restrained feet still held straight up offering the bottom of her feet to him like she was actually begging for more.

He knew that submissive girls were like that.  They never had enough domination because it turned them on.  Though he realized she could probably take much more he decided that he had enough of the bitch so he decided to leave her at that.

It made Master Bruce feel more powerful to record his conquests.  In her fully conquered state Tisha was still barely coherent enough to hear what sounded like several clicks of a cell phone while he recorded her humiliation for his later amusement.  Tisha would make a nice trophy for his extensive portfolio of submissive girls.  Satisfied with his work he began to slowly dress himself while the exhausted maid still remained subdued in a strict hog-tied bondage position.

Once he was dressed with a satisfied grin on his face he left the maid in her room still hog-tied on her stomach with her dress hiked up well above her waist.  To her shame she had been taken in every conceivable way possible both front and rear and she had no energy left to do anything but lay still in her shameful disgrace.

Tisha had never been put in restrictive bondage before.  To her surprise she found her helpless situation intensely erotic.  When she no longer heard Bruce and realized that she wasn’t going to be released any time soon she used what little strength she had left in a feeble attempt to free herself.

Had she heard the roar of the motorcycle when Master Bruce left for the evening she would have known that she had been left in the dark to contemplate her situation all by herself.  But her bedroom was located at the rear of the mansion and so she was out of hearing range when he took leave of her.

She wiggled as much as the restraints would let her to no avail.  The struggles only resulted in emphasizing her feeling of helpless humiliation that then served to arouse her further.  She tried to scream for help but the penis gag that pressed against the back of her mouth only let muffled sounds escape her throat.  She longed for a drink of water to wash the taste of semen out of her mouth.

Seemingly hours of time in complete bondage would pass before Miss Van Buren finally came into the room.

“My, my you are quite the whore aren’t you dear?  Master Bruce told me that you are certainly a horny slut.  He said that he took you front and back and that you barely objected.  What an interesting piece of ass you are!”

The maid didn’t respond to the taunt.  Her penis gag would have prevented any attempt to say a single word.  She was by far too exhausted to move.  She didn’t even have the strength to lift her head.  All she could do was listen while Miss Van Buren taunted her.  She felt so helpless tied up the way she was but there wasn’t a thing that she could do about it.

Miss Van Buren teased her further.

“That’s quite the predicament you’ve gotten yourself into.  I hope that you’ve had time to fully contemplate your position in this household.  I suppose that I should have mentioned that Master Bruce not only enjoys raping ill-mannered maids he also enjoys putting them in strict bondage positions.  I can see that you needed to find that out for yourself.  Are you comfortable dear?”

Tisha tried to scream but again only an unintelligible muffled whimper came out.  Miss Van Buren gave a hearty laugh.

“Oh dear, you’re purring like a contented kitten.  How delightful.  Perhaps I should let you stay that way for a while.  What do you think?”

This time Tisha used what little strength that she had left to tug at her restraints.  For the Dominatrix the vision of the totally subdued submissive was erotic.  She felt her own rush of power that she could only experience when dominating a submissive.  Miss Van Buren gave another laugh.

“I hope that you’ve learned your lesson sweetie.”

With that the Dominatrix began to slowly release Tisha from her restraints.  When the penis gag was removed from her mouth Tisha could still taste the awful rubber mixed with remnants of Master Bruce’s ejaculation.  Tisha was released from her hog-tie next.  Then finally the Dominatrix used a key to uncuff the maid’s wrists and free her.  Tisha was too exhausted to move.  The maid stayed in position on the bed with her dress still raised up.  Staying in place was an attempt to cover the wet stain that was on the bed.

“Now that you’ve been taught a lesson we will see what I can and can't do with you.  I think you’ll find that it is much easier to please me than it is to resist me.  In the future you will service me in bed every night.  You will obey my every command both day and night.  If you fail to do so I will be calling Master Bruce back to teach you more lessons that you most surely will never forget.

I’m sure that Master Bruce would enjoy another frolic with you in bed.  I also understand that he is quite adept with the paddle and that he has friends who also like to partake in pleasures with disobedient maids.  I can assure you that he has quite a few plans in mind for a girl like you.  I think that a gang bang would be just the thing to loosen you up a bit don’t you?  Such a modest girl like you can always benefit from a little bit of extra encouragement.  It would be ashamed if a pretty girl like you became pregnant wouldn’t it?  Do you understand me girl?”

Of course Tisha couldn’t get pregnant but it was a terrible threat nevertheless.  Remembering the humiliation of having Bruce’s sex filling her mouth the maid couldn’t agree quickly enough.  She would do anything not to spend another moment with the burly enforcer.  She managed to whisper her consent.

“Yes Miss Van Buren.  Whatever you say.”

“Very well.  You are dismissed.”

Miss Van Buren left the maid alone in her room.  It took the maid a while to muster the strength to get off of the bed.  Then she took a long soaking bath.

That next day the maid was quite sore from her bedroom frolic but she managed to tend to her duties under the strict supervision of the Dominatrix.  Miss Van Buren watched her closely with a mocking smile that indicated full well that she knew exactly and precisely what had happened to the maid the night before.  For the maid the feeling of humiliation was excruciating yet exotically erotic at the same time.  She had never had a forced rape fantasy but she had to admit that in retrospect the experience had been mind blowing.

It would be days before the maid could get the salty taste of Master Bruce out of her mouth.


Chapter 34.  Guest


Miss Harrington had returned home from her trip and she had informed the maid that she should expect a guest named Rebecca to soon arrive.  Katherine’s good friend Rebecca had collaborated with her on several computer apps starting back when they were in college. Tisha had heard Katherine talking on the phone with Rebecca before but had never actually met the woman.  So when Katherine announced that Rebecca was coming to stay for a while she was curious to meet her.

Rebecca didn’t disappoint.  The perky young woman with the red hair was everything that Tisha had imagined she would be.  She was charming, attractive, well-dressed and clearly intelligent.  At another time and place Tisha would have been smitten with the alluring guest.  In this case Tisha didn’t have time—she had work to do.

While the ladies became reacquainted Tisha gathered Rebecca’s luggage to take it up to the other guest room.  While she went up the stairs she overheard the ladies talking.

“So good to see you again Katherine.  I don’t see your beau.  Whatever happened to Terrance?”

“Oh he’s into other things these days.”

“I never thought that he was a good fit for you.  A woman like you deserves a real man.  Terrance was so…effeminate.”

She giggled at the description that she had rendered.  She had always liked to tease Katherine about her boyfriend.  She knew that Katherine was pleased with him though she never quite figured out why.  She had always thought that Katherine could do much better than the girlish guy she had been sharing her bed with.  With that thought she changed the subject.

“I see you have a maid.  You must love it.  Every girl’s dream!  How delightful for you.  What’s her name?”

“Oh that’s Tisha.  She’s new so don’t be gentle with her.  Feel free to give her orders and to be particular.  She needs supervision.”

Rebecca laughed.

“Don’t worry.  Any time I don’t have to clean up after myself it is more than enough to impress me.”

Tisha continued up the stairs with Rebecca’s luggage in hand.  It took her two trips to bring it all up to the guest room.  This time she knew to unpack the suitcases and hang the clothes in the closet.

Rebecca quickly became accustomed to having the services of a maid available.  The following morning she made it quite clear that she was going to take full advantage of the situation.

When Tisha stopped by the guest room to begin her daily duties she noticed that Rebecca had left her outfit from the previous day on the floor in the guest bathroom.  Right next to it on the floor was the towel she had used to shower along a day’s worth of lingerie.  Tisha was always interested in what kind of lingerie girls were wearing.  Rebecca’s satin panties with matching bra didn’t disappoint.  Rebecca noticed Tisha staring at the dirty laundry.

“Tisha dear, pick up the clothes and put them thru the wash.  Oh, and the sheets are musty so change those too.”

Rebecca gave the orders and left Tisha in the bedroom to work without much thought.  It really didn’t bother Tisha that she had been so flippant with her.  She was becoming accustomed to that sort of treatment.  After all she was just the maid.

When Tisha got to the laundry room she began to fill the tub in order to hand wash lingerie.  When she took Rebecca’s panties in her hand she suddenly couldn’t resist herself.  She had been a confirmed panty sniffer for as long as she remember and she wasn’t going to let this opportunity get away.

She coyly looked to make sure that nobody was observing her before she held Rebecca’s panties up to her nose and deeply inhaled.  The sweet mixture of perfume blended with lovely womanly scent was intoxicating.  It was only after a second sniff of total feminity that she reluctantly placed the panties in the tub and began to gently wash them.


Chapter 35.  The Matron


Rebecca stayed with Katherine for a couple of weeks.  During that time Tisha served the ladies like any good housemaid would.  Halfway through the visit Katherine had decided that she was satisfied with her new maid so she had told Hilda that she was no longer needed.  Hilda was disappointed that she would no longer be serviced by the maid but she went on her way nevertheless.  Later after they finished working on their project together Rebecca hugged Katherine and they said goodbye too.

Tisha was thankful that neither woman ever realized that the maid who had been serving them so well was actually a submissive sissy maid.  Finally she could relax without fear of discovery.  However if Tisha had thought that when Rebecca and Hilda left that would be the end of her humiliation she was wrong about that.  It was only the beginning.

Shortly after Rebecca had left Tisha was out in the yard hanging clothes out to dry.  Hilda had taught her to hang as many things outside as she could because they picked up the fresh outdoor scent that way.  Tisha didn’t mind at all.  The yard was secluded so none of the neighbors could see what she was doing.  However this time while she worked she felt like she was being watched.  That was when she looked up back towards the house and saw the vision that sent waves of sensual humiliation quivering through her body.

Through the kitchen window that overlooked the yard she could see Katherine looking out—along with her Mother Valerie.  Katherine was pointing to Tisha while Valerie was clearly laughing at the spectacle of the maid meticulously hanging clothes.  Tisha immediately realized that Katherine must be letting her Mother in on her secret.  The embarrassing thought caused her face to flush a deep red.  She had no choice but to finish hanging clothes while the two women continued to converse and giggle at her expense.

When the final pair of panties was hung up to air dry Tisha knew that she would have to go inside and face Valerie.  It wasn’t a task that she was looking forward to.

The maid slowly entered the kitchen and stood meekly in front of the two women.    Katherine made a quick introduction.

“Mom this is my new maid Tisha.”

Valerie took a long look at the maid and laughed.

“Well Katherine it looks like your boyfriend finally made something out of himself.  I must say that the maid ensemble seems quite suitable.  The cap and apron are a nice touch.  It becomes her.”

She giggled before continuing with a snicker. She found the situation so amusing that she could hardly contain herself.

“Just what is your maid hiding under that outfit?  Is she wearing lingerie too?”

Katherine was nonchalant with her response.

“Lift your dress sweetie.  Mother would like to see your undies.”

It took all of the strength that Tisha could muster to comply.  She slowly raised her dress exposing her stocking tops, garters and a fancy pair of pink lace panties.  Again Valerie burst into laughter while the maid stood shamefully in place.  The humiliation caused Tisha’s clitty to swell just a bit to a painful thickness and to shamefully begin to dribble precum into her panty liner.  She was thankful that she was wearing it because she knew if Valerie realized the effect of her taunting that it would only get worse for her.  Finally Valerie continued.  

“I’m impressed dear that you have a properly attired maid, but is she very capable?”

“Of course she is.  She’s been trained by the best.”

“Does she do laundry?”

“Absolutely.”

“Dust?”

“You bet.”

“Vacuum?”

“With enthusiasm.”

“Cook?”

“Yes Mom.”

“Dishes too?”

“Yes, of course.”

“I’m envious.  I could most certainly use a maid like that.”

“Perhaps you would care to borrow her for a time?”

Tisha still stood there holding her dress up.  It was so humiliating for her to be casually discussed like a mere object to be bartered over like she wasn’t even there.

“Oh could I?”

“Of course Mother.  I’ll send her over to your place this weekend.  Feel free to put her to work—she likes serving women like a common household maid.”

“I have the sense that if I told her to lick my shoes the poor dear would immediately kneel down and comply.”

“Absolutely Mom.”

Valerie gave the maid a stern look.

“Well dear?”

The maid quickly dropped to her knees and lapped away at Valerie’s heels.

“Katherine honey, she sure is obedient isn’t she?”

They both laughed.


Chapter 36.  Helping Out


Tisha pulled up in front of Valerie’s house in her pink Volkswagen.  As if having to clean house for Katherine’s Mother wasn’t humiliating enough Katherine had insisted that Tisha drive herself over to her Mother’s home and that she was fully dressed in her maid uniform and ready to work when she arrived.  Such a presentation added to the illusion that the maid was happy to be of service.

Hoping to avoid being seen by anyone in the neighborhood she stepped out of her car and quickly went up to the front door and rang the bell.  A few moments passed, though it seemed like longer than that, before the Matron came to the door.  For Tisha standing on the porch waiting just added to the embarrassment of presenting herself for duty.

Valerie was in rare form when she opened the door to greet the maid. She beamed a confident smile when she motioned Tisha to come into her home.  There was much work to be done and Valerie was determined to put the maid to good use.

“Start with the laundry room sweet cheeks.  I expect my lingerie to be hand washed and hung outside to dry just like you were doing with Katherine’s.  I’ve left a line for you to put up so that you can do the job properly.  When you’re done with that report to me for your next chore.”

Tisha thought for a moment what she should do next.  She was humiliating herself in front of Katherine’s Mother but she knew that it was best to play her part the best she could.  With that the maid dipped a curtsy.

“Yes Ma’am.”

Valerie gushed with laughter.

“I’m really going to enjoy this!”

With flushed face the maid scurried off to see to her work. That day the maid did laundry, cleaned windows and washed floors.  Every room was vacuumed, dusted and straightened to perfection.  All of the bathrooms were made spotless and all kitchen appliances were made to sparkle.  Valerie confidently inspected each and every task and even called the maid back several times in order to make things perfect.

Valerie had to admit that she felt like a queen ordering the maid all about like an indentured servant.  After Tisha prepared dinner and served her she was reluctantly resigned to the fact that she would have to allow Tisha to go back to Katherine.  It was late in the evening and the submissive maid was exhausted.

“Well Tisha I must say that you do make a fine maid.  I think that you’ve found your true calling.  Should Katherine ever decide to let you go you should know that you are welcome here.  I’m sure that I could put you up in a makeshift servant’s quarters.”

Valerie gave a little laugh and then gave a wave of her hand.

“You are dismissed dear.  You may go.”

While the day had been humiliating for Tisha she found that serving Katherine’s Mother had been extremely erotic for her.  Even though her feet were sore from working in her heels that didn’t diminish in any way the pure pleasure she had felt from being of service.  Deep down she really wanted to stay and attend to Valerie like she was her personal maid.  The mere thought of being her chamber maid and helping her dress was sheer bliss.  She had hoped that the strict woman would demand it but there was no such luck.

Reluctantly she gave a final curtsy and then went out the door to return to Miss Harrington’s service.  


Chapter 37.  Date Night

Tisha began to sense that Miss Harrington wasn’t just playing the part of a strict Mistress—she was actually not happy with her.  She never thought that her desire to become a housemaid would have that effect on her long-time girlfriend.  In Tisha’s mind serving Miss Harrington was an honor that she thought would bring them closer together.  But Miss Harrington looked at her maid in an entirely different light.  To her the maid was a fine addition to her household but Tisha was hardly sexually attractive to her.  Far from it.

The attire of a female maid was a sexual turn-off for Miss Harrington.  She really had no need or desire for an intimate partner who resembled a woman.  She simply wasn’t that kind of girl.  With her shaved legs, her feminine hairstyle, her full makeup, her large womanly breasts and her feminine vagina Tisha no longer wetted Miss Harrington’s sexual appetite.  Of course she enjoyed the service of an actual maid but only in the sense of enjoying how the submissive sissy maid was completing all of the necessary household chores.  Who wouldn’t enjoy that?  But for Katherine there was no sexual component whatsoever.

It wasn’t until Miss Harrington announced that she would be having a date over for dinner that Tisha realized that their sexual relationship was over.  It would be quite an indignity for Tisha to have to provide maid service for Miss Harrington and her date but she had no choice.  Dressed in her uniform and with her sex restrained like it was Tisha was clearly a maid and no more than that.  It was not her place to raise an objection.

So when Miss Harrington’s date arrived it was maid Tisha who answered the front door and let the young man named Shane in.  She couldn’t believe her eyes.  Miss Harrington’s date was much younger than Tisha’s employer.  He was an eager young stud undoubtedly with clear bedroom designs on Miss Harrington.

Tisha remembered what she was like at that age.  At the time she lived with a raging hard-on that longed for feminine companionship from morning to night. In Tisha’s mind it was clear what Miss Harrington had in mind for her evening and it was certainly more about dessert than it was about dinner.

Tisha wanted to be jealous but instead she tried to concentrate on her duties.  After all what else could she do?  So she dutifully prepared dinner in the kitchen like a good maid would while Miss Harrington and Shane laughed and giggled in the other room like horny teenagers on their first date longing for that first sexual encounter.

At one point Tisha dripped a bit of sauce on the floor.  When she scooched down in the ladylike manner that Miss Van Buren had taught her to wipe it up it dawned on her what was happening.  When she saw her own feminine legs encased in women’s stockings she realized that she was indeed the housemaid and that Miss Harrington was moving on to other conquests.

Worse still, with her body altered the way it was there wasn’t a thing that she could do about it.  After all real women have real needs.  Miss Harrington’s guest was there to fulfill her desires.  While Shane could pleasure Miss Harrington like only a real suitor could do the best that Tisha could hope to do would be to wait on them like a female servant.

For Tisha it was the curse of being a submissive.  The helpless thought gave Tisha a rush of hot erotic excitement fanned by the thought that she was totally at the whim of Miss Harrington and that there was not a thing that she could do about it.  Her sissy sex wanted to react but it was encased in a prison and held tight by a bonding agent that showed no mercy.  Like it or not she was trapped in her obsession with being a female servant.

The tantalizing tease was interrupted by the tinkle of the servant’s bell.  Tisha had been summoned and she went into the other room and gave her obligatory curtsy.

“How may I be of assistance Miss Harrington?”

“We would like wine before dinner.  See to it Tisha.”

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

Just like that Tisha was put back in her place with no thought whatsoever of what the sissy maid might desire.  Why would Miss Harrington care about her feelings anyway?  After all she was just the maid.

Tisha served the couple dinner like a good maid.  Copious amounts of wine followed.  The maid could only watch when the two lovers retired early to Miss Harrington’s bedroom.  The maid was instructed to wait outside the closed door in the event that further services were required of her.

Tisha stood at attention outside the love nest listening attentively to the giggles and the laughter that new lovers bring.  While she was not privy to the goings on in the bedroom the sounds that she heard told her everything that she needed to know.

In her mind Shane was well-hung and was making good use of his ample attributes.  She envisioned the masculine Shane thrusting deep inside of Miss Harrington in a manner that the maid would never be able to accomplish. Miss Harrington had always laughed at Tisha’s inadequate male appendage.  She had first referred to it to be a mere pencil thin nubbins.  Later she had called it Tisha’s little clitty.  That was why Miss Harrington had initially taught Tisha how to give oral pleasure—she was incapable of providing her with gratification with anything else.

Based on the lusty noise from the bedroom Shane was thumping Miss Harrington like the steady beat of a drum.  The maid could imagine Miss Harrington wrapping her legs around her ardent lover and raising her hips up to meet his firm rod that was buried balls deep inside of her.  Based on her animal sounds of pure bliss no doubt Shane’s lust could delve much deeper into her love nest than Tisha ever could even with her tongue.

The maid wanted to leave but she had been ordered to stay.  The sound of her Mistress writhing in pleasure was extremely erotic.  Her goal had always been to pleasure her Mistress by whatever means necessary so she took satisfaction in knowing that Miss Harrington was being totally fulfilled.

It all came to a crescendo with an orgasmic scream of blissful feminine pleasure.  What followed was a short silence that moments later led to additional moans of ecstasy that could only be brought on by one action being repeated.  The sequence repeated itself over again while the maid waited in total humiliation.

The maid was never summoned again that evening.  Instead when the ardent lovemaking had finally ceased Tisha made her way back to her servant’s quarters where she stayed awake the whole night in tantalized excitement.

In the morning Tisha served the two naked lovers breakfast in bed.  They stayed under the covers together while the maid brought a tray in with fresh fruit and juice.  Miss Harrington was still naked so she held the bedsheet up against her breasts in an attempt at modesty.  With her outfit from the previous evening strewn around the bedroom floor her effort hardly masked what had taken place in the dark.

Miss Harrington had not removed her makeup the night before.  Her smeared lipstick, her tussled hair and her contented eyes gave her the appearance of a lusty harlot who had frolicked all night long in her bed with an ardent randy lover.  Without a doubt Miss Harrington had been well-fucked by the amorous stud and she was still enjoying the after-glow.  Under the circumstances her look was quite appropriate.

On the other hand Shane sported a lecherous grin that attested to the fact that he had taken full advantage of Miss Harrington’s charms. Tisha had no idea how many times he had spurted into her love nest but clearly he was satisfied with his performance. 

When Shane finally left for the day the maid was summoned to change the sheets and tidy up the bedroom where Miss Harrington had been entertained by her guest.  Miss Harrington luxuriated in a warm bath that was poured by the maid while the maid went to work.

Tisha dare not say that she objected to her employer relishing the charms of a male suitor in such an obviously bawdy manner.  It was certainly not her place to say so even though the thought was on her mind.

After all she was just the maid.


Chapter 38.  Regrets

For Tisha having watched Miss Harrington openly flirt with her lover and then go to bed with him was the last straw.  Tisha had decided that it was all a big mistake.  She no longer wanted to be a maid.

What she wanted was to get Miss Harrington back for her very own.  She decided it was best to confront Miss Harrington and let her know her decision.  Katherine was in her office working with her laptop when the maid entered.  Katherine was engrossed so she kept working while the maid talked.

“Miss Harrington may I speak with you for a moment?”

Katherine continued keying something on her laptop and spoke without looking up.

“What is it Tisha?”

“I’ve decided that I don’t want to be a maid anymore.”

Clearly the maid had no idea the impact of the change in their relationship had made on her former lover.  Miss Harrington viewed Tisha differently now.  At this point Tisha was her maid and she really couldn’t see her in any other light.  Katherine laughed at the silly notion and kept right on working.

“Tisha dear, maids can’t quit.  You may only be dismissed from employment and I have no intention of doing that.  You wanted to be a housemaid and a housemaid is precisely what you are.  As far as I’m concerned a housemaid is what you will continue to be for the foreseeable future.  I think that you should show me a bit of gratitude.  After all I’ve allowed you the privilege of serving me.”

Tisha couldn’t believe that reply.  A tear formed in her eye before she responded.

“I’m leaving and you can’t stop me.”

She turned and started out the door.  Katherine, still working on her laptop, shouted after her.

“You’ll be back dear.  When you get back I want you to clean my bathroom again.  You didn’t do a very good job yesterday.”

The maid drove off in her little pink Volkswagen.  She was so intent on freeing herself from her predicament she didn’t even notice the truck driver who was stopped next to her leering down at her at a stop light.  Had she noticed she may have repositioned her dress a bit differently.  As it was the truck driver lustily enjoyed the generous view of her legs.

Determined to free herself from a life of servitude she went straight to the salon.  There she intended to find out from Pam where she could get the special solvent so that she could remove the feminine padding and free her sex from the prison that had been imposed upon it.


Chapter 39.  A Promise

Pam smiled when she saw the familiar maid come into the salon. Pam was the only stylist on duty and the shop was empty at the time.

“Hi sweetie, how are you doing today?”

“I’m not fine at all.  I’m tired of being a maid.  I need things to go back to the way that they were before.  Can you tell me where I can get that special solvent so that I can get out of this…this… silly costume?”

Pam continued to smile.

“Katherine told me that you might one day ask for that.  Sweetie I promised her that I wouldn’t help you with that.  She even paid me a substantial bonus if I promised that I wouldn’t assist you if you asked.  She did tell me what to do if you came by.  Come here sweetie and have a seat.”

Tisha sat down in the stylist chair.  Pam put a cape over her uniform and took the mob cap off of her head.

“Miss Harrington told me that you are quite fond of feminity and that you are extremely submissive.  Isn’t that so?”

The maid was flustered by the question.  She was there to escape her situation, not to be teased or tempted.  She nodded her head in agreement.  Pam continued on.

“She said that you would most likely just need a little more encouragement to continue in your new role.  Sweetie like it or not you’re a maid and you’ll just have to own it like a good girl.  You just need to do something feminine and I’m sure that you’ll feel better about your new life.  So today I’m going to dye your hair black. Miss Harrington said that once your hair was long enough that it should be colored and styled more like a real maid.  Trust me.  Most maids have black hair so you’ll look great.”

“No I don’t want…”

She pulled a lever and the chair leaned back putting the maid’s head over the stylist’s sink.

“There, there Tisha.  You’ll look pretty I promise.”

“But I don’t…”

“Be still.  I’ll take care of your hair and then I’m going to give you a facial.  All the girls love a facial so you will too.”

The thought of getting her first facial was exciting, even a bit erotic.  Tisha tingled with anticipation before she settled down in feminine submission and allowed the stylist to work on her.

While the color was setting the other stylists reported for duty.  Several customers came in and soon the salon was filled with the chatter of women along with feminine scents of hair products and the fragrance of nail essentials.  Tisha’s mind drifted off to that special place that she went when she felt totally feminine, helpless and completely submissive.

By the time Pam finished Tisha’s facial the maid realized that she didn’t really want to become Terrance again.  She was actually enjoying her submissive life.  She was the maid that she had always wanted to be and she couldn’t deny it.

Still she had walked out on Miss Harrington and what little pride remained in her sissy body wouldn’t let her go back and beg for her job.  So she decided that she would go out on her own and find employment elsewhere.  There was always a hotel or a restaurant looking for the kind of help that she had to offer.


Chapter 40.  Going Home

When Tisha got back behind the wheel of the Beetle she sat for a moment and admired herself in the rearview mirror.  Her skin glowed from her facial and her new hair color made her feel even more like a real maid.

She wanted to go to the bank to get funds for her escape.  Then she realized that there was a slight problem.  Looking at herself in the mirror she realized that there was no way that she could ever access funds that once belonged to Terrance Sutcliffe because nobody would believe that the domestic maid was actually Terrance.  On top of that what little identification she had actually confirmed that she was Tisha Mae Morehead and she had no way of proving anything different.  She took out a lipstick and touched up her lips.

Even though she had no idea that Miss Harrington had closed out all of her bank accounts the reality of the situation was setting in.  There was no turning back for Tisha.  She was caught in her own fantasy with no possibility of escape.  She had wanted to become a maid and she was in fact a maid.

She had wanted Miss Harrington to dominate her and she had in fact been completely dominated.  There was no longer any hope of denying her submissive nature.  With the help of Camille Miss Harrington had imprisoned her in the body of a woman and there was no way out.  Shamefully she had been raped by Master Bruce.  Plus she had been forced to appear in uniform in front of several other women and even in front of Miss Harrington’s lover.  For a submissive it was a dream come true even though it wasn’t exactly the dream that Tisha had in mind when she had confessed her submissive desires.

Oddly for her it was deliciously sensual to realized that she no longer had a choice in the matter.  Miss Harrington had made the choice for her.  The maid had been put in her place for good.

The mere thought of being forever trapped in the body of a female maid struck an erotic chord with Tisha.  She shivered in submissive arousal at the reality of the situation.  She realized that only a few knew the truth about Tisha Morehead.  She could easily keep the secret and continue to live the life of an actual female housemaid.  All she needed to do was to return to Miss Harrington and politely ask for her job back.  She decided that if it was necessary she would even beg.  She started up the Beetle and headed back to Miss Harrington’s home.

When she arrived at the mansion she meekly went into Miss Harrington’s office where her employer was still hard at work.  Apparently Miss Harrington had anticipated the maid returning.

“Do you have something to say to me girl?”

“I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean to…”

When Katherine interrupted her it seemed like things had really changed between them.  There was a fresh new hardness in her tone that suggested that the maid had better not have stray thoughts again.

“You had better not ever question your position or my authority again.  If you do I’ll bring Miss Van Buren back here to teach you a lesson that you’ll never forget.  I believe she said something about putting a collar and leash on you and parading you through town naked.  It would serve you right, don’t you agree?”

The image flushed the maid with erotic humiliation.

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

“Very well.  You’ve been warned.  Now that we’ve settled that little misunderstanding there’s work to be done here girl.  Snap to it.  Oh, and Shane will be coming by later for dinner.  He will be spending the night so I expect that you will be on your best behavior.”

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

“One more thing.  Mother would like you to come by on Saturday and clean for her.  I think that will be a new weekly duty.”

The maid liked the thought.  It had been extremely erotic for her serving Miss Harrington’s Mother.

“Yes Miss Harrington.”

“Oh and I like the new hair color.  It suits you.  That will be all dear.  I believe that I said to snap to it.”

The maid quickly went off into the house to begin her daily housekeeping chores.

Katherine smiled.  She had finally had a taste of what it was like to be what her Mother had called a bad girl.

She liked how it felt.
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Lisa Rose Farrow is a successful business woman who enjoys sharing her dominant lifestyle through her imaginative works of erotic literature.  Her writing is inspired by her real-world experiences with her dominant female friends and their submissive males and their submissive females.

Ms. Farrow believes that a strong household begins with a strong woman and that in business women possess far better leadership skills than men.  Her playful imaginative S&M works extol the virtues of women and emphasize the superior role of dominant women in both business and pleasure.  She enjoys exposing the erotic allure of both male submission and female sexual submission.

When she is not at work Ms. Farrow appreciates attending the symphony and touring art museums.

“There are those who might call me a tease and they would certainly be right about that.  I take pride in knowing that I can entertain and tantalize with my writing.  There is nothing wrong with being a temptress.”

Lisa notes that one of her favorite role models is burlesque dancer, model, costume designer, entrepreneur, singer and occasional actress Deeta Von Tease.

“Deeta Von Tease is a superb contemporary role model for confident contemporary women to follow.  She is comfortable with her sexuality and she does not hesitate to drive men crazy with her sensual allure.  I like strong women who are not afraid to flaunt their sexuality for my pleasure.”

Dominant females, submissive males and submissive females will all enjoy Lisa’s erotic stories.

Ms. Farrow’s saucy titles include The Maid’s Maid, The Maid’s Fury, Sonja Says, Miss Sadie’s Salon, Trophy Maid, Super Model Maid, The Legend of Connie Swisher, Yes Miss Margo, Sissy Recruiter, My Sister’s Sissy Maid, Bitches of Birchwood, Sissy Maid Wives Club, Sissy Glamour Shots Sapphic Promise, Forbidden Desires Revealed, Public Disgrace Club and Maid With Benefits.

Visit the Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow on the following pages to learn more about these sensual offerings.

You won’t be disappointed.


The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow

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

Public Disgrace Club

By Lisa Rose Farrow

Link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07V9HRDJG/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_fGSYDb9AMNNTA

You often find sexual submission in places that you least suspect it.  When Lisa and her friend Marisa are offered an invitation to attend the Public Disgrace Club they simply can’t resist the urge to find out what it is all about.  At the Public Disgrace Club you’ll get a close-up look at what the strong allure of sexual submission can do to willing participants when they are presented to dominant women.

Surprises await Lisa and Marisa at the club while they learn to enjoy the rush of excitement that only sexual domination can bring to strict authoritative women.  Submissives beware!  Shame, shame, shame!  Oh the erotic thrill of public humiliation!

[image: a85a209c-5682-4eb9-93ba-449d382f8fc8]


Forbidden Desires Revealed

by Lisa Rose Farrow

Link: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07QCHTNB2/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_JSw5Cb7B02S89

Never has sexual fantasy been so erotic!  When Lisa decides to indulge her haughty supervisor with her secret sexual desires things really begin to heat up.  When Lisa decides to dominate Linda and her innocent boyfriend Melvin she leads them on a sensual thrill ride that drops Linda down the corporate ladder and leaves them both panting for more!  Plus Lisa needs a housemaid—can she successfully train two willing applicants?  Will Linda ever have sex with Melvin or will Lisa and her friend Mistress Desiree have other plans for them?  In Forbidden Desires Revealed Lisa and Mistress Desiree teach both submissives that abstinence only makes the libido grow stronger and that chastity isn’t always the best policy! 
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Sapphic Promise: Lesbian Submission
by Lisa Rose Farrow 

Link:  http://a.co/7qtWiSo

By her own admission Chastity Belden is different.  She longs to explore her sexuality but her strict parents refuse to allow it.  A friendly kiss makes her realize that she has forbidden feelings for other women.  When she is sent away for exhibiting prohibited sexual desires she finds herself penniless and alone in a strange town.  Desperate for work Chastity takes a position employed as a domestic maid for Miss Deanna Travers.  What follows is a steamy passionate relationship that leads Chastity into a whole new taboo world of female domination and female sexual submission.
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Sissy Glamour Shots 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/d/aigrrfw 

In Sissy Glamour Shots Lisa gets an opportunity to work with her friend Heather and to put things straight with her misbehaving male supervisor—an errant manager named Brendan.  You’ll find out that things turn out quite differently than usual for Heather when Brendan is taught an unforgettable lesson.
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Sissy Maid Wives Club: Girls Having Fun 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/0GX5Obe 

When Lisa begins to have issues with her husband she consults her good friend and marriage counselor extraordinaire Pamela Sinclair.  When Pamela divulges her secret to successful marriages Lisa joins in the fun and soon her husband is transformed into her own sissy maid.  Sissy Maid Wives Club is a charming romp through gender transformation that will leave you begging for more!  Taking control of males is unbelievably easy if you know how to do it.
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Bitches of Birchwood: A Sissy Maid Lesson 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://a.co/1eH8y9S 

The Bitches of Birchwood are sexy female cops who just happen to be female supremacists.  With their special brand of law enforcement they offer the city of Birchwood the absolute ultimate in feminine protection.  Lisa’s bed and breakfast receives a boost when the all-female special crimes unit decides to relocated their command center to her country inn.  Her world is then turned upside down after she accepts an offer to participate in a stakeout with the authoritative police women.

Her disrespectful boyfriend Phillip doesn’t believe Lisa when she describes the events that took place on the stakeout.  You’ll root for the long arm of the law when Phillip is taught a sissy girl lesson that he will never forget by the ruthless Bitches of Birchwood.
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My Sister's Sissy Maid: Taming A Wandering Spouse 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01J4ZCWPC 

When Professor Cora suspects her husband Blaine of infidelity she decides to have her sister Lindsay keep an eye on both her house and her husband for her while she is abroad.  Cora’s suspicions turn out to be accurate when Lindsay finds Blaine seemingly has more than a casual interest in college coeds.

Lindsay realizes that she will be alone with Blaine for months until Cora returns.  What should Lindsay do with her sister’s straying husband?  Is there a maid uniform in his future?  What about those college coeds?  Big sisters always know best and Blaine will quickly discover that first hand.
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Sissy Recruiter: Entrapment 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01ESAXJXC 

Authoritative women always get what they want.  When they want an adoring sissy girl they come to The Ellington Agency and ask for Sierra Ellington—the sissy recruiter.  Take a trip into the sexy world of sissy recruiting where women choose sissy girls like they are from a catalog and The Ellington Agency delivers them just like they are ordered.

You’ll feel the excitement of recruiting when case studies of sissy maids, sissy secretaries and sissy nurses are all shared.  Then you’ll share the thrill of transformation!  What kind of woman orders a sissy girl?  What kind of sissy accepts such an invitation? You’ll feel the heat when you explore the world of sissy recruiting!
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Yes Miss Margo: A Sissy Maid Transformation 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B015VIAIYS 

Margo Farnswell married her husband Richard after a quick whirlwind romance.  It turned out to be the mistake of her life.  She tolerated his treatment of her until she couldn’t take it anymore.

What is it like to incur the wrath of a woman scorned?  Will Margo escape from Richard?  Will her scheme for revenge work?  Is it the ultimate punishment for a cheating husband to be turned into a passive sissy maid?  Find out for yourself in this erotic tale of sissy maid transformation that will leave you begging for the attention of a Dominant Woman.
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The Legend of Connie Swisher: Sissy Maid Servitude 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B010GSOA4W 

Jennifer Banks enjoyed her position as a college instructress until she was let go due to an unfortunate incident with a male student.  Blacklisted and unable to find employment Jennifer jumped at the chance to interview at Chardin College for Women though she knew little about the history of the college.

She is surprised by what she finds on campus.  The campus that was built during the Civil War has remained a place out of time complete with a lack of electricity and Victorian maid service. 

Jennifer’s erotic adventure begins when she hears of the legend of Connie Swisher--the woman who founded the college.  Could it be true that at Chardin young girls are taught to train and to dominate submissive males?  How will Jennifer deal with haughty female professors?  You’ll discover all of the sensual secrets of Chardin College for Women right along with Jennifer as she explores the hidden side of Chardin College for Women.

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

Enter the world of Chardin College where women rule and males are trained to serve them.  Entertaining erotic adventure awaits you on the campus of Chardin College whether you are Dominant Woman enough to seek pleasure there or a willing sissy maid eager to provide service.
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Super Model Maid: The Humiliation Of Charlotte Prentiss 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00OO8M2JQ

Charlotte Prentiss has enjoyed her life as a famous super model.  If only she could have Terrence Covington as her adoring husband her life would be perfect.  But to her dismay the wealthy Terrence pays no attention to her charming looks.  So with her modeling agent she plots a scheme to gain the attention of Terrence by working as his domestic maid.  Things don’t go exactly as planned and when Charlotte discovers her submissive side she finds out that becoming a domestic maid involves much more than she bargained for.

In Super Model Maid you’ll enjoy the erotic humiliation of Charlotte Prentiss as she tumbles down the social ladder.  Her life as a super model fades away to be replaced by that of a mere maid.  Will she be able to overcome her own feelings and get her high fashion life back or will she succumb to her intense erotic desire to serve?

If you have sexual submissive feelings of your own you’ll enjoy this enticing lady to maid transformation.  Be careful what you wish for!
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Trophy Maid: The Humiliation Of Elizabeth Bennington 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00KPJ7XZ6 

Elizabeth Bennington is a rich socialite enjoying a fine life of luxury.  When things go awry she finds herself in an unfamiliar situation—penniless with no place to live.  Under the circumstances and with no other option she accepts a position working for her former maid Marlene Holloway.  How will Marlene treat Elizabeth?  Can a rich socialite actually become a maid?

In Trophy Maid Lady Lisa Rose Farrow explores every working maid’s fantasy—turning her employer into her own maid!  At the same time she delves deeply into sexual humiliation as Elizabeth Bennington is taught the ultimate lesson in humility as she tumbles down the social ladder into a life of domestic servitude.
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Miss Sadie's Salon 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00GU1J6GC

Together Miss Sadie with Miss Mattie—the back-seam girls—own Miss Sadie’s salon.  A sissy maid adventure begins when a naive young male innocently applies for a position at the salon.  Will he become a back-seam girl too?  In Miss Sadie’s Salon the reader is skillfully teased and denied as you are seduced right along with Miss Sadie into an S/M adventure that will leave you breathless. 

Will Miss Sadie’s desire for her new sissy employee lead her to fulfillment or to something else?  Is Miss Sadie dominant or submissive?  Can she possibly be both?  In this explicit novel you’ll writhe in pleasure right along with Miss Sadie and her newly hired sissy maid as you experience the power of domination interwoven with the thrill of submission.
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Sonja Says: Women Rule!  
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00C52CC84 

In Sonja Says you will delight in seeing the dominant side of superior women as Lady Lisa Rose Farrow intimately describes the experience of her good friend Sonja Blake.  Relish this erotic submissive cross dressing account by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow as she shares the ascent of her friend Sonja Blake from unappreciated secretary to dominant businesswoman.  You’ll be amused with how Sonja dealt with the sexual urges of an irreverent male who owned the maid service where she worked.

Any woman who has ever worked for an impertinent male will savor this titillating story.  You will feel the thrill of female superiority as you discover what happens to Preston—Sonja’s former boss--who treats women employees with nothing but disrespect.  You’ll be wonderfully entertained as Sonja systematically puts him in his place after she discovers his innermost secret.

There is nothing like enjoying the futile struggle of a helpless male who can’t resist his urge to serve a superior woman.  What happens to Preston when the tables are turned?  Is Preston sissy enough to fill her heels?

Cross dressing submissive males beware.  Dominant women can be found in places you would never expect and there is a fine line between secretly cross dressing yourself and becoming a permanent sissy maid.  Coming out of the closet is one thing—being pulled out is quite another.  If you enjoy submitting to authoritative women or you simply need to be put in your place then this is required reading for you.  Sonja Says--you will obey!


The Maid's Fury 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00BI55HNG

Enjoy the lure of female supremacy in the erotic novels of Lady Lisa Rose Farrow.  Explore the taboo sensations of revenge, lust, as well as a world of cross dressing, Femdom, and bondage.  Lady Farrow indulges her reader in a blend of erotic Femdom reality and erotic S/M fantasy that is her trademark.  Drawing on her own experiences Lady Lisa Rose details a life of feminine superiority that leaves superior women satisfied and sissy males yearning for conquest.

Of course when Lisa Farrow is around submission is always demanded, expected and encouraged.  In the continuation of her novel The Maids Maid you’ll learn what happens to maid Sheila and maid Nora.  In a final confrontation with Lady Camilla you’ll be surprised at the outcome as the full fury of a dominant woman is unleashed.  Return with Lady Lisa Rose Farrow back to a place of decadent feminine superiority in The Maid’s Fury.
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The Maid's Maid 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B0085ZCTLA 

A lady scorned, a rich Aunt, a secret society of dominant women and a large estate in need of servants all await Lisa Rose Farrow’s would be beau.  In this scintillating S/M erotica adventure you’ll find out what happens when the needs of a submissive cross dresser meet the fury of a spurned woman who is in a position to control his every action.

Lisa Rose Farrow takes revenge for every woman who has ever waited in vain for that special guy to ask her out.  After high school graduation her path crosses again with Charles—the object of her unrequited love.  She finds that she is now over him but it is payback time for Charles when she discovers his submissive side.

Tutored by her Aunt Millie while working as her maid, Lisa Rose has become an expert Dominatrix and now spares no mercy taking out her frustrations on hapless Charles!
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