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DEDICATION

Lovingly dedicated to every woman who has ever taken charge and to those who serve us.


PREFACE.  To My Readers

Women have been subjected to harassment in the workplace ever since the workplace was invented.  We are groped, fondled, and leered at regularly while we are expected to perform our duties well in spite of the obvious distractions on the job.

Why shouldn’t women be in charge?  Imagine how things would be different if strong assertive women were in charge of the workplace.  Also think how much better it would be if authoritative women took control of their households.  While I’m sure we would be up to the challenge we can still wonder--would submissive males be able to satisfy us?

If you’ve ever wanted to be in charge or if you always wanted to put the male in his place then you simply must visit Miss Sadie’s Salon.  Here you will see how events unfold when women are in charge both in the shop and in the home.

It is certainly every authoritative woman’s dream come true-- a young naïve male arriving in search of employment.  I have always felt that a young boy starting out by serving a female in charge is absolutely the way that the world was intended to be. 

I do think that submissive males are designed to be the toys of big girls.  Only we can decide how we wish to use them for our satisfaction.  Of course things don’t always go like we planned them.  Isn’t that the best part of life?

Dear reader your appointment time has arrived.  Come into Miss Sadie’s salon and have a seat in the stylist chair and share the experience as presented by Miss Sadie herself.


PROLOGUE.  Miss Sadie’s Salon

My best friend Matilda and I graduated from beauty school together.  We had a vision of a high-class salon that would cater to an exclusive clientele of well off women.  Together we started “Miss Sadie’s Salon” the business of our dreams.

You might ask why we named the salon after me instead of my friend Matilda.  We used to laugh about that—we felt that Miss Matilda’s Salon just didn’t have the same ring to it.

Mattie, as Matilda goes by, never has been fond of her given name—it is so outdated yet her parents had proudly decided to endow her with the dowdy title.  So Miss Sadie’s Salon it was!

Our plan was simple and brilliant at the same time.  We would serve just one select client at a time and provide service unlike any woman had ever experienced in a salon setting.

The vision starts with our uniforms.  In our shop we present ourselves to our clients as French maids.  Mattie had the idea that we needed to be special in order to set ourselves apart from other salons.

The concept was for the client to feel lavished with the distinctive attention that only a maid could provide.  I bought into it and as a result she successfully talked me into wearing the French maid uniform.

We had a closet in our changing room at the salon where we kept the uniforms.  We would wear stylish dresses into work in the morning, change for work, and then reverse the process on the way out.  This allowed us to look sophisticated if we were seen outside the salon while appearing as servants to our valued clients while inside.

The uniforms are prissy little things that look ridiculously feminine.  They are the typical tiny black dress that falls well above the knee with white lace trim edging.  They have a low neckline that would make any girl feel self-conscious.

The dress is just long enough to cover the frilly white petticoat and ruffled panties that we wear underneath.  I have to admit that the attire makes me feel like I am providing a special service--offering an extraordinary treat to our clients.

The uniform is definitely a chic touch designed to promote a theme of high class service.  A woman couldn’t help but to feel elite while being tended to by a stylist wearing one of these.

It is the finishing touches that can make a difference.  The maid uniform includes a white apron and a matching cap.  As a fashionable accessory we paired the uniform with heels and back-seamed stockings.  Mattie thought that was an added dash of elegance.  She joked that we were the “back seam” girls.

It is an extra effort every morning to check those seams and honestly we seldom ever have been able to get them straight but they appear to have the proper effect on our customers.  Women feel special at Miss Sadie’s Salon and that was the whole point.

When our clients arrive they are taken to a private room with a water fountain that sooths the soul with sounds of gentle gurgling.

From that point on we do everything for our client—she doesn’t have to lift a finger.

Our assistant Gloria who is also our massage therapist then welcomes the client to the disrobing room.  It is her job to undress the client before assisting her in putting on a nylon bikini thong and a matching nylon bikini top that we had custom made just for the salon.

Gloria then assists the client into a luxurious fluffy robe before leading her into the styling room for her hair treatment by Mattie.

We offer styling, perms, coloring, and just about anything else the client could possibly desire.

Then I treat the client to a facial along with a manicure and a pedicure.  After soaking in our hot tub we offer fresh squeezed fruit drinks and a healthy salad.

After a soothing massage by Gloria the client visits our tanning booth for a whole body airbrush tanning application.  Gloria finishes up by returning the client to the dressing room and assisting her back into her clothing.

The end result for the client is a full day of getting lavished with attention by three French maids—a feeling of pampering that most women will never experience outside of the salon or an exclusive club for reserved for extremely rich clientele.

Our Clients are delighted when they leave the salon radiating with a healthy glow that will leave her man drooling at her beauty.  Women who come to our salon always come back—the experience is simply too decadent to resist.

Our client base has grown slowly.  We weren’t particularly interested in quantity—just in quality.  Everything went well for us until Gloria decided she wanted to do engage in activities other than doting over rich women—even if the money was ridiculously absurd.  She gave us a couple of weeks of notice of her resignation.

We immediately advertised for a replacement massage therapist.  The days went by quickly without an application from a qualified applicant.  A month later we were still without a single inquiry for the position.  Neither Mattie nor I were adept at giving a massage and we could see that customers were not as happy without the treatment that Gloria had provided.

We knew that this inconvenience would cause us to lose customers if we didn’t take action soon.  We were growing desperate with a need to act quickly.  That was our circumstance when Cecil appeared in the salon and asked for an application.


CHAPTER 1.  The Promise

He came in the front door appearing more like a lost puppy that had come in from the rain seeking shelter than a job applicant.  He had long scraggly blonde hair that needed to be washed and he wore wrinkled clothing that had seen better days.  From his look I was sure that he was sleeping in his car.  If he was going for the “pitiful” look—well he certainly had it down pat.

I had seen his type before.  His birth certificate might have said he was old enough to work but he was not really all grown up.  He was more of a diminutive child—a girlish boy who had left home to be on his own and hadn’t quite made it.

He seemed more of an adolescent really—one that a girl in her early twenties might throw back into the crowd because he was simply not mature enough to play with.  Not yet a catch worth having in any way.

His youthful face had a look of desperation as though he were on his last dollar.  His eyes were very special though—a bright blue that flashed sincerity and naivety both at the same time.    A girl could trust those eyes but they appeared to be wasted on such a boyish youth.

He looked me straight in the eye.

“May I please see Miss Sadie; I would like to fill out an application for work.”

When he spoke I had to suppress a laugh.  Not only was he a wisp of a boy he sounded just like a girl—a tiny high voice that belonged to a school girl—certainly not the voice of a man.

I suppose I shouldn’t have expected more than a feminine pitch from such a petite creature.  The only thing missing was a girlish lisp.  Imagine a youth like that wanting to work in my shop!

Just then Mattie came up from the back and noticed the boy.  “Hey Sadie, what does your Girl Scout want?  We don’t need any cookies—send her away!”

She laughed and started turning to leave.

“Mattie dear, he wants to fill out an application.”

She stopped in her tracks.  She knew exactly the consequences of that.  The promise.

Back when we were in school we had tried to find summer employment.  Door after door was slammed in our face.  We tried for weeks but had never even been allowed to fill out an application.

Finally we gave up in frustration and spent the summer in the student cafeteria cleaning dishes for a paltry sum.  After that dismal experience we had promised each other that if we ever owned our own business that we would take an application from every person who came in the door even if only as a professional courtesy.

Mattie brought over an application and gave it to the youth.

“Fill out the form honey and we’ll take a look at it”. 

While the boy quietly filled out the application I went in back with Mattie.  Now she was a bit annoyed.

“A boy like that shouldn’t be out here with the big girls.  He is liable to be sent home to his mommy in a diaper for heaven’s sake.  I doubt he is even off his mother’s milk.

Besides we can’t have a male work here in any capacity and I’m sure that he must know that.  The first thing we do to our clients here is disrobe them—we can’t have a male in here involved in that.

I’ll bet he is just here to see if he can get a peek at as many of our clients undressing as he can.  Young boys think that way.  He should be ashamed of himself.

I’ll tell you what.  We don’t have any appointments today so it’s going to be a boring day here.  Let’s have a bit of fun and teach him a lesson before we send him on his way.”

She had that look on her face—the same one she had when we sat down to plan our business.  She was scheming and whatever her idea was I knew that it was going to be an amusing day.

The boy finished his application just as we went back into the lobby to check on him.  He handed me the paper as well as a sealed envelope that had “Reference” neatly scripted on the front crafted in an elaborate hand that only a woman could possess.

I looked at him and smiled.  “I suppose that your references are in order?”

“I don’t really know Miss Sadie.  My employer told me not to open the envelope.  She specifically said that I was to give it to the lady in charge when I had my next job interview.”

How quaint!  He was still obeying his former employer.  The boy really was quite charming.  If only they were all so obedient.

I read the first line of his application then turned to Mattie.

“Mattie his name is Cecil.  Do you want to take the interview from here?”

Her devious smile told me she was ready to spring into action.

“Well Cecil we do have an opening for an assistant here at the salon.  We normally would only hire women here but we might be willing to make an exception in your case.

We have all of our applicants go through the routine we have for our clients just to see if they are really interested in our business.  You’ll have to become a back seam girl for us to consider your application.  So if you are still interested then come with me and we’ll get you started.”

“What is a back seam girl?”  He looked apprehensive but Mattie quickly dismissed his concern.

“Don’t worry cupcake that’s what we call all of our help in the salon.  You want to fit in don’t you?”

She took Cecil by the hand and led him out of the lobby.

I don’t know why but I looked down again at the application.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  “Cecil Lovelace”.  Of course-- could the girlish boy have a more feminine name than that?  His age surprised me.  He appeared much younger than he really was.  Our fair haired youth was actually in his early twenties just a couple of years younger than I.

There are advantages to eager fledgling males.  Most importantly they haven’t adopted any bad habits.  Best of all they are effortlessly trained since they are so easily swayed by an assertive woman.  Yes young boys can be cute—we were certainly going to have fun.

Then I saw his schooling and experience.  Cecil Lovelace was a proficient well educated massage therapist with extensive study and a major in female relaxation massage.


CHAPTER 2.  References Matter

I didn’t even know that there was such a thing as a female relaxation massage major but it sure had a delightful sound.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out that if true his skill would be quite useful to have in our shop.  We missed Gloria and we desperately needed help before we lost any clients.

I thought that I better mention this information to Mattie before she did anything drastic with our applicant.  I went in back and heard a voice coming from our tanning booth room.  Thinking that Mattie was giving a tour I simply walked into the room without much of a thought.

There was Mattie in her French maid uniform opening the door to one of our booths.  Nothing special about that—it was Cecil who immediately caught my eye and caused my mouth to drop open.

Mattie had made him strip naked and he was standing next to her listening intently as she spoke about the tanning booth.  She was clinically explaining the airbrush tanning technique seemingly oblivious to the nude male standing right next to her.

He was an unusual male to say the least.  I could see immediately why he had let his hair grow so long—there wasn’t any other hair on his body!

His body was smooth all over.  He was thin and definitely girlish looking—not at all muscular or masculine.   Forgive a girl for looking but with nothing else to keep my attention my eye was drawn to his genitals—or maybe I should say his lack thereof.  He had the tiniest little penis that I had ever seen without so much as a single strand of hair close to it.  In spite of his actual age Cecil had the genitals of a child.

All of the men I had dated were well hung—there was no problem with satisfying a girl with any of them.  Cecil was different.  Poor Cecil not only had a girlish figure with a squeaky voice he was also endowed with the smallest sexual organ imaginable.  I want to say it was more of a tiny feminine clitoris than a penis—even fully erect I doubted it could extend more than an inch or two.  I couldn’t imagine how a woman could possibly obtain any satisfaction from that.

While I was taking note of his lack of sexual attributes Mattie had brought out a pair of bikini thong panties with matching bra and was holding them in front of Cecil.

“I can’t put those on--those are women’s clothes…”

It was a feeble protest from the girlish boy.  The poor boy had no idea that Mattie was about to have her way with him.

“Dear if you want to work here you’ll have to experience the full treatment.  So you will be wearing the same undies that our clients wear as well as wearing the same uniform that all of our employees wear.  You do want to work for us don’t you?”

“But Miss Mattie…”

“Sweetie Pumpkin I have to tell you that we expect no insolence from our back seam girls.  I’ll tell you right now that chatty girls don’t get hired.  If I hear anymore protest from you I’ll have to terminate your interview and send you on your way.”

He was no match for Mattie.  In no time she had him in the panties and bra.  I couldn’t believe how naive this sissy was!  I knew her intentions so I withdrew to the front of the shop.

Later Mattie emerged from the tanning booth room.

“Where is Cecil?” I wondered.

“Oh he is drying.  He just needs a few more minutes for that tan to set in.”

“Oh Mattie, you didn’t!”

She smiled and gave a little laugh.  “Wait until he takes that bikini off later.  I’m sure that he’ll enjoy those tan lines!”

We both laughed.  As we waited I decided to take a look at the envelope that he had given me.  The hand writing was so elegant I just had to read it.  I shared it aloud so that Mattie could enjoy it too.

To Whom It May Concern:

I present to you with my absolute highest recommendation Cecil Lovelace massage therapist extraordinaire.  He is quite the sissy and he likes to go by the name Cecilia so feel free to call him that.

Please don’t let his appearance fool you.  He will take your female clients to heights that they have never been to before.  Don’t take my word for it-- have him give you a massage as part of your interview process.  You won’t regret it.

Prepare to have your womanhood touched like never before.  If you don’t have a position available please send him back to me at once—I have use for him and I miss him.

Best Wishes,

Simone Brassard

Owner Simone’s Spa

In place of a signature Ms. Brassard had signed the note with a kiss in a tempting shade of red lipstick.

Mattie gave a righteous laugh.  “See I told you he is just trying to get a peek at us.  He probably wrote that himself.  Very clever I should say.  We won’t be falling for that!”

I don’t know why but for me it had a ring of truth to it.  A nice massage sounded wonderful on a slow day.  Besides why wouldn’t I want to go to heights that I had never been to before?  It certainly sounded tempting.

I told Mattie I wanted a massage.  She said she wanted to teach him a lesson.  Finally we agreed.  She would teach him a lesson and then I would get my massage.  Then we would show the sissy the front door.

I didn’t want any part of humiliating the poor boy but I agreed to help if only so that we could get to my massage sooner.  We were both in our French maid uniforms as we went back to the tanning booth for our applicant.

From that point on we referred to Cecil as Cecilia.  Perhaps it was better that we called our applicant Cecilia because with the dark tan that Mattie had applied he was barely recognizable as Cecil.

The poor thing was clueless as to what was happing.  Perhaps it was better that way.  Mattie put him in a fluffy robe and had him put on a pair of house slippers before we led him to the styling room.

Mattie was at her very best as she enjoyed every moment toying with Cecilia.  She immediately started referring to Cecilia as “her” and “she” and “girl” and there was no objection from Cecilia.  As she cut her hair I started on her pedicure.

By the time Mattie was working with coloring I was doing a manicure.  I was too busy to really watch Mattie so I paid little attention to what she was accomplishing.  I put long extensions on Cecilia’s nails and when I finished the French nails she had classy white tipped pink nails that any girl would be proud of.  Then I left Mattie to finish her work.

It was after noon when Mattie came out to get me.  She said that they had skipped the hot tub and lunch but that now Cecilia was ready to give me my massage.  She told me that I should act like a customer so that we could see if Cecilia was for real.

She also said that she would watch the massage to make sure that I wasn’t taken advantage of.  Mattie told me that she had hidden the clothing that Cecilia arrived in so that after the massage her plan was to send Cecilia on her way—dressed and looking exactly like she was.  With that she went back to get Cecilia.

I sat down in a chair in the customer area so that I could wait for the unveiling of Mattie’s prank.  Finally the door opened and Mattie came in with a bashful Cecilia trailing right behind her.

I couldn’t believe my eyes!  Mattie had really outdone herself this time.  What a number she had done on Cecilia.  The girl was dressed in one of our neatly pressed French maid uniforms complete with apron and cap.  She hardly looked like the forlorn puppy that had been at our doorstep only hours before.

Mattie had given Cecilia “the works” all right—the change was so impressive that I doubt that even her mother would have recognized the new look Cecilia.  Mattie had changed her hair color from blonde to jet black.  It had been cut and styled into a womanly look that was complete with cascading curls permed and flowing from under her maid’s cap.

Mattie had even plucked her eyebrows down to a fine arch.  Such an obedient little girl to have allowed such a humiliating act!

She had gone from fair haired white skinned to a bronze black beauty in a matter of hours.  With the deep bronze tan she had received only the blue eyes remained of the Cecil I had met just that morning.

Only now those eyes looked innocent and alluring—in a flirty feminine sort of way.  She now possessed the longest lashes imaginable.  They gave her an even more girlish appearance that actually went very well with her dramatic eye makeup.

Her blue eyeshadow was layered in three shades that gave her a sexy glow.  Her cheeks had a feminine blush while her lips were now a soft pink.

For a just a moment I wondered where Mattie had found a uniform that fit the girl so well—then I remembered.  Gloria had turned in her uniform when she left and though it was a bit large in the bustline for the diminutive Cecilia it fit well enough to give her the look we wanted in our employees.

The embroidered Gloria on the garment looked right on Cecilia.  As I took in the vision that she had created Mattie said that if she was hired Cecilia would get her own uniform later with her own name on it.  Mattie had paid attention to every detail.  Thoughtfully she had even tied an apron on the poor girl—the definitive touch identifying her as an employee of the salon.

Our fashionable massage therapist even had a pair of high heel sandals on that showcased her French toenails that I had given her.  With her stockings—our signature back seam style—the transformation was complete.  Mattie had created a back seam girl!

The poor girl kept her head down with her eyes lowered.  I suppose it was natural to be shy after such an extensive makeover.  Without doubt she made a convincing and striking female.  Cecilia was now the absolute vision of a submissive French maid. 

I thought about Mattie’s pledge to send her on her way dressed like she was and my first thought was that Cecilia would have to worry more about getting raped looking like that than anything else.  I was amused at the thought of what might happen should she find herself in such a situation.


CHAPTER 3.  Like Never Before

“Good afternoon Miss Sadie.  Are you ready for your massage?”

The question brought me back to earth.  The high pitched voice made it just too easy—Cecilia looked like a girl, acted like a girl, sounded like a girl, so in my mind I was about to be massaged by a woman.

She led me back to the massage room where Mattie watched while the French maid slowly undressed me before sliding a thong into position and clipping on the matching top.  If the applicants goal was to get a peek at me well I guess she had achieved that.

Of course the price of the view was her total humiliation as evidenced by her new attire.  I was sure that she had to be more embarrassed than I was.

She had been very careful during the process not to touch me any place she shouldn’t have and if she was taking my body in with her gaze she had been unobtrusive and I hadn’t particularly noticed.  After I was prepared I lay face down on the table and Cecilia covered me with a sheet before she started working.

Cecilia talked while she tended to my comfort.  She carried on a conversation much like any woman would have on a visit to a salon.

She complimented me on my figure—“A form any gentleman would simply adore.”

She complimented me on my hair “As fine as silk.”

It didn’t take me long to become both flattered and comfortable with her attention.

She shared her situation.  Yes she had left home and had just about exhausted her savings.  She was living in an apartment and her lease was paid only until the end of the week.  If she didn’t land a job she would be returning home in disgraceful defeat.   I vaguely wondered what her mother might say when she saw the transformation that we had accomplished on her son.

I asked her if she minded that we had done a bit of a makeover on her during her interview.  Her response was that “I would do anything for this job.  I desperately need it.  Besides I’ve always admired the way women look so I have no problem dressing up like one”.

I thought that admission might ruin a little of Mattie’s fun but I didn’t worry about it.

Cecilia was magic.  She made every muscle in my body relax.  I was like a violin being played by the finest musician in the world.  I responded to every heavenly touch and every splendid compliment as I descended into sheer bliss.

It felt so wonderful I hardly noticed as Cecilia worked near my private area.  She stroked my inner thighs then pulled the string of the thong as she kneaded my buttocks.  I barely noticed that as she worked the tension on the thong caused my pubes to be stroked right along with my derriere.   It didn’t matter—it felt so delightful that I didn’t care.

The massage continued.  I turned over.  Cecilia was careful not to brush any intimate area with her fingers—instead she worked cautiously near my breasts and clitoris.  Cleverly she would pull on my bikini garment when she came close to my private areas letting the nylon fabric taunt and tease me like no human touch possibly could.  She turned me over again.

I remember thinking that it was a shame Cecilia was so effeminate.  How could Mother Nature provide such talent then leave the important part so lacking? 

I was so aroused I would have liked to mount Cecilia right then and there and have my way with her.  But alas I knew that her tiny male clit wouldn’t be up to the task so instead I just faded off into a blissful place of lewd titillation.  My mind wandered and I imagined impaling myself on a full hard male shaft that could take me to heaven.

I do believe that I was off in another world.  I was both relaxed and ravenously stimulated at the same time.  It was the most wonderful foreplay that I had ever experienced and I didn’t want it to ever end.  Again she worked my thong against my womanhood and succumbing to a lustful urge I flexed my hips as though I was humping an invisible lover beneath me.

With that movement Cecilia stopped.  “I think I have you where I want you.” She squeaked in her feminine voice.  “I hope you enjoyed your relaxation massage.”

I let out a soft groan.  I couldn’t believe that she would stop there—I was primed and ready for love—this was no time to stop!

As I stood up I could barely keep my balance as I staggered over to sit down in a chair.  Mattie stared straight ahead at Cecilia her eyes wide with desire.  She had that look—like a hungry woman about to be invited to a chocolate orgy.

She looked at me and my dreamy state with longing before regaining her senses.  She slowly licked her lips in erotic expectation.  Then with her excitement showing she exclaimed, “I’d like a massage too!’

I put on a robe then I sat in the chair absolutely intoxicated by lust as Cecilia stripped Mattie down and put her in her own tiny thong attire.  It was the last thing I remembered before drifting off into a tranquil sleep.

I had the most erotic dream—Cecilia was giving me a most wonderful massage before I turned her over and had my way with her.  In my dream her tiny organ took me to a heavenly climax with no problem at all.

I don’t know how long I was out but I woke up from a sound sleep right on the edge of orgasm.  While sleeping my hand had worked its way into my robe and was gently stroking my womanhood.  I flushed with embarrassment hoping that Cecilia hadn’t noticed.

Mattie certainly had not.  She was moaning in ecstasy just as I had and with a lewd pelvic motion she too put an end to her erotic massage.  She joined me in the adjacent chair after a similar wobbly trip from the massage table.

Cecilia stood in front of us and performed a curtsy.  “Ladies I hope that you both enjoyed your massage today.  I would be honored if you would allow me to work at your lovely salon.”

I looked at Mattie waiting for her response.  Her glazed eyes told me that she too was off in another world far away and that she was not really able to respond.

I crossed my legs enjoying the wave of throbbing pleasure the move caused.

“We have no interest in hiring Cecil.  Males can’t work in the salon.  But we are interested in hiring Cecilia.  You are hired Cecilia.  You can work for us so long as no one knows who you really are”.

With a charming squeal Cecilia gave me a hug.  Our problem was solved—we had our new massage therapist.  Mattie drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 4.  A New Image

A while later I managed to wake Mattie up.  We still had a few things to do before we were ready to put Cecilia to work in the salon.  We had to make sure that none of our customers could detect her true identity.  So we had to take a couple of shopping trips to get her appearance just right.

If Cecilia minded being further feminized she gave no inkling of it whatsoever.  She followed us into Lisa’s Lingerie Emporium which was just a few doors down from the salon without a word of complaint.  The staff there had seen us before in our maid uniforms so they knew that we worked at the salon and gave little notice to our new assistant.

Mattie and I took her straight to the breast forms.  I spoke first.

“I think she would look lovely as a C cup don’t you think?”  I looked at Mattie who was now wide awake and had her mischievous look back.

She picked up a box with a pair of DD forms in it.  Large letters on the front of the box proudly proclaimed “realistic nipples”.

“I think Cecilia would look much better in these.  If you are going to have them you might as well have the best.”

She smiled and handed the pair to Cecilia.

Perhaps rethinking the consequences of her new position her eyes widened as she accepted the box.

“But, but…”

Mattie cut her off.  “Don’t worry Sweetie Pie you’ll look great in them”.

We walked past a couple of teens who were looking intently at the push-up brassiere display.  Mattie looked at the box that Cecilia was carrying.

“With those I don’t think that she’ll need that much help”.  She suppressed a giggle.

Pointing to the corsets Mattie turned in that direction.

“She’ll need these to keep everything in place”.

We perused the selection while Cecilia nervously squirmed.  Finally Mattie held up a heavily boned over the bosom full corset.  I thought it looked like a leftover from the dark ages.

The garment was so strict it would certainly force the wearer into a womanly shape—because there was no other possibility.  Belying its severity the black spandex was trimmed with dainty pink lace and bows.

“Actually this is perfect,” Mattie announced, “It’s even a DD.  Let’s go try it on!”

She took Cecilia’s hand and led her over to the changing room.  Clearly this was the first time she was in a changing area as she was no more comfortable inside the cubicle than she had been in the store.

I helped her out of her uniform and Mattie helped her out of her bra.  Our apprentice stood watching herself in the mirror in her heels and hose as she anxiously waited to try on her new garment.  Mattie smiled when she saw the white outline of the bra where the tanning procedure had left a feminine image.

It was a bit of a struggle but with an extra tug on the strings of the corset Mattie had our new employee standing in her new full corset with her DD cups proudly protruding out.  There was more than enough support to hold the breast forms up in perfect position.  Clearly the garment was made for a fully endowed woman and it was up to the task.

The manufacturer would have been proud.  The sheer fabric that stretched over the full cups hardly hid the nipples that were on the breast forms—they lewdly protruded right through the fabric.  Even the areolas were plainly visible giving a glimpse that any woman would have thought was a tawdry display.  Mattie was absolutely giddy with herself for her choice of such a feminizing foundation.

Cecilia stood shyly looking at herself in the mirror as Mattie told us to wait while she picked up a few finishing touches.

I caught myself feeling so lucky that fashion had changed and that most women never had to wear the confining garment that now encased Cecilia.  It looked extremely uncomfortable constricting her waist so much she could barely take shallow breaths let alone breathe deeply.

I thought that it was no wonder that women would swoon in these contraptions.  I thought the garment must be warm as well and would certainly be very uncomfortable on a hot summer day.

Cecilia was silent until Mattie reappeared interrupting my thoughts.  She held several of the identical corsets plus a handful of matching padded panties, extra stockings, and several frilly white slips.

She set the corsets down and handed a pair of the panties to Cecilia.  I looked oddly at the pile of lingerie.  Mattie casually explained.

“She’ll need lingerie for every day of the week.”

Cecilia pulled her panties up over her stockings.  While they were well padded they fit tightly so there was no chance that her tiny male clit would be visible beneath them.  At the same time the padding had ballooned her hips out proportionately to her expansive bustline.

Cecilia took a look at Mattie as if to protest.

“Don’t worry Sweet Cakes all of us wear a foundation all of the time.  We feel more feminine that way.  You look marvelous.  You’ll blend right in and nobody will know your little secret”.

Of course I knew that we never wore anything like that but I didn’t want to spoil Mattie’s fun.  She was having such a wonderful time!

The final product was unbelievable.  When Mattie finished with Cecilia she had an hourglass figure normally seen only on showgirls.  She was a voluptuous buxom image of womanhood.  I would have been jealous had I not known the truth behind those well rounded breasts and perfectly curved hips.

We put her back into her uniform.  Now she filled out the fitted bustline and her shapely hips caused her dress to flare out.  After picking up more extras of everything we headed out of the store to the nearby dress shop with Cecilia carrying all of her packages.

The Dress Corral was right next door to Lisa’s Lingerie Emporium.  In addition to their wide selection of fashion dresses it was also the store where we purchased our custom uniforms.

Mattie insisted that Cecilia had to have dresses to wear home after work.  She pointed out that we often changed at the salon so that we didn’t receive too much attention on the way home in our uniforms so Cecilia would have to do the same.

Mattie was certainly outdoing herself this time. She picked out the tawdriest little dresses imaginable—more suited for a harlot on a Saturday night than for a respectable lady.  As we put Cecilia in them one at a time I was flabbergasted at how slutty our little trollop could actually be made to look.

Each outfit was form-fitting and as short as could be imagined.  Mattie exclaimed that they were perfect.  Cecilia flushed a bright red as we called the salesgirl over to measure her up for her uniforms.

Kiki the salesgirl carefully measured Cecilia from top to bottom.  She marveled over her well-proportioned figure adding that “You are so shapely I’ll bet the guys are fawning all over you!”

We contained our laughter as Cecilia flashed a look of terror.  Kiki didn’t seem to notice.

Mattie thought that Cecilia should have her uniform in pink.  I insisted that she would receive the same black color that we had so that she wouldn’t seem out of place to our clients.  I didn’t want to give them any clues as to who Cecilia really was.

We compromised.  We ordered uniforms for Cecilia in black but the hems were cut shorter than ours so that she wouldn’t be able to bend without showing her panties.  Mattie thought that it was a nice touch for such a sissy girl.

Cecilia spelled her name out for Kiki so that she was sure to have it embroidered correctly on the uniforms.

We left the shop with Cecilia dressed in one of her new outfits.  Cecilia gasped when Mattie reminded her that our employees had to pay for their own attire and that we would be payroll deducting all of the clothing we had already purchased plus the accessories that we would pick up at the next stop.

She realized that she had already spent quite a bit of money ensuring her that her new role would be more than a passing fancy.  The look on her face was priceless.

Our last stop was at Bags and Jewels an accessory shop.  Mattie had the clerk pierce Cecilia’s ears then fit her with a set of outrageously large hoops that nearly dangled to her shoulders.  A necklace engraved with her name, matching engraved bracelet, a ring and a handbag completed the transformation for Cecilia who now appeared as ladylike as any woman you might meet on the street.

The idea of feminizing Cecilia for fun had originally been Mattie’s.  I had to admit though that I enjoyed the feeling of authority that I had experienced as we led her sheepishly around while turning her appearance into that of a lovely young lady.

As we brought our shopping trip to an end I couldn’t help but feel that we had bossed our new employee about enough to put her in her place.  That was exactly where we intended to keep her.


CHAPTER 5.  Satisfied Customers

As I had anticipated our customers simply loved Cecilia.  The tips actually got bigger and new customers found their way to us specifically to be pampered by our new girl.  We noticed that our established customers dropped by more often.  Our business was doing sensationally well.

As I watched our customers leave the salon after their massage I couldn’t help but notice that they each left with a sensuous glow on their face.  It was obvious that Cecilia was having the same effect on them that she had on me.  A blissful radiance appeared on the face of every one of our clients.  Cecilia’s massage skills were great for business.  I was jealous.

I was still thinking about the wonderful experience that I had as well as the unsatisfied urge that had stayed within me.  Just like those clients I wanted to have another massage as soon as possible.  It was wonderful foreplay.  Above all else I needed to satisfy the decadent pleasure that I now longed for.

We were closing up shop late on a Saturday afternoon.  Mattie had just left and Cecilia and I were all alone.  I walked quietly over to our massage room to take a look at Cecilia.  I watched longingly as she straightened out the sheets on the massage table making preparations for her next client on our next business day.

She looked subserviently feminine as she pulled the sheets into place.  I could see her frilly panties as she bent over to smooth the sheets.  Her maid uniform fit her nicely and with a frilly apron, high heels, and back seamed stockings she presented an inviting sensual image that any male would certainly be attracted to.

I felt a pang of guilt for thinking that way—I didn’t like to think of myself as being even remotely attracted to other women.  Of course I knew the truth, I was looking at a sissy maid-- not a real woman-- but there was something about the thought that disturbed me nonetheless.  Could it be that I was attracted to this sissy maid?

Cecilia interrupted my thoughts.

“Is there something I can do for you Miss Sadie?”

She caught me off guard. 

“I, I, I…”

I thought quickly how I could explain standing there watching her.

“I’m a bit sore today…”

“Would you care for a massage Miss Sadie?”

Shamefully I felt my heart leap in excitement.  That was exactly what Miss Sadie wanted!  I tried to respond coyly.

“Why yes Cecilia that would be so kind of you.”

I tried to look uninterested as I moved in closer.  She unzipped my uniform and helped me step out of it.  Knowing that we were alone I was a bit uneasy as she helped me out of my stockings, garter, panties and bra.  She seemed oblivious to my self-consciousness as she helped me into the lovely salon thong and panty set that all of our clients wore as we worked on them.

The feeling of the soft nylon against my mound reminded me that this was exactly the treatment that I craved.  I felt the excitement build as she helped me onto the table and I made myself comfortable by lying face down with my face in the headrest.  Now I was a customer--not the owner of the salon.

“You have such beautiful skin my lady.”  Her fingers started to slowly work their magic.

“You are so beautiful that any man would be honored just to touch you.”

My muscles relaxed.  She couldn’t compliment me enough as my mind slowly drifted off to heaven.

“Such voluptuous curves.  You are a beautiful goddess.”

Her fingers soothed my flesh everywhere that they touched.  It wasn’t so much a massage as it was a sinful orgy of blissful foreplay.  I have no idea how much time passed.  It could have been minutes, hours, or days.  I reveled in the sheer delight—I selfishly never wanted it to end.

I wasn’t sure if I was being seduced by her clever tongue or by her heavenly touch.  It didn’t matter as I drifted in divine pleasure like I had never before experienced.

I felt a tug on my thong that transmitted the most libidinous charge straight to my womanhood.  I bucked my hips in a sinful display of arousal—an unintended motion that had only one purpose.  I wanted to spread my legs and fulfill my desire.  She interrupted my idyllic thoughts.

“I think I have you where I want you.” She squeaked in her feminine voice.  “I hope you enjoyed your relaxation massage.”

She gave another tug on my thong and once again my hips responded as though I was engaged in carnal pleasure with an unseen lover.

It took all of my effort to get off the table.  I stood like a hypnotized tart as Cecilia pulled off my thong and matching bra.  Carefully dressing me she slowly pulled my own panties up then clipped my bra on for me before she helped me into my dress for the trip home.  Her fingers lingered on the zipper of the dress seemingly deciding if zipping it closed was what she really wanted to do.

She said goodbye and went out the door into the evening.  I couldn’t believe it; she had done it to me again!


CHAPTER 6.  Cougar Urges

By Monday I thought I would go insane.  Even after I had worked myself to orgasm with my favorite vibrator I found I was still highly aroused by the thought of Cecilia and her sensual massage technique.

Now I was fixated on the attentions of the sissy.  I couldn’t get the heavenly feeling out of my mind that I thought that only Cecilia could provide.  I knew that I had to have another massage and that I had to have Cecilia too.

I usually just take what I want from males with little regard of the consequences.  My theory is simple really.  When I want a man I take him, when I want a boy I make him a man.

For some reason this was different.  She was so much younger than I was that I couldn’t help thinking how sinful these urges were.  I tried to shame myself with the thought—not only was she a virtual child but she was dressed like a woman.  She was an attractive woman at that.  How could I have such desires?

I was so envious that week as I watched the clients leaving the salon after their massage.  They were getting what I wanted from my own employee!  It just didn’t seem fair.  I was totally obsessed with her and found myself longing for her magic touch all week long.  My appetite had been wetted and now I wanted the full meal.

I didn’t care that a woman shouldn’t lust after a boy so much younger.  Cecilia was old enough even if she was naive.  Besides I convinced myself that Cecilia was more girl than boy anyway.  The sissy was so girlish it was impossible to take her for a boy anyway.  Of course this caused me guilt—I felt like I was lusting for the effeminate touch of a young woman.

When Saturday came again and Mattie left the salon I knew that the itch had to be scratched.  I couldn’t let my pride keep me from my pleasure.  Again I stood in the doorway watching the French maid preparing the table for her next goddess and I wanted to be sure that I was going to be that woman.

“Cecilia honey, it has been such a tense day, could you be a dear and help me out again?”

“Why of course Miss Sadie—please come in.”

She was so agreeable, so young, and so naive.  Couldn’t she see what I really needed?  Again she carefully stripped me naked before sliding the thong over my willing sex.  I gave a shudder of excitement as she helped me into the bra.

“I’m sorry, is it too cold in here?”

I couldn’t believe her.  How could anyone be so oblivious to a girl’s need?

“No dear, I’m fine.”

She helped me onto the table and I positioned myself face down in the cushioned face cradle.  She came to the front of the table to begin to work on my shoulders.

She started gently kneading the muscles near my neck.  From my position I could only see her legs from the knee down.  She looked so feminine—she was indeed a back seam girl!

In her stockings her shaved legs had no hint of maleness.  Her heels were immaculately shined and perfectly suitable for a fine ladies maid.  She was the perfect image of servitude for Miss Sadie’s Salon.  My mind drifted in an enchanted land as she began her litany of blissful adoration of my features.

“Such lovely hair Miss Sadie.  I’m sure that you are the envy of every woman.”

Her fingers took my breath away.  It seemed like it had been forever since I had reveled in their mystic caress.

“Your lips are so sensual.  You must have seduced many willing suitors with them.”

I wanted to purr like a contented kitten gorging on catnip.

“You have such a wonderful perfume. The heavenly scent of an angel.”

I succumbed to her manipulations.

“Such beautiful shapely legs.  The lovely, delicate limbs of a gorgeous woman.”

I floated off in a dreamlike trance absorbing every gentle touch with every fiber of feminine lust in my body.  Her words were magical music to my ears.  I could feel the heat rising up in my soul as I lusted for more and more.

Finally I felt her reach for my thong and with the skill of an experienced rider she commanded my body to again buck in total surrender to her ministrations.  I couldn’t help myself as I helplessly humped the invisible lover once again.

“I think I have you where I want you.” She squeaked in her feminine voice.  “I hope you enjoyed your relaxation massage.”

I managed to come back to earth long enough to mount a protest.

“Wait Cecilia!  You are not dismissed yet!”

I didn’t realize that I could project such authority in my current state.

“Is there anything else that I can do for you Miss Sadie?”

The bitch!  She knew darn well what I wanted!  She looked at me so innocently it was disarming.  Could it be that I would have to settle for her tender caresses and never receive more than that?

“Don’t forget to change the sheets dear so that everything is ready for our next client.”

I couldn’t believe myself. 

I had used the “tease and denial” routine on many hapless males.  I always enjoyed seeing them beg and grovel for just a little bit more.  Often I had left them hanging without ever receiving satisfaction from me.

There is nothing like the pleasure of using the male sexual desire to turn the subject into an adoring servant begging simply for sexual attention from you.  It is a wonderful game that always makes me feel empowered—turning strong men into helpless submissive lovers.

Now I was on the receiving end of the game.  I was hungry and I needed to be satisfied.  But I was stubborn too and I was not going to beg!


CHAPTER 7.  Tipsy

I continued to enjoy the services of our sissy massage therapist for weeks even though each time she left me in a frustrated state.  I could feel a bond growing between us that could be special but it seemed destined to never progress past the sensual tease that Cecilia had perfected.  There was an innocence about our encounters that made me feel like a virgin again exploring my sexuality for the first time.

It was a wonderful relationship even if it was entirely platonic—at least for her.  For me I was lost in the pleasure of a never ending teasing and denial game that I wanted to go on forever.

I decided that I should confide in Mattie about our little trysts so that she would know what was going on.  After all I knew where this game would end—eventually I would bed Cecilia-- and I wanted to make sure that Mattie heard about our relationship from me.

Mattie and I have shared everything for years.  I couldn’t wait to tell her about my erotic adventures with our meek sissy employee.  I could feel her envy already—she would be so jealous!

I wanted to talk with her on Friday after hours but she said she had work to do.  Of course I was occupied on Saturday so we agreed to meet over drinks after work on Monday.

I do enjoy flirting in bars so I wore a tiny red number for the evening.  There is something about the desire of all of those hapless males leering at me that makes me feel powerful and in control.

This particular trendy dress fit me like a glove while showing plenty of leg and displaying maximum cleavage.  The chiffon fabric was barely there--so soft and fine you could see right through it. A girl needs to know her limits but she also needs to flaunt her assets.  Mine were on full display for this trip.

I could feel eyes all over me as I entered.  I found Mattie seated over at a corner table.  Apparently she was thinking the same as I was—she was dressed to thrill.

For Mattie her sexy look meant a sleek nylon black dress that left nothing to the imagination.  We were quite the pair—two hot women all alone on a Monday evening.  Certainly every male in the place was mentally undressing us with their eyes.  It was okay for them to look as long as they didn’t touch.

We both ordered a glass of wine.  Mattie began before I could say a word.

“I know you wanted to talk but I’ve got news first.”

She was so excited I had to just let her talk.

“You’ll never guess who I’m seeing!”

I couldn’t wait to hear who her new lover was.  She was so ecstatic—I hadn’t seen her eyes glow like that in years.

“Who are you seeing, tell me everything!”

I always loved sharing the excitement.

“You wouldn’t believe what happened between me and Cecilia.  She is so fine, you just can’t imagine the pleasure that she is giving me.”

My heart almost stopped.  Cecilia?

There was a long pause.  I took a long sip of wine.  An extensive conversation followed.  Then more wine.

Back in college Mattie and I had decided that women should never get drunk.  No, women should only get tipsy, though sometimes more tipsy than others.  Women who get drunk can find themselves in precarious positions and we decided that would never happen to us.  We wanted to be in total control at all times.

A woman becoming drunk is so uncouth.  On the other hand tipsy is fun and exciting.  We always said that women who became drunk were sluts—and we certainly were not sluts.  We had heard stories on campus about women who had too much to drink and were raped or even worse spent a night giving fellatio at a fraternity party.

We both felt that it was okay for women to demand cunnilingus but she should only give fellatio if she consented and then only on a very special occasion.  No such occasion had ever presented itself for either of us.  A slut could get herself into real trouble drinking and we were determined that would never happen to us.

We had some of our best fun when we were tipsy.  There was that time that we took those two sophomores out into the woods—and left them there naked, blind folded and slowly counting to 100 before they would receive their prize.  The prize of course was that we had left with their clothes and they would be returning to their dorm quite nude.

I mention those times because once we realized what Cecilia had been doing to us we couldn’t help ourselves.  We began to scheme about how we would take retribution on the two timing bitch.  The process took time and I have to admit quite a bit of wine was consumed during the conversation.

Eventually Mattie decided that she didn’t want any part of Cecilia—she was all mine to do with as I pleased.  After all, she said, a girl can do better than a sissy boy who dresses up in a maid uniform anyway.

I was not quite so ready to let her go.  I enjoyed those massages and I wanted more.  I also wanted a taste of satisfaction from the sissy—Cecilia sure knew how to treat a girl with foreplay—I couldn’t help but wonder if she was as capable at total fulfillment.  I wanted to find out.

You might say that by the time we returned to our cars we were both somewhat tipsy.  Mattie drove herself home.  I decided I couldn’t wait any longer for satisfaction—I was determined to visit Cecilia right then and there and take my pleasure.  I was just tipsy enough to put myself in a frame of mind for doing things that I shouldn’t be doing--the best kind of mood for doing naughty things. 

I got off to a bad start as I drove towards the address Cecilia had me given on her employment application.  I turned the radio on an oldie station and it was blasting out the lyrics “I don’t get no satisfaction”.  It only served to make me angry—as I if I wasn’t angry enough—and I muttered to myself even after I silenced the radio.

Her apartment was on the other side of town.  It was a drive that seemed to take forever in the condition that I was in.  I drove slowly—I didn’t want to be stopped by police because I knew that I had probably had too much to drink.

I parked across the lot facing her apartment as I worked to summon up the courage and anger to confront her.  As I reached for the car door handle to get out another car came up right in front of her apartment and out stepped Cecilia from the passenger side.  She was wearing a French maid uniform that was different than the one that she had left work in and she was reaching into her purse for the keys to her room.

I was ready to move and would have done so except for one small problem.  As I watched Cecilia out of the other side of the car stepped another woman!  Cecilia hadn’t been two timing me—she was three timing!  I watched as the pair entered the apartment together.  I could hear the other woman talking as the apartment door closed.  My mind raced as I imagined what kind of obscene activity was going on inside.

I stared in disbelief at what I had seen.  The dark haired woman was strikingly attractive—the sort that makes one envious—and she was certainly dressed for an evening of sexual play.  She wore a tight short leather skirt, black boots, and a black see thru blouse.  Her long hair flowed to her shoulders.  The vixen was hot—she obviously could have anyone she wanted with that look.  But why did she want my Cecilia?

Looking back perhaps I was not thinking straight at that particular moment.  Jealousy can do that even to the best of us.

Did the women want Cecilia for massages or for something else?  Then I convinced myself that she must be a harlot.  A tramp paid to perform for poor Cecilia.  Yes, I concluded, she had to be a harlot.

Didn’t my little maid know that she could have me for free?  I would have to put an end to this absurdity immediately.  I decided that I would throw the girl out and then have Cecilia to myself.

I made my way from the car to the front door.  Deciding not to knock I tried the door and it opened so I burst into the room.  Only Cecilia was standing there but I could hear a voice from a back room.

“You three timing slut!”

I yelled at her as she turned in surprise.

“How could you do this to me?   How dare you!  You are not only seeing my best friend Mattie but you are seeing another woman too!”

Cecilia found her squeaky little voice.  She looked so innocent in her little maid dress but I knew what was underneath.  Cheater!

“I can explain Miss Sadie, I can explain!”

I started over to her—I wanted to slap that face and teach her a thing or two.  Just then the harlot came into view.  Cecilia tried to explain.

“Miss Sadie, this is my sister Kristen.  Kristen meet Miss Sadie from the salon.”

“Don’t give me that story.  Don’t you dare lie to me and tell me that this slut is your sister!  You brought her here to fuck her!  How stupid do you think that I am?”

I was furious at the story that the sissy thought I would buy.  Sister?  Really?  Dressed like that?  I don’t think so!

Now Kristen stepped up to me.

“Who do you think you are calling a slut?”

“Oh, I’m so sorry.  You’re not a slut, you’re a whore!”

I suppose that I should have known better but of course I was a bit tipsy. In retrospect I suppose that it never occurred to me that a woman dressed like a Dominatrix would act like one.

“Cecilia, I know that she is your lady friend from the shop but she needs to be taught a lesson.  Look at her--she obviously came here to flirt with you.  I think we should give her what she wants.”

With that I was completely taken by surprise as Kristen put her hand on the front of my dress and with one quick motion ripped the sheer fabric right off my body.  I stood dazed for a moment in my underwear as Kristen tossed the remnants of the garment aside.

“Why look Cecilia, she is here to flirt!  Look at her lacy black bra, those black panties, and her matching garter holding up those stockings.  Not to mention those heels—just like those usually seen only on only the finest of harlots!  Now who is dressed like a whore?”


CHAPTER 8.  Cat Fight

What happened next wasn’t very lady-like but I couldn’t resist.  Her insults were far more than anything I was going to take from any slutty woman.

So I gave Kristen a shove.  It wasn’t until she pushed me back and I wobbled on my heels that I realized how tipsy I really was and how much of a mistake I had actually made.  I was certainly no match for the vision of a Dominatrix who quickly had me pinned down.

I definitely wasn’t ready for what happened next though I suppose I should have been.  While I flailed helplessly calling her every obscene word I could think of she systematically stripped me completely naked.  Finally I found myself face down on the floor with my hands secured behind my back tied there by my own garter belt.  She sat on top of me pinning me to the floor.

“You bitch!  Let me go!”

I couldn’t see her but I could hear her behind me laughing at my predicament.

“I see Miss Sadie needs something in her mouth Cecilia dear. Her mouth is just begging us for attention.  Maybe we should satisfy her!”

With that she helped me to my feet.  With my hands secured I struggled to stand and could only follow when they took me to a bedroom where Kristen instructed Cecilia to take her own panties off and raise her dress.

Cecilia sat on the bed then Kristen forced me to kneel in front of the sissy maid.

“You bitch!  Let me go right now!  You are a fucking whore…”

That was all of the protest I was able to make.

Just then she pushed me forward and I took Cecilia’s little male clit right inside my mouth.  The Dominatrix bitch!  She wanted me to suck cock—there was no way on earth that I was going to allow that to happen.  I had never done that before and I wasn’t about to start now.  If only I could free myself!

Unable to speak with the erect organ in my mouth I simply stopped talking and stopped moving.

Now I heard Cecilia speak.

“Why Miss Sadie, I do think that I have you right where I want you,” she squeaked in her familiar feminine voice.  “I do hope you will put that tongue of yours to suitable use.”

I wanted to claw at the sissy but my hands were restrained.  It was useless to talk.  My head was held in place by the firm hand of the victorious woman.  I was defeated and I was at the mercy of a three timing sissy with her accomplice.

Now I heard Kristen from behind me.

“I think that our slut needs a dose of encouragement. She is far too unwilling.  Let me see what I can do with her.”

A few moments passed before I felt a stinging slap to my buttocks.

“Since she is so reluctant I think I’ll just give our slut a taste of encouragement with my hair brush.  I’m sure she will come to her senses for me.”

There was another smack followed by another as my flesh began to burn.  Then there was a pause before she slipped her fingers between my legs over my womanhood and gently stroked me from behind.

“She is wet for you Cecilia, she won’t need much more.”

I felt another spank followed by gentle fondling.  I know that I had too far much to drink and I use that for my excuse for what I did next.  It had been so long since I was satisfied and I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

Shamefully I started to lick and suck her sissy cock like I was a horny school girl on her first date.

“Oh there she goes, our whore has the right idea!  The whore does seem to like her titillation.  Perhaps she should have a bit more.”

Kristen flicked her fingers over my clitoris—more than enough encouragement for me to continue lapping away but just enough to titillate me and no more than that.

I floated off into a wonderful place that only a woman could know.  I felt delightfully aroused while I continued to service Cecilia in exchange for the gentle teasing that Kristen provided.

I was still off in another dreamy world when I was brought back to reality by another smack of her hairbrush on my behind.  In my mouth I could feel the lewd member pulsing against my tongue.

For a moment I thought this must be what it feels like to service a woman.  Her tiny cock was more like a clit so actually there was little difference between Cecilia and a real woman in my mind.  What a picture this was—Cecilia had her dress raised and I was between her nylon stocking clad legs orally servicing her. 

With another smack on my bottom for inspiration I continued sucking away like a well-trained harlot.  It wasn’t like I wanted to bring her to orgasm I just couldn’t help myself.  I knew that restrained like I was and with the erotic enticement Kristen provided I had no choice or willpower to resist.

Cecilia started breathing heavily before she stiffened up and in a climatic eruption pumped a full load of warm semen into my eagerly waiting mouth.  I took pleasure in her girlish whimper when she surged in ecstasy.

It was the first time I had tasted semen.  My initial reaction was shame--then I wanted to spit it back out.  But Kristen held me in place while Cecilia emptied every last ounce of her lust into me before she laid back in exhaustion.  Kristen broke the silence.

“I’m not letting you up dear until you swallow every drop like a well-behaved harlot.”

I felt her hand against the back of my head.

I obediently complied with her orders even though I felt like I had carried out a distasteful act.  I had performed a submissive womanly duty by surrendering to the orders of a dominant woman.  I felt humiliation but a warm glow too.  If only she would continue to stroke my womanhood!

But it was not to be.  Instead she had me get up while Cecilia still lay on the bed with her dress up.  Kristen had me slip back into my heels before I was led back to the front room with my hands still restrained behind me.

I was horrified when I realized what was happening as she led me over to the front door.  I was too stunned to say a word when she opened the door and pushed me out into the darkness.  There she gave me a smack with her hand on my bottom.

“Good luck whore, have a nice evening!”

The door closed behind me and I was left standing alone in the moonlight wearing just my heels.


CHAPTER 9.  White Knight

I couldn’t believe what she had done to me.  I stood dazed for a moment bathed with moonlight before deciding to quickly run to my car.  Thank goodness it was dark and nobody was in sight.

I hadn’t locked the car door so I was able to get it open even with my hands tied behind me and thankfully I was able to slip inside.  Just when I sat down in the driver’s seat I realized that with my hands restrained behind me I couldn’t reach the door to close it.  My car keys were inside my purse which was safely inside Cecilia’s apartment.   Now I sat illuminated by my dome light inside of my car with my door wide open.

As humiliating as the events had been I found myself strangely aroused at everything that had happened.  I had never before been naked outside in the moonlight and it was surprisingly exciting.  I didn’t have more than a moment to ponder my fate.

At that instant a car drove slowly into the parking lot.  It made a beeline straight to my car where I was sitting naked with the dome light brightly shining on my plight.  All sorts of frightening thoughts went through my mind.

Please, please, I thought, let the driver be a woman!  A woman might understand my situation.  A man certainly wouldn’t.  It was not to be.  A most handsome man in a three piece suit stepped out of his car and slowly approached me.

I never gave thought about what such a decent looking man was doing out at that late hour of the evening.  I was a damsel in distress and he appeared at the right moment with the look of a knight in shining armor.  He walked right up to my car then he broadly grinned as he took in my nakedness.

“Looks like you could use a hand ma’am”.

I was so relieved he wasn’t going to rape me right there.  I gazed into those blue eyes and forgot for just a moment the situation that I was in.

“Don’t just stand there--help me out!”

He assisted me out of the car and I stood up.  He took his coat off and put it over my shoulders.   The garment helped keep out the chill of the night but did nothing to cover my private areas.  Now he was looking me up and down.

“I wonder what such a fine lady might do to earn her freedom.”

Obviously he was content to let me stand there with my hands tied behind me while he took in the view.  I was tipsy, exhausted, humiliated, and at that point I was willing to do whatever it took to gain my freedom and get myself back home.

Then he averted his gaze from my nakedness and looked me straight in the eye.  I seductively smiled back at him.  Before I knew it I was on my way to his car—with my hands still secured behind my back.

I just couldn’t help myself— I had been teased unmercifully and I was so hot for him at first sight.  Actually I don’t suppose that those drinks I had were helping my judgment much either.  I needed relief and this stud looked as capable of providing it as anyone.

He told me that his name was Oliver Blazemore and that his friends just called him Lord Blazemore.  No ego there I thought!

We pulled right into the garage at his home and when the door closed behind us I immediately started having second thoughts.  It was too late though.  When he went over to the car and opened the door for me I found myself strangely obedient to my Good Samaritan.

With my hands still bound behind me he led me inside to a bedroom with a magnificent four-poster bed.  A girl can easily be swept away when she is yearning and I was certainly in the mood to be carried away.

I sat on the bed and he playfully secured my ankles to two of the posts using leather cuffs and bungee cords before untying my wrists.  I made no effort to resist while he likewise secured my wrists to the other two posts.

Now I was helplessly tied spread-eagled and naked in the home of a stranger.  I couldn’t believe what I had allowed him to do but at the same time I was excited at the prospect of a shuddering orgasm to complete my unusual evening.

He stood at the foot of the bed just looking at me.  I wanted to see him naked in front of me but he made no effort to remove his clothes, instead just taking in my situation with a leering eye.

“Well don’t just stand there--what does a girl have to do to get fucked around here?”

“Dear, what makes you think that you are going to be fucked?  You flatter yourself.  I just wanted to see how submissive you were and I have to say that you passed the test quite nicely.”

Now I was confused.  What kind of guy passes up an opportunity like that?

“I’ll bet you have a tiny little cock—not nearly enough to satisfy a girl like me.”

Now I was thinking I could humiliate him into taking action.

“What’s the matter, don’t you like girls?  I should have known that you were gay.”

That seemed to strike a chord.  Now he moved on to the bed.

“I’ll bet…”

He closed his mouth over mine and his tongue probed me deep inside.  It was welcome relief for a girl who had been teased so much that evening.  With a kiss like that I was his to take if only I could entice him.  I would have used my arms and legs to bring him closer but my restraints held me firmly.

After he pulled away the room turned dark when he placed a blindfold over my eyes.  I started to protest but something leather was shoved into my mouth.  Now I was silenced and could not see what Lord Blazemore had in store for me.


CHAPTER 10.  Lady Blazemore

I thought I could hear another person.  I listened carefully.  Then there was a woman’s voice talking with Lord Blazemore.

“I thought that she would be perfect.  I like her.  Do you like her too?”

Lord Blazemore answered.

“I don’t know.  I like most everything about her but she still seems kind of feisty to me.”

“Darling, look she couldn’t be more excited.  She is actually wet even with what little we’ve already done!”

I felt a womanly finger inserted into my vagina.  To my embarrassment the woman was right about my condition.  I moaned beneath my gag at her feminine touch.

“See our tart is ripe and ready.  She’ll give us no problems.”

With that I thought that I heard them leave the room.  There I was alone, spread eagled and unable to see or speak.  I felt like such a slut with my legs held wide apart.  The thought of how I had been subdued excited me even more.

Finally I had to try and gratify myself so I attempted to gain a certain amount of relief by slowly flexing my hips in a most lewd manner.

Then I heard them both laughing.

“See she is trying to satisfy herself!  She can hardly contain her lust.  I told you she would be perfect!”

Her pronouncement made me blush.  Apparently they had not left and instead had been watching me all the while.

The woman spoke again.

“Honey, get my camera so we can take a few pictures.  They will come in handy later.”

Oh my gosh, they were going to take pictures of me tied up like this?  I squirmed trying to free myself.  Then she actually encouraged me to try to get away.

“That’s lovely girl.  Try to escape.  It makes for sexier photos.  Don’t worry, you’ll be proud of them when you see them out on the Internet.”

I moaned beneath my gag as I heard the camera clicking away.  How humiliating--my most private and intimate features out on the Internet for the whole world to see!  I had never felt so humiliated in my life—or so strangely aroused at the thought.

The photo session seemed to go on forever.  Lord Blazemore started giving me instructions—“Turn your head to the side, lift those hips”—while I heard his camera clicking away.  I followed his instructions like a helpless school girl.  By then I was so hot I would do anything for him.

The woman spoke again.

“I think that she needs a slave collar.  You know--the black one that says “Submissive” in front.”

There was a pause as my head was gently lifted and I felt leather on my neck and a snap in back.  So many pictures were taken I lost count as every inch of my body was shamelessly recorded for their use in whatever scheme that they had planned.

All of the struggling and positioning left me exhausted.  Finally I just lay on the bed defeated by this superior pair of sadistic tormentors.

“I think we should give her a souvenir of her audition, don’t you dear?”

There was a fiendish laugh from the haughty woman.

I wondered how they could possibly humiliate me more than they already had.  I didn’t have to wait too long for my answer.

I heard a buzzing sound and felt a sensation near my womanhood.  At first I thought that it was a vibrator and that they were finally going to let me have an orgasm.  Oh how blissful that would be!

Then I realized what was happening—this woman was shaving my pubic area!  I let out a moan and tried to move away but of course fully restrained it was of no use.

Soon I could feel the feminine hand gently rubbing lotion into my freshly shaved skin.  I couldn’t help myself and I arched up to meet her touch.

“Look at her!  She is a natural.  Even with all of this humiliation she is still aroused!  I think we have our girl right here.  What do you think?”

Her hand continued to slowly stroke my intimates as Lord Blazemore spoke.

“I can see by her nipples that she responds nicely to both teasing and denial.”

Suddenly I was aware of my breasts.  As if to bring attention to them her feminine hand rubbed a generous portion of lotion on my nipples and I let out another lusty moan.

“But that is only half of the test.  We need to know how she takes to the paddle.”

Did I hear right?  The paddle?  They wouldn’t!  They couldn’t!  A grown woman should never be treated that way.  I simply would not allow it!

Now the woman continued.

“There is no sense in waiting.  I’ll summon the maid and have her bring my paddle.  I’ll break her in and you can see for yourself.”

Those lovely attentions to my eager nipples stopped and I moaned again while raising my hips.  Darn them!  Then I heard a tiny bell ring.

“Be a dear and bring my paddle.”

“Yes my Lady Blazemore.”

Lady Blazemore?  He was married!  How could that be?  I didn’t have time to think any further.  I felt the two of them freeing my ankles and then my wrists.  I wanted to run but they each held a wrist firmly as I rose from the bed.  Not only that I was still blindfolded and gagged.  How could I possibly get away from two of them?

I didn’t realize how much effort I had expended as I found I was unsteady on my feet.  I suppose all of that wine wasn’t helping me much either.  I heard a click and realized that a chain was affixed to my collar--I was being led along by a gentle tug on my neck.

I was more worried about losing my balance and falling than I was about the fate that awaited me at the end of the walk.  I heard what must have been a sliding door open up and I could feel a gentle breeze on my body.

Oh my gosh they were taking me outside!  My next thought was that I didn’t know how much time had passed—certainly it was light outside by now.

I have to admit that on the drive over I had been too self-conscience to observe where we went or the appearance of the home.  Besides it had been too dark outside when I arrived to see much of the home anyway so at this point I was worried if any neighbors could see me.

I had seen enough of everything as we drove up to know it was larger than a modest home since it appeared big but not overly extravagant.  Still I had no idea how close the neighbors were.  I did know that now I was standing outside naked being led with a collar and a chain!  Who would be able to see me like that?  I had no idea.

I could hear the click of at least two pairs of heels on concrete.  I surmised that the three of us and the maid were walking down a concrete path.  They assisted me while I took a couple of steps up.  Now I heard Lord Blazemore.

“I do like using the Gazebo to teach the help lessons dear.  It does seem to add to the moment.”

Help?  I wasn’t help.  Then in one quick motion I was taken over the knee of a woman.  I knew it was a woman because I could feel her skirt and stockings on my thighs.  I was in such a helpless position—one I would never have imagined being put into as an adult.  Like a little girl being taught a lesson I was helpless to resist whatever punishment Lady Blazemore had in mind.


CHAPTER 11.  Hopelessly Submissive

I hardly had time to ponder my situation when there was a light tap on my bottom followed by a bit of a mild stinging sensation.  I was relieved that this wasn’t going to be so bad after all.  A few seconds later there was a second tap then another.

At the time I didn’t have any idea what Lady Blazemore was doing to me.  Since then I have learned how cunning that approach to administering a paddling can be.  By starting slowly and working to a fevered pitch the subject can tolerate much more of a discipline session than could otherwise be accomplished.  Those first taps were just gentle warm ups for the main thrashing that was soon to follow.

I was so absorbed in my thoughts that I didn’t attempt to escape.  Blindfolded and gagged I couldn’t have done much to free myself anyway.  I only wanted to survive the ordeal without making my captors angry.

As the taps continued and slowly increased in intensity I barely noticed the lusty effect my warm bottom and the reflex of my hips moving to the ministrations had on me.

“See, she responds well to the paddle.”

Smack.

“She makes no effort to escape.”

Smack, smack.

Oh, how I wanted to escape but I didn’t have the will.  The lewd dressing-down was arousing to me and I wanted to curse them for it.  But I also wanted the most intense orgasm I had ever enjoyed and I wasn’t going to let my pride keep me from it.

Smack.

I ground my hips into the lap of the haughty vixen as best as I could.

Smack.

“Release those inhibitions dear.”

Smack.

“Enjoy this dear.  Show me how much you love being humiliated.  When I put you to work for us you will experience the feeling often.”

Smack, smack, smack, smack.

The spanking increased in intensity and frequency.  I humped the lap to the tune of the paddle like a harlot in heat until I came in a blissful climax that made me scream beneath the gag that barely muffled the animal sound.

I slumped over the knee of Lady Blazemore with my heated bottom still raised.  I was totally spent as I basked in the glow of the orgasm that had been so skillfully applied.  I felt shame that a humiliating paddling could do that to me.  I knew that no male organ could ever possibly have taken me to the heights that I had just experienced. It was sheer heavenly delight. 

My moment was broken by the sound of Lord Blazemore.

“Bravo dear that was skillfully done.  You are right, she is perfect”.

Lady Blazemore spoke next.

“We are done here today.  Have the maid dress her and then you will see her home.”

A few minutes later I was standing up, still blindfolded and gagged.  My bottom felt hot but when I tried to rub the sensation away I was ordered not to touch myself there and I meekly obeyed.  The sting of the spanking stayed as a shameful reminder of my capitulation.

I could hear Lady Blazemore talking to her maid as the servant slipped off my heels and helped me step into a pair of panties.

The maid was taking great care to handle me gently in contrast to the discipline session that I had just been put through.  I enjoyed the loving touch of a thoughtful maid.  What a delightful change after all I had just experienced.  The maid carefully clipped me into a bra.

I relished the attention of being dressed even though I still wore the blindfold, gag and collar.  When the maid zipped up the back of my dress I felt exquisite.  After all, I had arrived naked and apparently I was going to leave fully clothed and blissfully satisfied.  What more could a girl want?

I stepped back into my heels and I was ready to go.  I was led by the leash back into the house.  I was still silenced and wearing the blindfold when Lord Blazemore put me into his car and dropped the leash in my lap.  I enjoyed the afterglow of the events as we silently drove together.

The car stopped and I heard Lord Blazemore speak.

“Well dear I know you’ve enjoyed your blindfold and gag but it is time for you to take them off.”

I heard a chuckle.  My hands had been free but I hadn’t thought about removing the leather that had left me helpless.  I quickly unbuckled the gag and then removed the blindfold.

The sun was just breaking into the sky.  It was dawn and I had spent the entire night being taunted and teased by the sadistic couple.  Deep inside I hated to see the night end.

We were parked back next to my car where the adventure had begun the previous evening.  When I looked down I was surprised to find myself dressed in a maid uniform that was not dissimilar to the attire that we used at the salon.  The dress was very short giving Lord Blazemore a generous view of my legs.  He spoke before I could say a word.

“I expect you to be wearing that same outfit at precisely 6:00 pm when I pick you up at your home.  If you are not standing outside at the curb in your uniform waiting for me then I will never see you again.  Do you understand?”

I was so overcome with shame and embarrassment that I couldn’t bring myself to speak.  I sheepishly nodded my head yes.

With that I was left standing next to my car as he drove away.  When I looked inside my car my purse was on the seat and my keys were in the ignition.  I didn’t have a clue as to how they found their way there.


CHAPTER 12.  Teased and Denied

Thankfully we had no appointments at the salon that day so I decided to stay home.  I spent most of the day sleeping but awoke well before 6:00 pm so I had plenty of time to decide what I should do next.

Part of me wanted to see much more of Lady and Lord Blazemore.  I imagined myself on my back with Lord Blazemore skillfully plunging himself deep inside me while I moaned in ecstasy.

Another part of me felt so humiliated that I never wanted to see either of them again.  I remembered the shame of being taken over Lady Blazemore’s knee and I never wanted to experience that degradation again.

My bottom still stung from her discipline session.  But I am embarrassed to admit that the whole event had been extremely erotic to me and I felt that there was no disgrace in wanting more of the heavenly pleasure that I had received.

As mid-afternoon approached I found myself dressing in the maid uniform I had been given and taking care to look my very best.  The uniform was a cute black number that revealed way too much cleavage and far too much leg.

The push up bra they had given me made the plunging neckline work even though I felt like a girl for hire wearing it.  I had always been proud of my legs—I thought that they looked great in heels—but I had never dared to show as much leg as this uniform required.  Normally I would feel awkward and self-conscious in such an obviously provocative dress but today I was willing to be daring.

Well before the appointed time I was standing curbside in the skimpy attire waiting for my ride.  I wasn’t sure why but I didn’t want to be late.  I waited obediently until well past the appointed time when Lord Blazemore finally drove up in his car.  He looked at me through the car window and smiled.

When I opened the door I found that the collar, blindfold and gag were on the seat.  I picked them up to sit down as my escort looked at me.

“Well girl, you have to put them on before we go anywhere.  What are you waiting for?”

I quickly clipped the collar on, and the gag and blindfold followed.  The car started to move and again we sat in silence for the trip.

As we drove I couldn’t help but think that something was wrong with this picture.  I had always thought of myself as an authoritative woman in control of my own life.  Now I was surrendering myself to a total stranger that I had really just met.

Of course it helped that he was a woman’s dream come true—if I was ever going to swoon at the sight of a male it would be at the sight of Lord Blazemore.  I was sure that I would never see a finer specimen of manliness than the absolute gentleman who was driving me to his home.

What was there not to like about him?  Full lips and dreamy eyes with firm handsome muscles.  He was enough to make a grown woman blush in her arousal and drop any pretense that she might have in her modesty.

After the car stopped and I heard the garage door close I was led inside the house by a lead attached to my collar.  Today there would be no resistance or attempt to escape.  I was lustily excited by the thought of what indecent acts might be waiting for me.  I can’t explain the excitement that I felt as I was tugged along behind Lord Blazemore like a willing harlot.

What was he going to do to me next?  My suspense was highly erotic.  It was downright indecent for a woman to have such thoughts but I could hardly wait to be slavishly probed and teased again.

Secretly I hoped that Lord Blazemore would lose control of himself and have his way with me.  That would make for a perfect evening of bliss.

In my excitement I had forgotten about Lady Blazemore and it was her voice that brought me back to reality.  I was told to stand at attention and I could feel the transfer of my leash to her as she gave it a tug before she spoke.

“Well I see that you have returned to us.  Did our new recruit enjoy her first visit?”

She gave a knowing chuckle.  I felt my face flush with guilt.  It was too late to change my mind now—at this point I could only stand silently and accept my fate.

As she spoke I could feel leather cuffs being secured on my ankles.  I had never engaged in bondage games before and already I was beginning to love the scent of leather.

It was a strong scent that made me feel intoxicated in its firm control.  The cuffs were my delightful introduction to a submissive life and I willingly accepted them.  I was a conquest to be restrained for use by my captives.

I recognized the perfume of the maid who had assisted me the prior day.  Again she was respectfully careful as she fastened the cuffs.

“Well girl, I know you can’t speak but you had better nod your head when I ask you a question.  So I’ll ask just one more time.  Did you enjoy your first visit?”

I came back to reality just in time to hear her voice and to shamefully nod my head “yes”.

“I thought as much.  You were far too compliant to answer differently.  So now you are ours.“

Now the maid had secured cuffs to my wrists and had drawn my wrists together behind me.  I could hear a click and my hands were held in place helplessly behind me.

“Very well we might as well get on with your training then.  You are here to receive a special honor that is only accorded to a select few.  You will be trained to become a submissive maid servant in the employ of Lady Blazemore.  I have a rather modest home here in the suburbs but it requires constant care.  I’m sure that you will tend to all of our other needs as well.”

The words slowly crept into my consciousness.  Trained as a maid?  I wasn’t here for that.  I was aroused and excited—I wanted more of the sensual treatment that had been provided before by Lord Blazemore.

What I wanted was to melt into him and pull him inside of me.  In my mind I could still see him thrusting deep within me until I moaned in total ecstasy.  I was here for sex, not for housekeeping duties!

No I wouldn’t become a maid for this hussy under any circumstances.  I started to protest but of course I couldn’t speak with the leather gag filling my mouth.  I struggled to free my hands but they were locked together behind me.

Now the woman taunted me.

“I see you haven’t come to grips with your position.  That’s helpful; it will be that much more fun to teach you how to submit to your desire to serve.  Don’t worry we’ll bring out your submissive nature dear.”

I felt a tug on my leash and secured as I was I had no choice but to follow as I was led by the arrogant hussy.  I would get her for this—I vowed that one day I would make her pay.

Lady Blazemore casually talked to the maid while I was led along.  I imagined that we must have entered the same bedroom again as I was ordered to sit on the bed.

I was no match for the two of them as my panties were removed and I was once again secured spread-eagled on my back.  Only this time as far as I could tell Lord Blazemore was not present, just the two brazen women who were now in charge of my fate.

I felt my dress being lifted and I knew that with my panties removed I was totally exposed.  There had been a purpose to the garter and stocking ensemble that I had been provided on my last visit—to leave me totally accessible to their intentions.

“Listen carefully girl.”

At first I thought she was talking to me but then I realized that she was addressing the maid.

“You are to touch this whore with just your tongue.  You will provide her with as much arousal as possible—but if you make her come you will be paddled like never before.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“As for you dear, if you orgasm even one time you will experience a paddling that will make your little fling outside last night seem like a prom dance.  Do you understand?”

My bottom was still a bit sore from the discipline I had received at the gazebo.  I shook my head yes.

“I’ll be right here watching.  You may begin.”

I felt a tiny flick of a tongue on my inner thigh.  A wisp of a breath at my clitoris.  A delicate touch tracing my womanhood.  Another flick on my other thigh.  A nibble on my ear followed by a gentle kiss on the thigh.  I let out a moan.

I couldn’t imagine succumbing to the wiles of another woman.  Yet here I was at the mercy of a maid with my seduction being supervised by a high and mighty Mistress of the manor.  It was both humiliating and exciting.  I felt shameful of my reaction but I enjoyed it nonetheless.

My will continued to fade with her tempting delights.  A slow tease on my eager lips.  A long kiss to my rosebud.  A deep penetration with her tongue.  I didn’t care what the consequences would be.  I was ready to have the orgasm of my life.  Then the attentions stopped.

As my breathing returned to normal I felt a soft kiss on my inner thigh followed by a flick of a tongue gently tracing my clitoris.


CHAPTER 13.  Strength Of Will

I never realized that a woman could be brought to such an erotic high.  The anonymous maid certainly knew what she was doing.  She mercilessly whipsawed me back and forth between heavenly bliss and frustrating neglect.  I would have begged her to take me to ecstasy if only I wasn’t gagged.  I would have masturbated myself but with my hands restrained I could do no such thing.

The hussy in charge laughed at my predicament as I raised my hips and tried to hump the air to no avail.  I have no idea how much time lapsed while I was worked into an exhaustive aroused frenzy with just the soft touch of a supple tongue.

Finally the maid was ordered to stop and I lay in servile fatigue waiting for whatever the female tormentors had in mind next.  I barely had time to compose myself when Lady Blazemore spoke.

“Have you succumbed to your desire yet my dear?  As you can see you will perform for me like a well-trained harlot without question.  I dare say that you have no will left at all.  You’ll be a perfect servant, a perfect maid.  You’ll see.”

I wanted to scream but I knew that there was no use.  I felt a finger inserted inside of my love nest and I arched up as much as I could.

“There, see how willing you are to my touch?  If you agree to serve as my maid I will have you brought to orgasm right now.  Otherwise I think you will need more treatment.”

I eagerly shook my head yes.

Now she was nonchalant as she gently worked my clitoris with her fingertips.  I raised my hips again to meet her prodding.

“Now bitch you will orgasm for me like a skilled whore.  I will count down from ten and if you haven’t come by then you will be paddled like an errant school girl.”

She squeezed my clitoris with one hand and inserted a couple of fingers with the other.  I followed with a lewd motion to increase the sensation.

“Ten, nine…”

Now I was wildly thrusting my hips as much as I could.  She continued to trace a circle close to my rosebud and then she began to casually caress it.  At the same time her other fingers fondled me deep inside.

“Eight, seven…”

She pulled her fingers out and I moaned beneath my gag.

I felt a touch at the tip of my genital lips and I arched as much as I could as a dildo slowly penetrated and filled my inside.  I wanted all of it as far as it would go.  I could have screamed in sinful bliss.

“Six, five…”

I heard a switch click and the dildo began to wildly vibrate as I burst into voluptuous pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced in my life.

My heart pounded in my head and I could barely hear her dispassionate voice as she snapped off the vibrator and waves of ecstasy flowed through my body in contented gratification.

“I guess I didn’t need to get to four.  Well done bitch.”

Now she was talking to the maid.

“Get her ready to go home.”

I was still breathing hard as the maid unclipped my wrists and ankles from the bed posts.  I was far too exhausted to do much of anything as the maid carefully slipped my panties back on me.


CHAPTER 14.  Bimbos On Stilts

The next day I was back to work—and it was time to deal with Cecilia.  As much as I had enjoyed my romp with Lord and Lady Blazemore the whole sequence had started as a result of Cecilia and her “sister” who I still presumed was her girlfriend.

I arrived at the salon early and pondered her fate—I knew that she needed to be taught a lesson for allowing me to be put out into the night naked.  How dare her!

I decided not to fire Cecilia.  After all, a proficient massage therapist is difficult to find.  If I fired her I would have to explain to Mattie the reasons why—and frankly I was too embarrassed to share what had happened and the subsequent experience with Lord Blazemore even with my best friend.

Instead I decided that I would be devious—there were other ways to get back at her besides firing her.  I would simply assign her to all of the most tedious duties that there were in our shop.

I think that Cecilia was surprised that I didn’t fire her but at the same time she understood the purpose behind her new responsibilities in the shop.  She didn’t dare complain.

Her new duties included cleaning up behind Mattie and me whenever we had customers.  She was now to clean the restrooms daily.  Nothing puts a girl in her place better than sanitizing toilets and scrubbing powder room floors on her hands and knees.

She also was to vacuum the carpets throughout the shop between customers.  If she was not working with a client she was to be busy dusting and straightening the shop.

These were all tasks that our janitorial company had been performing but now they were a big part of her job description.  She was dressed as a maid so why not make her work like one?

Perhaps I was too cruel with Cecilia—but the power surge I felt bossing her about seemed to offset the humiliation that I had suffered at the amusement of Lady and Lord Blazemore.  To be honest I was totally unmerciful with Cecilia—I put her through her paces cleaning up the salon as though she was a common cleaning maid.

I took great pleasure in standing over her as she knelt down and carefully cleaned the washroom floor.  As she finished tasks I went behind her and inspected every inch of her work.  I was determined that she would pay dearly for what she had done to me.

Mattie was clearly amazed that I could be so hard on our new help.  I smiled because not only did I enjoy the power trip of ordering the sissy all over the place but I knew that she needed the work and couldn’t help but obey me.  Besides she looked cute in her maid uniform doing domestic duties.  She was such a wimpy sissy that she never once complained.

Over the next few weeks I continued to have Cecilia give me those wonderful massages.  They served as tantalizing foreplay before I was picked up by Lord Blazemore and taken to his home for “treatment” by his merciless maid and sadistic wife.

I have to admit to becoming somewhat addicted to the intense sexual activity.  First I would receive a gentle massage at the shop, followed by a rendezvous with Lord Blazemore.  Next came delightful oral teasing and finally a shuddering orgasm.  Is there a woman who could resist such charming attention?  I think not!

After just a few weeks I grew weary of changing from the salon uniform over to the uniform provided by Lord Blazemore.  I decided to simplify things by changing our salon uniform to the same one required by Lord Blazemore.

The new maid uniforms were a bit different than those that we had previously worn in the salon.  Our original maid uniforms were far more modest.  These were less working uniforms and more of a flirty feminine delight of soft satin trimmed in lace frills at the bustline, hemline and the sleeves.

The new look featured a lower cut figure hugging bodice that accentuated our breasts while the short full skirt trimmed in lace at the hem displayed a naughty full view of our legs while showing a glimpse of the matching petticoat underneath. 

We still wore black garters but these were laced with a fringe that matched the petticoat.  Lord Blazemore had selected back-seamed stockings for me which fit right into our “back seam girls” theme very well.  I thought his choice was a fine display of his first-rate taste.

As if all of that weren’t racy enough we wore a lacy white push up bra that would show from beneath the bodice with every move and white rumba panties that sinfully peeked out added to the tarty feel of the outfit.

Our legs were displayed in heels-- six inch stilettos that we literally teetered on—adorned with a dainty flower adornment.  We looked and felt hot so our painful heels seemed a small price to pay to appear enticing--even if it was difficult to work all day at the shop in the stylish heels.

We were topped off with a lacy maid cap that made for a sexy look.  A frilly white apron tied in a large bow left no mistake that we were submissive prissy maids at the service of every customer.

The attire was sinfully provocative leaving little question as to the intent of the girl wearing it.  Looking back at how we appeared I have to admit that we couldn’t possibly have presented ourselves as more docile effeminate creatures yearning for sexual attention.

While I can’t imagine most self-respecting women appearing in such obviously submissive attire the look was absolutely perfect for us.  We were simply adorable and I have no regrets.

Cecilia wore the uniform without a single word of disapproval.  The attire was so ultra-feminine it seemed to compliment her sissy disposition perfectly.  As I watched her flounce from one place to another in the shop in her lacy outfit I thought of her as just one of our female employees—not a single ounce of masculinity was left in her.

Stripping Cecilia of what little manhood she had seemed like just punishment.  Now she was destined to be a mere sissy maid at my beck and call.  Her attire proved her admission of my superior authority—it served as permanent penance for her thoughtless action.

At first Mattie was flabbergasted at the dramatic changes I had made.  She pointed out that while we always had appeared rather sexy in these new outfits we were downright slutty.

She called the look “Bimbos on stilts.”  She continued to protest and complain until a much unexpected development.  They were a big hit--our customers loved our new look!

As immodest as the outfits were—I admit that they literally screamed slut--every single customer who came in commented how charming we looked and how special that made them feel to be served by such lovely maids.  They all mentioned how dainty and feminine we appeared.

In a rather ironic twist the very best compliments seemed to be reserved for Cecilia.  The customers thought she looked so delightfully demure that “She should have no trouble at all landing that boy of her dreams.”  Mattie and I both suppressed a giggle at that well intended flattery.

So in spite of the protests from Mattie the outfits stayed.  Finally joining in the fun Mattie found us all the most adorable earrings-- large gaudy gold hoops that just screamed tart.  All of us wore the matching sets that dangled nearly to our shoulders.

Cecilia made no attempt to protest—perhaps she knew better than to challenge me.  She was such a pansy!  I couldn’t believe that males could come in such a docile model.  She was a Dominatrix dream come true—a naïve prissy sissy agreeing to do my every bidding.  I always felt a tingle go through my body every time I thought about it.

I was enjoying myself as much as a respectable lady acting naughty for the first time could.  At the time I didn’t realize the complexity of what was going on around me but it was about to be explained to me.

It had been a typical day at the salon.  We had just finished up with our morning customer and I was talking with Mattie when Cecilia approached us.

“Miss Sadie, we have a customer waiting for a massage and she has insisted that she wants you to provide it.”

It was not all that unusual.  I had given massages before we had hired Cecilia and many of our clients still played favorites.  Occasionally they would request me for their massage and I was happy to provide the service.  After all, the customer is always right.

I did not however expect to see the customer that I found when I opened the door to the massage therapy room.  To my shock there stood the woman that I had seen Cecilia with on the night I had been cast out naked into the darkness.

I stared in disbelief at the woman.  I couldn’t believe she could be so bold as to come right to the salon.  The nerve of her!

She was wearing attire similar to what I had seen her in before—a tight short leather skirt, black heeled boots, and this time a white see thru blouse.  She looked dreadfully confident looking me straight in the eye.

Even in the dim light of the massage therapy room she still looked strikingly attractive.  Her strict attire combined with her flowing black hair seemed to help to state the obvious—that his was a very authoritative woman.

I opened my mouth but no words came out.

“We meet again Miss Sadie.  What a lovely shop you have.”

Her voice had a familiar ring to it but I couldn’t quite place her.

“Such lovely taste in uniforms you have--very feminine.  I think you look simply divine.”

I didn’t know what to say.  I wanted to claw at her but she was in my shop as a paying customer.  What was I to do?

“I thought I would stop by and have you give me a massage.  I was in the mood.  Oh I guess we haven’t been formally introduced.  My name is Kristen.”

She held out her hand and without thinking I shook it.  Then I decided to give her a piece of my mind.

“Well Kristen I…”

She interrupted me.

“Kristen Blazemore.  You may call me Lady Blazemore.  Yes dear, that Lady Blazemore.”

My mouth stopped open in mid-sentence gaping like a child about to be put into her place by her mother.  You could have knocked me over with a feather.


CHAPTER 15.  Thank You My Lady

I was caught by surprise--totally off guard.  I certainly was not expecting anything like this.  I had spent quite a bit of time with Lady Blazemore but I had always been blindfolded in her presence and had never been allowed to actually see her.

My head was spinning with the realization of what had gone on.  I had always thought that it was completely coincidental that I had met Lord Blazemore that night outside of Cecilia’s apartment.  Now I realized that it was no mere chance at all—it had been orchestrated by the very woman who now stood brazenly before me.

“Well dear, aren’t you going to undress me?”

She had the familiar condescending tone that I now fully recognized as the woman who had been taunting me every evening at Lord Blazemore’s home.  She was authoritative, sure of herself and far too sure of my response.

I couldn’t help myself—I had to obey her.  Obediently I undressed her, slipped her into silk panties and a bra and had her lay on the massage table.  I then proceeded to give her the very best massage that I had ever given.  I worked on her for several hours—afraid to stop until I was instructed by her to do so.

She made no sounds while I worked, she simply basked in the moment of having me pamper her like the hired servant that I was.  I didn’t know what to say so I simply concentrated on giving her pleasure by relaxing her muscles the very best that I could.

She finally ordered that she had enough and then she commanded me to help her back into her attire.  I meekly complied.

Now I felt so inferior in my maid uniform as she stood confidently in front of me in her leather.  

“Let me get down to business maid Sadie.  I’ve seen you look at my husband.  You should know that you will never have him.  You are to be in our employ as our submissive maid servant.

You will wait on us and you will provide pleasure but you will never receive fulfillment from my husband.  If I find that you have done so you will be punished.”

It never occurred to me until that moment that I had been put through a sort of submissive conditioning treatment.  I had learned to associate my total capitulation with sexual gratification.  In the home of Lady Blazemore both of these things had always gone hand in hand.

In other words if humiliation always resulted in gratification then of course I would learn to crave humiliation—if not consciously then certainly subconsciously.  She seemed to read my mind when she continued.

“I imagine that by now that you are quite addicted to the sexual pleasure that has been provided for you.  If you have any hope of continuing the lovely sensations that my maid has been administering to you then you will maintain strict obedience.  Do you understand?”

“Yes I…”

“You will always address me as Lady or as Lady Blazemore.  Do you understand?”

“Yes my Lady.”

Why couldn’t I say no?

“And you will curtsy for me each time you say the words.”

I simply couldn’t help myself.

“Yes my lady.”

Then shamefully I bobbed a curtsy for her.

“Obviously you will need a bit of help with that.  A maid should always curtsy properly.  I’ll have you practice later.  Now I want to see if you have kept yourself smooth.  Lift your dress and lower your panties.”

She said it in such a matter-of-fact manner that I didn’t give it much thought before complying.  I stood before her with my panties at my knees holding my dress and petticoat up as she felt my most private area with her fingertips.

“Very good maid Sadie.  I will expect you to keep yourself exactly that way.  Don’t let me ever find you differently.  Now stay still, I have a present for you.”

I couldn’t believe this.  There I was holding my dress up exposing myself to her waiting for her to give me a gift.  What could she have possibly brought for me?  She had a large handbag in the corner that I had previously paid no attention to but now she was taking it in her hands.

She went behind me so that I couldn’t see what she was doing.  I still stood holding my dress up as she whispered in my ear.

“Here is a reminder of your place in my household.  If I ever catch you seducing my husband you will regret it.”

I had heard of chastity belts before but I had always thought that they were pure fiction.  The device that she fastened me into was not fiction—it was definitely the real thing.

It had a metal waist band with metal chains that fastened to a metal crotch panel.  She pulled the waist band tight on my waist and then she brought it down in front of me before pulling the metal vaginal cover over my private area.  The steel was cold on my flesh.  She secured the contraption in place with a tiny padlock.

My first thought was that I was glad I had visited the ladies room before I started working on her because at the moment I was fully secured and I would be unable to use the restroom.

Then I realized that there was no way in this world that the device was coming off unless Lady Blazemore allowed it.  She held up the key in front of me before dropping it in her purse.

“Perhaps you can have use of this tonight but only if you behave yourself.  Now pull those panties up for me girl.”

My rumba panties stretched over the chastity device completely covering the unusual situation I found myself in.  But she was far more clever when it came to my humiliation than to just allow me to cover up my mortifying submission to her commands.

Next she pulled a leather collar from her purse and held it up in front of me before pulling it around my neck and fastening it in back.  It featured a circular silver adornment attached by a metal loop to the collar with the word “Whore” boldly spelled out in large silver letters proclaiming my identity to the world.  There were also rings on the sides and in the back—I knew too well their purpose.

“Now then you will wear your lovely collar at all times.  If I find you without it you will be disciplined.”

She then pulled two more boxes from her purse.

“Here are two more collars—one for each of your employees.  You are in charge here—see to it that they wear them all of the time as well.”

The ramifications of what had happened entered my mind.  I had been collared like a slave and secured in a chastity device.  Now I was unable to even visit the ladies room without her permission.

I began to open my mouth to protest but stopped when she gave me a stern look.

“What do you say after such fine gifts girl?”

I paused for a moment and then quietly replied.

“Thank you Lady Blazemore.”

Then to my complete humiliation I bobbed a curtsy before the woman who had just put me in my place as her submissive maid. 

“Follow me dear.”

I trailed behind her to the front door where Mattie was gossiping with Cecilia.  Lady Blazemore turned to me before leaving.

“That was a most wonderful massage dear.”

She looked at me as though waiting for a response.  Did I dare cross her or should I humiliate myself in front of Mattie and Cecilia?

“Thank you my lady.”

Then I bobbed a curtsy just like I had been instructed.  I heard a gasp from Mattie as Lady Blazemore smiled before sashaying out the door.

Then Mattie noticed my collar.

“Are you kidding me girl?  What are you wearing?”

I felt my face flush.

“Just a little bit of accent jewelry to spice up the office.  I have one for each of you and you are to wear them as part of your uniform.”

Mattie took the box from me and gave me a strange look.  Cecilia took hers and quickly opened the box before fastening the collar onto her neck.  She mentioned that it was time for my daily massage but I told her not today—I certainly didn’t want to risk having to explain the chastity restraint that was holding me captive.  There was no reason to involve her in that.

As Cecilia left for the day Mattie said she wanted to talk to me for a moment.  We sat down together in the waiting room as she took her collar out of the box and held it up to take a look.

“What’s going on Sadie?  You just haven’t seemed to be yourself.  First these slutty uniforms and now that collar.  Whore?  Really?  We are starting to look like French harlots instead of salon employees.  What was that with your customer?  A curtsy?  Are you playing a kinky little game that I don’t know about?

Now I was defensive.  Maybe too defensive as Mattie could see right through me.

“No, no!  Nothing at all.  She was just a customer.”

Mattie stared straight at me while she gave thought to my behavior.

“Sadie you haven’t been yourself.  You used to be so authoritative, now you seem so submissive.”

I flushed a deep red at the word.  Submissive.  Yes, that’s what I had become.

She took a long look at me.  I could literally see the light come on.

“Oh my gosh that’s it!”  She exclaimed.  Now she was squealing with delight.

“You are submissive!  Somebody has discovered your mischievous little secret and now I know it too!  You naughty girl—you have a thing for being told what to do.

I’ve read all about that—women who are submissive need someone in authority to dominate them.  They can’t resist authority when it is presented with sexual overtones.  For most it is usually a well-guarded secret--if their secret is discovered they are helpless to refuse to go along with any commands from the person in charge.”

I couldn’t allow her to know.  It was so humiliating.

“No, it’s not true.  It’s not true!”

“Look at you Sadie.  I think that you protest way too much!  Besides you aren’t very convincing wearing that Whore collar now are you?  If you are submissive I can prove it easily enough.”

Her face took on a different tone.  Now she looked at me sternly.  She put her legs together and pointed down to her heels.

“Sadie I want you down on your knees right know kissing my shoe.  I command you, right this instant.”

“Mattie, I, I, I…”

“If you don’t do it right this second I’m going to take you over my knee and give your bottom a good sound spanking.  Does Sadie want her bottom paddled?  Well?”

My mind raced.  I couldn’t let her discover my chastity belt.  How would I ever explain that?  I knew that if I did what she asked my life would never be the same.  How could we ever work together again?  I would become her subordinate—Mattie would be in charge from then on.

“Well?”

It was one of those moments when time stood still.  I could feel myself getting excited just from the thought of succumbing to her will.  I wanted to rub myself to encourage the feeling.  Damn that chastity belt!

In perhaps the most humiliating moment of my life I slowly knelt down in front of Mattie and kissed her heeled pump.  As I kneeled in front of her lavishing attention to her shoe she slowly spoke.

“Oh…my…gosh!”

There was a long silence in the room while I knelt before her.

“So Sadie is a submissive girl.  Well I can tell you right now that things are going to be very different in this place from now on.”

“But, but…”

“Silence!”

It sure hadn’t taken Mattie long to get into the game.


CHAPTER 16.  Senior Maid

By the time I left the salon that night I knew that my life had been changed forever.  I had immediately learned that Mattie was not shy about exercising her dominance over me and now I feared that she would let her newfound power go straight to her head. 

While I was on my knees she had made me not only kiss both of her feet, but then she had stood up and made me kiss her ass too.  I found it totally degrading yet strangely erotic both at the same time.  Mattie had quickly realized something very important--that my submissive leaning would not allow me to resist her authority and that she was going to be able to hold that over me for a very long time.

While I was down on my knees Mattie took the opportunity to lecture me like I was a school girl.  It turned out that Mattie had never been too happy with the way I had taken charge of her at the salon and now it was going to be payback time.  She had pronounced herself the “new boss lady” in charge of the salon and now I was going to be her assistant.

In just those few moments she had stripped me of both my dignity and my position as manager of the salon.

I couldn’t worry about that just then.  It was getting late and I needed to be curbside for my ride from Lord Blazemore.  I knew if I was late there would be consequences.  Plus I had to find a way out of the chastity device.  I would just have to deal with the after-effects of revealing my submissiveness to Mattie later.

Thankfully I was ready moments before Lord Blazemore drove up.  In his car it felt even more strange than usual to be not only blindfolded and gagged but also wearing my chastity belt. 

As usual my hands were also cuffed together while I sat in the car.  The added restraint made me feel helpless as well as docile.  I was certainly the picture of a willing package waiting to be of service.

I wondered if any other drivers could see me through the tinted windows of Lord Blazemore’s car.  The thought made me squirm and tighten my legs against the confining steel that now protected my pubic area from myself.

After the vehicle stopped I was led inside by a leash attached to my Whore collar and ordered to stand at attention.  Just when I thought things couldn’t get any more humiliating I heard Lady Blazemore talking to Lord Blazemore.

Then my hands were released and cuffed again only this time behind my back.  After that I found myself with Lady Blazemore holding my leash while she gave me instructions.

As I stood there she explained the situation.

“Maid Mattie as the junior maid in training you will now be reporting to our senior maid.  Her job is to train you in your housekeeping duties as well as to continue to make sure that you are appropriately submissive and obedient at all times.

You should note that you have already received submissive training from her.  You will find that her tongue can give you pleasure or it can announce your punishment for disobedience to her.  You are to obey my senior maid as you would obey me.

You are to respect her authority at all times.  You will only answer yes to her orders and you will curtsy gratefully before her with each command that you are given.  Do you understand?”

Gagged as I was it was not like I could answer and with my wrists tied behind me it was not like I could give a proper curtsy either.  So instead I nodded my head yes.  With that she paused for a moment before continuing.

“Now Maid Sadie you will meet your new supervisor.”

I could feel someone behind me unhooking my blindfold.  I wanted to turn my head to see the senior maid but as I started to turn Lady Blazemore immediately stopped me.

“Don’t turn around!  Head forward, eyes lowered, head down—show respect girl!”

Obedience was now a habit.  I complied just like I had been ordered.

My wrists were untied and I put my hands at my side.  Then I could see the heels of the senior maid standing in front of me.  The suspense was killing me, who was she?

Lady Blazemore continued.

“Now maid Sadie meet your new supervisor—maid Cecilia.”

I looked up in horror—yes it was the sissy maid now in charge of me!

Cecilia stood smirking before me looking me straight in my eyes.  She was holding my leash in her hand and I could guess what that meant.  I would have never thought that I could ever possibly find myself in this situation.  The moment seemed to last forever.  Finally she broke the silence.

“Have you no manners maid Sadie?  Curtsy for me girl!”

I lifted my dress and curtsied for the sissy maid.

“That’s much better girl--I can see that you need training.”

Cecilia pulled me close to her by the leash and as she did she whispered in my ear.

“I think I have you right where I want you.”

Lady Blazemore turned and walked away leaving me at the mercy of the sissy maid who just weeks before had arrived at my salon begging me for a job.  Now I would be her trainee in a sadistic game of domestic servitude.

As humiliating as the thought was I couldn’t help but feel a flush of arousal.  The thought of her tongue lapping at my womanhood was more than enough to let this continue on.  Yes--I would be her junior maid.

I began to think about how I had been treating Cecilia at the salon and I immediately regretted it.  While I had been taking advantage of her servitude now I was sure that she had been sizing me up for this moment.

She gave a tug on the leash bringing my thoughts back to my new supervisor.

“Come with me maid Sadie, I think we will start you out in the bathrooms.  The floors are in need of a good hand washing and I think you would look much better on your knees while providing this service.”


CHAPTER 17.  Close Supervision

I don’t’ believe that Lady Blazemore and Lord Blazemore were particularly wealthy.  Yes, they had a nice home that was comfortably nestled in a quaint suburban setting.  But the home was really just a large four bedroom house with a dining room, library, den, and four bathrooms.

It was situated on a secluded lot lined with a privacy fence and trees that ensured a certain amount of isolation.  The gazebo in the yard—or as Lady Blazemore called it the woodshed for voyeurs—was an oasis nestled in the middle of the well-manicured yard.

In short my new employers were closer to middle class than they were to wealthy barons in spite of their elaborate titles of “Lord” and “Lady”.  I suppose if you are living the dream you might as well do it in style.  After all, most women owning homes like this are burdened with excessive domestic work and Lady Blazemore had discovered a way to avoid getting her hands dirty.  It certainly worked for her.

I never found out much more about the Mistress and Master of the manor.  I didn’t know what they did for a living or anything like that.  I was told by maid Cecilia that maids were cautioned not to inquire of these things so I didn’t.

Maid Cecilia was a different matter.  I discovered that she was in fact Lady Blazemore’s younger brother.  At a fledgling age Cecil had the misfortune of being discovered dressing in his sister’s clothes by a sibling who was more than willing to put the chance circumstance to her good use.

When a young brother is discovered in his sister’s lingerie he has little choice but to follow her instructions or risk the humiliation of her announcing his interest in feminine attire to the world.

Lady Blazemore had grasped the power of her newfound knowledge immediately and employed it to her advantage.  Even as a child Lady Blazemore had been demanding and had little interest in household chores so it was only natural for her to look for a way to avoid the duties.

As a result in private her little brother had become her little sister the serving maid.  By the time she was an adult Cecilia was a willing maid dedicated to complete and total servitude to her older sister.  When Lady Blazemore married she simply kept Cecilia along to do the household chores for her.

About the time I began my maid training Cecilia gave up her apartment and moved in with her sister.  It was thought that this arrangement would make it easier to tend to Lady Blazemore’s needs.

Cecilia lived in the smallest bedroom of the home.  In exchange for housing she was required to provide free domestic services as well as to be a docile submissive at the beck and call of Lady Blazemore.  She found the treatment hopelessly addictive and at this point she was completely a slave to her own submissive desires.

Cecilia had certainly been entangled in a web of sexual arousal and total submission to her older sister.  At this point there was no attempt by Cecilia to unravel the sexual chains that bound her to servitude.

It was an arrangement of pure pleasure for both parties.  The sadistic Mistress dominated the submissive maid who in turn was erotically excited by the feminine attention.

More recently Cecilia had shown signs of needing more sexual consideration than Lady Blazemore was willing to give her.  When I drew her attention I had been quickly brought into the game. 

The Mistress of the house had decided that a second maid would be a nice addition to the household so she had set the plan in motion.  In a nutshell that was how I had found myself indoctrinated into total sexual submission as a sexually charged serving maid.

I found my training in domestic servitude to be extremely humiliating.  Those initial weeks I was brought over by Lord Blazemore and delivered to maid Cecilia completely restrained by the gag, blindfold, chastity, and cuffs.  Cecilia kept the key to my chastity device dangling from her neck as if to boast of who was in charge.

Cecilia had me doing every task a maid could possibly perform.  I scrubbed floors, toilets, and bathtubs.  I served dinner and drinks.  I cleaned laundry then folded garments before putting them away.

To add insult to injury I was also required to perform domestic duties for her.  This meant keeping her bed made, uniforms and lingerie cleaned, as well as assisting her dressing, undressing and tending to any other requests she desired.

Cecilia seemed to revel in my situation.  Before I had been her supervisor and now I was a submissive maid tending to her needs and obeying her commands.

She was doing little in the way of domestic servitude herself.  Now I had assumed all of her household duties.  Her only responsibility was to train me in domestic and sexual servitude—both tasks that she seemed to enjoy.

I would never had thought that the docile sissy had it in her but there I was curtsying in front of her before running off to complete all of the tasks she assigned to me.

After a short time I was deemed “adequate” for servitude and I too moved into the home into the small bedroom that had belonged to Cecilia.  She moved up to a slightly larger room that was befitting her status as senior maid.

Yes I became a live-in maid.  Lord Blazemore reversed his chauffer routine now driving Cecilia and me to the salon every morning to work.  We would return in his car at the end of the day then I would work as an obedient domestic servant until I was dismissed by Lady Blazemore late in the evening.


CHAPTER 18.  Haughty Mattie

While Cecilia was training me I was also learning a humiliating lesson from my former business partner who had at this point taken charge of the salon.  Now I was more of an employee than an owner.  In the situation I now found myself in it was easy for me to understand why most submissive personalities keep their sexual preference a secret.

Not only was I at the beck and call of a lowly sissy maid but my employer was taking full advantage of the situation when I was at the salon.  Yes, in a very short period of time Mattie had understood the value to her of my submissive tendencies and she was now ordering me about like low wage hired help.

I have to admit that my submissive desires had completely overtaken me by the time Mattie began to take advantage of them.  Apparently I had been well trained by Lady Blazemore.  I not only had no desire to resist the authority of Mattie—to my shame I found that I was actually excited to be put in the position of being just a humble maid at her service.

A major indication of the trouble I was in occurred when Mattie came to work wearing a black business suite that included a white blouse and a short mid-thigh skirt.  She announced that she was now “supervision” and would no longer be dressing as a maid while she was at work.

While her new look did not fit the business profile that I had created I was not going to argue with Mattie.  She now had an authoritative demeanor that I was not about to confront.   

Mattie discarded her Whore collar proclaiming it “far too tacky for management” while insisting that Cecilia and I wear ours.

For whatever reason the customers didn’t seem to think much of the Whore collars or at least not much was said about them.  Perhaps they thought of them as flirty novelties meant to draw the attention of suitors—a faddish trinket akin to what is seen on those wearing Goth attire.  I suppose it is difficult to take a girl dressed in a French maid very seriously about anything.

I had always suspected that people don’t really see a maid so it was easy to understand why the Whore collars were never mentioned.  A girl in the black uniform and apron always represents an obedient servant—customers seemed to simply demand service of a maid and look right through the details of the maid including her accessories.  We had originally hoped to tap into this aspect of customer service by wearing the uniforms and it obviously worked very well.

I found that customers talked respectfully to Mattie in her business attire but treated Cecilia and I quite differently.  We were just lowly servants with the sole responsibility of tending to their needs. 

A few of the customers were more condescending to us than others.  I felt that the most humiliating aspect of all was when a customer would talk to Mattie and tell her what she wanted us to do even when we were standing right next to Mattie.

Our new supervisor liked the curtsy that she had seen me perform for Lady Blazemore.  The new salon rules that she instituted required us to perform a curtsy not only after she gave orders but also whenever a customer approached or made a request.

The curtsy served to bring us down a notch or two.  Our curtsy made it clear that we were simply lowly workers at her command.  As embarrassing as the act was I oddly felt a bit of a thrill every time I bowed to her or to a customer.  Even today I can’t explain it—only a true submissive would understand.

I would never have guessed that Mattie could possibly be the authoritative person that she turned out to be.  Perhaps because of those lovely massages she clearly favored Cecilia over me in the hierarchy.  I knew that she had no knowledge of what was going on over at Lady Blazemore’s but her treatment of Cecilia was just one more way of reducing my status at the salon.

Before long I was doing all of the same chores that I had assigned to Cecilia plus I was now picking up the client workload that Mattie had previously taken care of.

Each morning Cecilia and I were required to report for inspection in front of Mattie before the work day began.  While we stood at attention she would carefully scrutinize our uniforms and make sure that our seams were straight on our stockings.  Nothing less than perfection was accepted and it wasn’t unusual to be sent back to the dressing area in order to be “brought up to standard.”

Mattie was incessant with her insistence on uniform perfection.  Seams had to be straight, slip even, uniform ironed, and heels polished shiny.  I learned from repetition how to keep my hair perfectly combed, hat straight, and makeup impeccably touched up.

Anything less than perfection was met with disapproval and admonition of what our customers might think of sloppy maids.  She always seemed to be more forgiving of Cecilia but she was a stern perfectionist when it came to me.  When it came to submission she knew exactly which buttons to push.

It was a devious obsession on her part.  We plugged away pampering our customers all day before Mattie would put me to work cleaning up the salon after we closed.  She made sure that I was assigned to all of the dirty jobs that I had previously delegated to Cecilia.  No matter how hard I tried when the work day ended I always looked like a disheveled servant who needed correction to keep a tidy appearance.

While I toiled away Mattie had our sissy maid giving pleasurable massages to her.  You would think that would cause resentment on my part but I was held strangely aroused at the notion that Mattie had put me to work while she was receiving blissful treatment from Cecilia.

I should say that there was one occasion when I summoned every last ounce of resistance in an attempt to regain control of the salon.  Mattie had just finished her massage from Cecilia and I was exhausted from a long day of effort pleasing customers in the shop.  As Cecilia was dressing Mattie I was summoned.

Mattie demanded that I bring her a cool drink immediately.  As tired as I was I felt that she was being petty and too haughty for her own good.

“Mattie don’t you think that you are being a bit bossy?”

I should have known better than to make such a statement but I simply couldn’t help myself--after all it was true.

Mattie raised an eyebrow and glared at me in disbelief.

“The hired help is questioning the boss?”  She wryly mocked.

I immediately knew that I had made a mistake.

“I’m sorry I didn’t…”

Mattie turned to Cecilia.

“Put her face down on the table.”

I didn’t resist—I couldn’t resist—I was exhausted and I had no willpower left.  Cecilia took me over to the massage table and put me face down.  She held my arms down so I couldn’t move.  I felt Mattie lift my dress and my panties came down to my knees.  Fortunately I only had to wear my chastity belt after work.

“Please Mattie, no!”  I begged to no avail.

I don’t know where the paddle came from but it soon descended on my bare bottom with a loud smack.  I moaned in response to the stinging blow.

“Please, please…”

Smack!

“I’ll be good…”

Smack!

“I promise!”

Smack, smack, smack!

Mattie paid no attention to my pleas.

Smack, smack, smack!

I wanted to get up but I couldn’t move.  The unseen power of my total submission held me in place—shamefully I craved the attention I was receiving.

When Mattie finally concluded the humiliating paddling she gently reached between my legs and stroked my womanhood.  I moaned in lusty approval.

“You see Sadie, I’ve been studying sexual submission.  I think you will find that you will be obeying me from now on.  You really have no choice in the matter.”

She gave a knowing laugh.

“Now girl, fetch me a drink!”

I carefully stood up before pulling my panties back up over my sore bottom.

“Curtsy for me girl!”

I bobbed a curtsy for my superior.  She smiled her approval.  I went off to bring her drink to her.


CHAPTER 19.  Dinner Party

I suppose that there is no point in having maid servants unless you can show them off to your friends.  That seemed to be the purpose behind Lady Blazemore’s dinner parties which she held from time to time.  They were small affairs usually with her two favorite couples as invited guests.

The guests certainly appeared to be very like-minded.  At the first dinner at which I served I was introduced to Lady Susan Pearce and Lady Simone Brassard.

It was not lost on me that the reference letter that I had seen when I hired Cecilia had been signed by a Simone Brassard—without doubt the same woman who was attending dinner.  Both arrived with docile husbands meekly in tow in a fine testament to feminine superiority if ever there was one.

The males were so obviously submissive that I could easily imagine them drawing baths for their Mistress and always sitting on the commode when they took care of their own personal needs.

No doubt that just like the chastity device I had been forced to wear while I was in service their bits were confined in suitable chastity devices only to make an appearance with the permission of their authoritative wives.  I wanted to giggle at their submission to femininity but it was not my place as a mere maid to do so.  Instead I silently mused at what fun it would be to have such a male for myself to boss around and fulfill my womanly needs.

On this occasion the delightful fantasy of male submission to maid Sadie was shattered by a chance encounter in the hallway between the dining room and the kitchen.  I was returning to the kitchen to begin serving dessert.  There I came face to face with Lady Pearce’s husband Austin—she had told me to call him Austin and not Lord Pearce—at which time the true nature of the man came to light.

Keenly observing that we were not visible to the other guests Austin took me in a most lewd embrace.  His tongue devilishly parted my lips while his hands freely roamed my buttocks.  It was a sinful embrace that could only be applied to a submissive girl clad in French maid attire—precisely the picture of servitude that I most certainly was.

Both his hands and tongue lingered as I responded and returned his advance.  In the aroused state I was always kept in it didn’t take much for me to hungrily accept his attention.

He pulled me tight to his hips and I could feel his manhood press against me—apparently I was wrong about the chastity device.  The moment was only broken by the sound of the servant’s bell ringing—summoning me to hurry in serving the guests a much different kind of dessert than Austin had in mind.

When I arrived back in the dining room with the dessert tray I was admonished by Lady Blazemore.

“Girl, for heaven’s sake, fix your lipstick.  It looks as though you were making out.”

The guests laughed raucously as I hurried to tend to the evidence of what had just happened.

Little did I know that even as I was touching up my lipstick Lady Pearce was asking a favor of Lady Blazemore.  I would later hear that she was traveling to her mother’s home and that she was taking her own maid with her.  She asked if she could borrow one of Lady Blazemore’s staff to tend to household chores while she was away.

So it was that I was offered as a servant to tend to Austin’s needs while Lady Pearce was away.  This meant that in just a few days I was to be in service to Austin—at his beck and call—for the entire duration of Lady Pearce’s trip.


CHAPTER 20.  Lord Blazemore

I had noticed that during the dinner party Lord Blazemore had been unable to take his eyes off of me.  Was he jealous of the attentions that I had garnered from Austin?  I didn’t think he would have noticed but I could only hope so!  After all of the fondling from Austin and the deviously submissive adventure I had been living all I could think of was my need for immediate attention.

Near the end of the evening Lady Blazemore released me from my chastity.  As I finished cleaning up after the party he passed by the dining room.  I caught his attention with direct eye contact and then I cupped my breasts with both hands before slowly moving my hands down my sides to the hem of my dress.

My actions couldn’t possibly be any more blatant than that.  A girl has to do what a girl has to do.  As I left the dining room for my bedroom I looked back over my shoulder in a transparent motion designed to lead him on.  I decided that if this wasn’t enough encouragement for his favors then I was simply out of luck.

I left the door to my room ajar in a welcoming gesture.  I positioned myself reclining on my bed and waited for Lord Blazemore to appear.  Sure enough, it only took a few minutes and he quietly entered and closed the door behind himself.

He stood looking at me with those divine eyes—he seemed to worship me with his expression as though he didn’t know what to do.  Was he that naive or just that afraid of the consequences of his actions?  If he was afraid of his wife—well—I wasn’t and I certainly had more to fear than he did.

Though I had become a submissive woman I still certainly knew how to seduce a male.  Submissive or not I still longed to be worshipped.  This one was far too delicious to allow him to leave my boudoir without my tasting his adoring flesh.

He approached my bed and sat down next to me.  I had impatient thoughts.  My word, what did a gal have to do here to get a man to respond to her temptations?

Finally I was tired of waiting.  I literally jumped him—probing my tongue deep into his mouth in a lewd and passionate kiss that he returned with lust.  I knew that my prey was overcome with a longing desire that had burned within him since we first met and now he had the opportunity to satisfy his hunger as well as mine.

I played the part of the perfect submissive maid.  My master pulled my panties off and tossed them aside like wrapping paper.  Soon he had stripped me down to just my garter and stockings as he paused to take in my body.

His eyes met the collar that I still wore on my neck with “Whore” proudly proclaiming me as his for the taking.  He touched it with his fingers and broadly smiled.

It was fine with me.  I wanted to be his whore.  “Take me, I’m yours!”  I thought as he hungrily leered at my nakedness.

Oddly he was still fully clothed.  I reached for his trousers and he pushed my hand away.  Insistently I took both hands and unhooked and unzipped the barrier to my pleasure.

I just couldn’t believe what I found when I finally removed what I thought was a mere impediment to fulfilling my lust for the stud in my bedroom chambers.

With his pants on the floor I was shocked and disappointed to find that my willful admirer was wearing a metal chastity belt that held his manliness in complete safety totally out of my reach.

It was a devious contraption not unlike the one that I had been previously treated to wearing.  Steel, chains, locks, and his sexuality held down between his legs—no doubt struggling against the restraints for my love but unable to perform its manly duty.

He lowered his head in shame.  It is difficult for the male to admit that he has been conquered by a woman.  Here before me was the most desirable masculine male I had ever met and there he was totally neutered by his wife.  The poor dear could have any woman he desired yet he was unable to take advantage of the situation even if it presented itself to him as I was doing at that very moment.

He was of no use to me in his condition.  He may just as well have been a sissy maid the likes of Cecilia for all he could do with his useless member.  In fact I thought that Cecilia was far more male than him because at least she was functional with her tiny organ.

In my lust I couldn’t wait to hear the details of how this virile male became a castrated wimp under the firm control of his vixen wife.  I was sure I would hear the details about how the shrew had tamed this feminine eye candy at a later date.  Yes, that was what he was—eye candy for a woman to long for but never to have.  I could look but not touch.  Such a waste!

I took his head and forced him down between my legs.  In a throaty command I ordered him to worship my womanhood with his tongue.  When he complied without hesitation I realized that Lord Blazemore had a submissive streak and now he was taking orders from me!

I moaned in ecstasy and arched up to meet his probing tongue.  He was obviously well trained in the art of pleasuring a woman and had certainly practiced on many occasions.

Just as an intense orgasm swelled up inside of me—the door to my bedroom opened and Lady Blazemore appeared in stunned anger at the scene that met her eyes.

She unleashed a horrific scream at my paramour and ordered him to “Go to my chambers—I’ll deal with you later.”  Lord Blazemore immediately retreated from view leaving me without satisfaction at the mercy of his hostile wife.

I couldn’t think of a thing to say.  I had been warned to stay away from him but I couldn’t resist and now I would have to pay the price.  I started to reach for my clothes but Lady Blazemore commanded me to stop.  I was to wait exactly as I was until she returned.

With that she left my room and I waited seemingly forever in fear like a child waiting for punishment for a mischievous deed.  Though the seconds seemed like hours it was really just a few moments before she returned with Cecilia in tow.  The senior maid carried an assortment of bondage devices that I was to quickly become acquainted with.

The two worked together and in just a few moments I was tasting a leather dildo gag, wearing a leather blindfold, and was tied spread eagle with leather cuffs and metal chains face down on my own bed.

During the process of subduing me they both made every attempt to fondle and tease me with gentle touches to my private areas.  It drove me crazy—I was still unfulfilled from my frolic with Lord Blazemore—the titillation was unbearable.

Completely restrained like I was all I could do was wait for judgment from my Mistress.  I heard her as she ordered Cecilia.

“Leave me with the flogger and the strap-on.  Did you bring the lubricant?  Fine.  You are dismissed.”

I heard a “Yes my lady” and imagined the maid bobbing a feminine curtsy before I heard the bedroom door close.  Moments before I had been receiving pleasure of the most intimate kind and now I was helplessly restrained waiting for my chastisement for daring to desire gratification.

“You will learn not to disobey me maid Sadie.  I can’t have the help seducing my husband now can I?  You are fortunate that I had him restrained, had you soiled my dear husband your fate would be far worse.”

With that there was a stinging lash to my buttocks.

“You will do as you are told”

Another strike followed.

“I demand total obedience.”

Now the stinging seemed to burn.  I felt so helpless as I listened to her lecture me on the proper manners of a maid.  I don’t know how long the flogging went but when she finished I knew that I would feel the effects for weeks afterward.

My buttocks were searing with pain.  This had not been a sensual whipping—the whipping had been applied with the intent of inflicting pain.

I could feel fingers in a rubber glove lubricating my rear orifice.

“Now dear if you have a need for a good fucking then I will give it to you.”

I could feel her move onto the bed and push the tip of the strap-on up between my flaming buttocks stopping carefully at my opening.  I wanted to resist—I tried to pull my legs together to make entry more difficult but they were held firmly apart.  I wiggled as best as I could to avoid penetration but this only resulted in the tip penetrating me a little bit more.

Now she taunted me in a throaty voice.  “I’ll have you bucking like the whore that you are in just a few moments.  Don’t be so eager dear, I’ll be inside of you in just a moment.”

I moaned beneath my gag in total defeat.  Had I been able I would have begged for mercy though I’m sure it would have fallen on deaf ears.  The bitch was going to take me in the rear and there was nothing that I could do about it.

In one thrust of her hips the dildo slid inside and I gasped at the quick movement.  She gave a haughty laugh as she slowly began to hump me with her faux penis.

My willpower began to fade with each thrust.  Her deep entry pushed my clitoris against the satin sheets on my bed providing a delightful tease.  As she pulled away it unwillingly left the lustrous silk only to be forced back again with another titillating stroke.

I am embarrassed to say that it didn’t take long to break my will.  Soon I was arching my buttocks up with each movement up followed by my own downward thrust into the sheets when her hips commanded me down.

I was aware only of my heavy breathing and intense desire to orgasm.  When I was finally rode to the finish line I screamed into my penis gag in a primordial animal sound that I didn’t know I could make.

That didn’t put a stop to the faux rape scene as Lady Blazemore simply continued to plunge into my helpless orifice until I began to moan again in total compliance to her bidding.  My body betrayed me and no matter how I much I tried I complied with total servitude to her ministrations.

In this manner she took me several times to orgasm until I lay in total exhaustion on the bed still restrained in spread eagle fashion by the restraints.  Now she laughed as she withdrew to leave me to meditate on what she had done to me.

“You can sleep like that tonight dear.  I’ll have Cecilia come by in the morning and see to it that you are released.  Don’t think for a moment that your punishment is complete.”

I heard the door close and I immediately fell asleep.


CHAPTER 21.  Cecilia Exploits

That next morning I was awakened when the bedroom door opened and Cecilia entered my room.  I hadn’t slept well at all—my rear stung from the lashing and I was still tied face down spread eagle to the bed.  As she unclipped my cuffs from the chains I found that my arms and legs were stiff and I had difficulty moving.

Acting the part of ladies maid Cecilia helped me to the bathroom.  I was so thankful to be free that I paid little attention to the fact that she watched me while I relieved myself on the commode.

She assisted me into the shower and lovingly stroked my body with a soft sponge as the heavenly warm water cascaded down my limbs.  Even the gentle water caused my bottom to burn from the lashing it had endured.

It was just that moment when I was struck by a thought that should have occurred to me long ago.  Cecilia was in love with me.  It was written all over her face and it was in the way she tenderly caressed my body.

I reveled in the moment even allowing her to fondle me between my legs with the sponge before allowing her hand to wander up to my breasts.  Her eyes begged for more of me than that.

As she carefully toweled me off I jumped when she rubbed my bottom.  I turned to look in the mirror and I was appalled at the red welts that had been raised there by the hand of Lady Blazemore.  I certainly would not soon forget the lesson that she had taught me the previous night.

Cecilia had brought in with her a most lovely scented bath powder.  She labored over every inch of my body with the puffy applicator explaining that I would be required to powder myself every day from now on.

She then thoroughly spritzed me with a matching perfume.  As nice as the scent was I knew that I was now heavily perfumed —far too much fragrance that would certainly announce my presence in a room well before I arrived then leave traces of me behind when I left.

Apparently Lady Blazemore had insisted that if I was going to act like a French whore then I should certainly have the scent of one.  I thought that it was just as likely that she wanted to know where I had been—now it would be impossible to become intimate with Lord Blazemore without leaving my scent behind on him.

Cecilia offered to help me with the daily task of powder and perfume but I turned down her gracious attempt to grope and fondle me every morning--even though I suppose it was okay on this particular morning.

I thought the scent really did make me feel like a French tart—though I suppose it was appropriate for a French maid to have such a fragrance.  I knew better than to question the orders of Lady Blazemore.

Cecilia helped me into my lingerie, pulling my corset extra tight.  With my waist restricted more than usual my breasts felt much more prominent.

It was only when she helped me slip on my heels that she announced that there would be no cleaning duties today.  Lady Blazemore had asked her to punish me further for my indiscretion the previous evening and that as a result she would have to teach me a few new lessons.  She said it almost apologetically though I could tell from the lust in her eyes she had ideas of her own as to how to mete out my just desserts.

As I wondered what the girl had in store for me she led me to her bedroom.  After she closed the door behind us she announced that for my punishment I would be given lessons in properly giving cunnilingus and fellatio.

Forgetting for a moment that Cecilia was a sissy girl I half expected Lord Blazemore to make an appearance and provide his genitals for my services.  Somewhat to my dismay Cecilia sat herself on the bed—complete with satin sheets--before removing her panties and spreading her legs in preparation for my first lesson.

Her male attributes were certainly fitting for a sissy.  Whenever I saw her genitals my thoughts were always the same-- I didn’t know that the male sex organ came in such a petite little size.  Her tiny penis was more aptly an overgrown clitoris that was certainly befitting the sissy maid.

“Now maid Sadie in both fellatio and cunnilingus the purpose is to slowly tease while denying orgasm.  The longer you can keep your subject in complete ecstasy the better you are at the gift of oral sex.

It is best to use kisses and light flicks of the tongue for this purpose.  Should you apply too much attention you will lose control of your seduction as your partner will orgasm way too quickly.  This will detract from the level of the arousal and diminish the ultimate pleasure.

For the male to begin you trace circles around the head of his penis with your tongue.  For the female you provide the same service around her clitoris.”

It was rather humiliating for a grown woman to be given lessons on how to provide oral sex.  Yet I had virtually no experience in the matter so the lecture was somewhat welcome.

I felt like a school girl but this was far different than an English test.  I had always prided myself on not giving head to the boys when I was in school yet here I was being tutored by a sissy maid on the best way to give her pleasure with my tongue.

There was a timer on the night stand and Cecilia set the dial to thirty minutes.

“I want you to start as slowly as you can.  If you can keep me aroused until the timer goes off then I will reward you with pleasure of your own.”

I went down on my knees and easily took the whole organ into my mouth.  I could hear a moan from Cecilia as I slowly flicked my tongue around the tip of her erect member.

Perhaps the scene was too much for the sissy girl.  She had absolutely no self-control and in just a few moments she was wildly arching her hips up to my tongue.  I tried not to offer any more titillation but it was to no avail as she quickly climaxed into my mouth.

There was no relationship between the size of the tiny organ and the amount of semen that she pumped past my lips.  I felt like I was swallowing the salty fluid forever as the sissy continued to flex her hips until she finally collapsed in exhaustion.

I gave a last lick to the limp member and waited for further instruction.  I checked the timer and less than ten minutes had passed from start to finish.

“That was a good start girl but I can see that you will need further instruction.  I will have you try again later.”

That was the beginning of my training in oral gratification.  Later Cecilia would apologetically confess that she really did have “a thing” for me and that my attentions “were simply heavenly.”  I suppose that helped to account for her quick response to my affection.

After much instruction the day arrived for the “final oral exam”.  For my test I was dressed in an extremely revealing school girl outfit with lacy stockings and no panties.

Cecilia explained that the test would be to administer a “mind blowing orgasm” to Lady Blazemore herself.  My aptitude for oral gratification would be judged by her and that if I failed to live up to her expectations then my bare bottom would receive just rewards.

I felt no sense of confidence-- given that in the school uniform I wore no panties had been provided—as though I was already made presentable for the inevitable punishment.

I was blindfolded for the test and led to Lady Blazemore’s boudoir by a leash for the event.  I could tell by the scent of Lady Blazemore’s distinctive perfume that I was in her presence.  When she was ready for me I was told to that I was to fall to my knees.  A timer was set to one hour and I felt Cecilia smack my behind with an instruction to “begin at once”.

I slowly teased and cajoled my Mistress as best as I could to arousal, carefully avoiding too much application of pleasure.  I could hear her writhe in ecstasy as my tongue worked magic on her most sensitive feminine areas.

After a while she took her hands and held my head in position firmly between her legs before she wrapped her legs around me holding me in place.  I started to worry as her hips began to undulate to the rhythm of my persuasion.  It seemed as though I teased her forever.  She thrust herself lustily at me just as the timer sounded.

After that she screamed in pleasure as I quickly probed inside of her without regard for any more teasing.  I quickened the pace until she capitulated to my tongue and collapsed in ecstasy.  I could hear her heavy breathing as she lay before me totally satisfied.

Finally Lady Blazemore spoke.

“Cecilia you have trained maid Sadie well.  She will be very useful accommodating my needs.  You may both go now.”

With that I was led by my leash out of the room.


CHAPTER 22.  Good Help

Finally the day arrived for me to be sent to Lady Pearce’s.  I felt as though I was being prepared like I was a sacrificial offering.  Lady Blazemore had Cecilia assist me as I dressed.

Cecilia pulled my corset extra tight until it felt like I had no waist.  It was so tight that I had to adjust my breathing to compensate.  At the same time my breasts seemed to want to pop out of the cups that shaped and uplifted them.

She curled my hair for me and replaced my mop cap with a satin cap that featured lace frills and a fancy ribbon.  I was put into a pair of six inch platforms that I was sure would be absolutely impossible to work in.

I had already applied my required fragrance but Cecilia doused me again.  I felt cheap and slutty and I remember thinking that I wished that I didn’t have to wear my Whore collar for this occasion.  I felt more like a wedding present waiting to be opened than a serving maid.

Lord Blazemore drove me over and deposited me unceremoniously at the curb in front of Lady Pearce’s home before driving away and leaving me to my fate.  I tip toed up to the front door just as it opened and Lady Pearce appeared.

She paid little attention to me as she brushed by me out the front door with her own maid—a young thing also dressed in a French maid uniform--leaving me in the clutches of her amorous husband.  Her only comment as she left was directed at Austin.

“See to it dear that everything is done properly while I’m gone.”

Austin watched from the doorway as his wife drove away before taking me by the hand and leading me in.  I stood in the foyer as he closed the door behind us and locked it securely.  It didn’t take long for me to discern what Austin had in mind while his wife was away—and it had nothing to do with keeping her house clean.

I don’t know what it is about a French maid uniform that turns men on.  I can only say that it certainly draws their attention in a way that nothing else does.

In the days before I succumbed to my submission and tended to the needs of Lady Blazemore I could stroll through a crowded mall virtually unnoticed.  Dressed in my French maid uniform—a short number with inviting cleavage complete with a frilly apron and cap—I feel that every male I come across is hungrily undressing me with his eyes.

Perhaps it is the look of innocence a French maid projects or maybe it is the back seamed stockings that I wear with my heels.  Whatever the magic that is involved the spell was certainly cast over Austin who stood back and surveyed me as though I was a harlot just waiting obediently to be ravished by him.

He wasted little time.  As he moved towards me I started to form a protest.  It was to no avail as my mouth was immediately covered and penetrated with a deep kiss.  No words were spoken as one of his hands held my constricted waist in an iron grip while the other freely roamed my buttocks beneath my dress.

A woman should never be easy to take but I had been teased so much and trained to be so submissive that in just a few moments my meager attempt at a struggle faded away and I melted into his arms a conquered tart yearning desperately for his attentions.

When the unsatisfied voracious lust of a woman meets the insatiable desire of a man sparks will fly and need can’t be denied.  He immediately took me straight to his bedroom and in no time at all I had my legs wrapped around his body encouraging his eager thrusting into my welcoming womanhood.

I arched up for him then screamed in total ecstasy as he pumped his passion into me—I’m sure that I was the easiest conquest of his life.  I admit it—I was an easy lay.  I didn’t give a thought to it though—I didn’t care—only the need to quench my thirst had entered my mind as I fulfilled my carnal desires.

You might think that once Austin had his way with me that he would be contented.  That was not the case.  He was simply insatiable—he acted like he was a virile teenager overdosed with Viagra.  As a result much to my delight the week was filled with one lusty sexual encounter after another.

I was taken in every way imaginable.  When I protested I was tied up and fondled then raped.  When I cooperated I was taken on a mutual ride of limitless passion.

The ravenous host was simply unquenchable.  By the time Lady Pearce returned I had been taken front, back and with every lewd and sadistic technique possible.  Paddles, floggers, and whips had all made their mark on me—I learned quickly not to deny the pleasures that Austin demanded.

Every muscle and every corner of my body was sore from the repeated plundering it had endured.  I didn’t think it was possible for a woman to be taken in so many different fashions.  I found that as exhausted as I was from the week long effort I had a strange desire for more.  I felt like a French whore—that was exactly how I had been treated and precisely how I had responded—like a French tart in desperate need of limitless sexual attention.

I could have stayed for a lifetime of sexual bliss from my avid admirer.  It was not to be as just after Lady Pearce returned I was ordered away.  As I curtsied for her one last time I wondered if she had even a clue as to what had transpired while she was away.

I sincerely doubted that a woman would knowingly leave her husband to such tawdry doings so I smiled as I walked towards Lord Blazemore in his car.  Certainly I had taken the very best from Austin and Lady Pearce would now have my leftovers.

As I sat quietly in the car with Lord Blazemore on the way home I could only imagine what I was going to do without Austin to fondle and cajole me into yet another act of blissful sexual servitude.  The adult play had been even better than anything that had happened in the employ of Lady Blazemore.

Instead of teasing and denial I had experienced nothing but lusty attention culminating in uninhibited erotic orgasms.  I had never felt so womanly or so completely sexually fulfilled as I had that blissful time with Austin.

I had a final reminder of the encounter when I prepared for my evening shower.  I hadn’t realized it until that very moment but in my haste to get dressed as Lady Pearce arrived home I had put my panties on inside out.  I suppose it was fittingly so because Austin had certainly turned my lust inside out as well.  I laughed as I took them off and tossed them aside before slipping into a nightie for bed.


CHAPTER 23.  Miss Priscilla

My time with Austin remained an idyllic memory that I would call upon for comfort as I resumed my chores as maidservant for Lady Blazemore.  The constant teasing and denial that I had received by order of the Mistress had served only to intensify the memory of the heavenly orgasmic treats that I had delighted in with Austin.

I found myself hoping that Lady Pearce would visit with her husband in tow so that we could sneak a few moments together.  Even though we had spent only a short time together I had quickly become fond of his ravenous appetite for my charms.

A few days later a young lady chauffeured by Lord Blazemore arrived.  She entered with a flourish as he trailed behind her carrying her luggage.  She certainly traveled with a trove of baggage that made me wonder if she was staying for months or for years.  We were told to welcome her like we greeted all guests to the home--Cecilia and I were to receive her in the foyer with a dainty curtsy.

She was introduced to me as Lady Blazemore’s niece Priscilla.  Apparently she had been picked up from her private school by Lord Blazemore.  She wore a navy blue school uniform that made her look quite young—well below her actual age which I later learned from Cecilia was eighteen.

Priscilla’s parents were “otherwise occupied” for the weekend and I was informed that Priscilla would be staying with us.  While Lady Blazemore greeted her with a hug and called her “Prissy”, I was told to address the young Lady as Miss Priscilla.  I could tell from the tone of the instruction by Lady Blazemore that I was to extend all courtesy to the girl—or else.

Things seemed quite normal at first—at least as normal as things could get in the home of Lady Blazemore.  Cecilia and I served dinner in the dining room before standing at attention waiting for instruction after the dishes had been cleared.  That was when things changed.

It began with a question from Miss Priscilla that was directed at Lady Blazemore.

“Aunt Kristen, is maid Sadie submissive?”

I tried to compose myself as my mouth dropped open at the question the young Lady had posed.  I hoped for a moment that that Lady Blazemore would have mercy and not share my secret.  It was to no avail.

“Why yes, of course she is.  Just like Cecilia and your uncle.  She is as submissive as they come.”

Miss Priscilla looked at me and smiled.  I lowered my head.

“I want to play tonight.  Can we play Aunt Kristen?”

“Such a bright girl!  You took the thoughts right out of my mind.  Did you bring your things?”

“I’ll be right back!”

With that Miss Priscilla headed for the guest room.  Later when she re-appeared she looked like an entirely different person.  Her hair was no longer at her shoulders it was back in a ponytail.  Now she was wearing a black leather bodysuit that flattered her breasts and exposed her legs at her hips.  She wore black boots, a leather collar with “Mistress” dangling in gold from it, and she carried a riding crop.

By the way she presented herself I feared she knew precisely how to wield the crop.  She was an absolute vision of a strict Dominatrix.  I couldn’t even imagine how such a lovely sweet young thing could possibly look so authoritative but there she was.

She fit right in with the look Lady Blazemore always presented.  The two were quite the pair and I could only imagine the sadistic evening that they had in mind.  I didn’t have time to ponder what might be in store as my thoughts were interrupted.

“Maid Sadie, are you to just stand there or are you going to get the door?”

Lady Blazemore was irritated—never a good thing—so I immediately went to the front door.  I had been so absorbed in my thoughts that I hadn’t heard the bell ring.

I opened the door to find Lady Pearce waiting impatiently accompanied by Lady Brassard—they brushed right by me to give Miss Priscilla a hug.  They were all obviously well acquainted.

I was told to seat them in the entertainment room then to bring refreshments as they were going to view a video that Lady Pearce produced from her purse.  Lady Blazemore and Miss Priscilla followed as the ladies made themselves comfortable.

I could hear them gossiping as I left the room.

“Simone you wouldn’t believe it!  It was just as I had planned it!”

“A wonderful coming out for you Priscilla.  You’ll enjoy it!”

They spoke in the distance laughing and giggling while I prepared refreshments.

I thought to myself how well matched they were.  Four haughty women all dressed in strict Dominatrix attire.  Miss Priscilla was in her black bodysuit, Lady Blazemore in her short black leather skirt and sheer white blouse, and the two late arriving guests attired similarly to Lady Blazemore.  They all wore the same black leather boots—a coordinating fashion statement all by itself.

I have to admit that I was a bit intimidated by it all.  Everything they were wearing boasted of their authority while I was serving them in my French maid uniform that screamed servant.

As I brought wine and cheese in to serve the ladies the video was playing on the wide screen.  Lady Brassard was watching the screen intently before she giggled.

“Oh my—his tongue must be halfway down her throat!” 

I didn’t dare look—it would seem far too bold on my part—but the women were laughing uproariously as the sounds of intense love making filled the room.

I was sent by Miss Priscilla to bring her chocolate as she said that she was in desperate need.  Again as I went to the kitchen I could hear them talking.

“Kristen you did such a remarkable job!”  Lady Pearce squealed.

“In such a short time!  Bravo girl!”  Lady Brassard added.

I returned with the chocolate.  Miss Priscilla immediately ordered me to fetch her a drink of water.  The laughing and merriment persisted as the video continued.  I could hear orgasmic moaning and lustful sounds coming from the screen that should never be heard outside of private chambers.  I wanted to look but could only imagine the hearty orgy that was playing out for the Mistresses.

The sounds of the on screen depravity continued as I brought a carafe of water on a tray and began to pour a glass for Miss Priscilla.  Finally I couldn’t resist any longer and stole a glance at the video as I poured.

I had just enough of a look to glimpse a woman flat on her back wildly pumping her hips to accept the plunging efforts of a masculine man.  I blushed at the thought of their privacy being displayed for the delights of the dominant women.

My divided attention caused me to spill a bit of water.  Lady Pearce let out a hearty laugh.

“Kristen your maid is quite accomplished in bed but hardly capable of pouring a simple glass of water.”

The ladies roared again with laughter as I flushed red.  In a sudden panic I looked again at the screen.  No it couldn’t be!  But there it was right before my eyes.  Cameras had captured all of my bedroom activities with Austin and they were on the screen presented for the amusement and entertainment of the four vixens!  I could have crawled under a rug.

My instinct was to run away but I froze in place as Lady Pearce spoke.

“Stay right where you are girl, the best part is coming up.  I want you to see everything.  Watch the screen girl.”

Now ordered to watch the activities I stood and watched myself scream in orgasmic delight on screen as the women applauded the performance.  I had been the first act of the entertainment for the evening.  How humiliating it was, yet it stirred my arousal even though I had been shamed in such a manner.


CHAPTER 24.  The Dancing Maids

I can’t even begin to explain how humiliating it was to have my most intimate moments with Austin exhibited for the entertainment pleasure of those women.  In spite of my feelings I had no choice but to remain standing as ordered while the women laughed at my expense.  Now the special time with Austin didn’t seem so idyllic—it had been part of a sadistic game played by these dominant women.

As if the embarrassment of being seen in the throes of passion on screen weren’t enough when the final orgasmic moment occurred the scene on the screen changed a bit.  Now Austin was standing naked by the same bed in front of Lady Pearce with his male erection on full display.  The audience casually remarked on how well hung he was.  Lady Brassard asked Lady Pearce how she had managed to get him so interested in his “manly duty”.

“Oh it was easy.  Wearing a chastity for a couple of months can do that to your male.  Oh and a blast of Viagra can help too!”

The girls laughed again as the video continued.  Now Lady Pearce was speaking to Austin on screen.

“You performed well with the whorish maid dear.  You know that you would have been whipped for poor performance but instead now you will be rewarded.”

Lady Pearce’s young maid came into the picture and she performed a curtsy for Lady Pearce.

“You have one hour Austin.  You may ravish the girl as you please.”

With that he grabbed the poor girl and tossed her on the bed and quickly stripped off her panties before plunging his erect penis into the submissive girl.  The scene was reminiscent of those I had participated in myself as the girl was repeatedly taken by the lusting Austin.

The video ended in a final orgasmic moment and the ladies all applauded the fine production effort of Lady Pearce.  I wanted to blend into the wall.  Not only was Austin not captivated by my beauty he had been drugged and motivated by punishment with a whip to perform sexual acts with me for the amusement of his wife.  It was extremely humiliating.

Miss Priscilla interrupted my thoughts as she spoke to Lady Blazemore.

“Aunt Kristen we have seen the new maid perform in bed but can she dance?”

The jovial ladies showed their enthusiasm for the idea with giggles and encouragement to Lady Blazemore to allow a command performance.  Finally Lady Blazemore spoke.

“Very well.  Excellent idea Prissy.  We’ll get set up outside on the patio for the show.  Bring her and the others out when you are ready.  It’s about time that she meets Olive.”

I had no idea who Olive was—perhaps another maid that I hadn’t seen yet.  There was no time to worry about it—I just did as I was told.

Miss Priscilla sent me to my room where she told me to wait until she was set to have me prepared for my act.  I wanted to tell her that I really couldn’t dance at all but I decided that it was not a good idea.  I would just have to wing it.

It seemed like forever as I waited in my room sitting on the bed for the young Dominatrix to come by.  Finally I heard the sound of rustling in the hallway and the door to my room opened.  Miss Priscilla came in carrying a selection of leather bondage items.  I started to ask what this was all about but she quickly shoved a leather dildo gag into my mouth and I was silenced.

I suppose I had been well trained.  I found myself thinking about what Miss Priscilla had in mind for me rather than thinking how degrading it was for a full grown woman to be at the mercy of such a young lady.  I made no effort to resist as she continued subduing me.

She placed leather cuffs on my wrists and I sat still as she clipped my wrists to the collar on my neck.  Such a simple bondage position—one hand pinned to each side of my neck while gagged—but extremely effective in rendering a subject helpless.  I was at the mercy of the young vixen.

“There, all dolled up and ready for the show.”  She smiled at her work.  She looked at the jewelry dangling from my collar and smiled.

“Let’s go whore.”

She was certainly brassy for a young girl.  She was hardly a woman, more of a teenager in spite of her Dominatrix appearance.  Yet here I was at her mercy.  She made no effort to help me as I struggled to stand up without the use of my hands.  She stood in the hallway observing me with her riding crop in hand as I finally managed to get to my feet.  I had been completed subjugated by her and now I was totally subservient to her.

There was something that touched a passionate chord deep inside me at the thought of being bossed about like a zoo animal by the young Dominatrix.  She was so confident and demanding yet I knew that in any other circumstance I would be in charge and she would be my student.  She told me to get in line behind the two other maids in the hallway and I obeyed like a pacified little girl being ordered about by her mother.

I could see that the three of us were all attired the same.  We all wore our same short tight French maid uniforms that displayed our generous busts, back seamed stockings and heels far too high to perform any sort of dance number.  We were each gagged with our hands secured to our leather collars.  Each of us had our collar proclaiming “Whore” for all to see.  Cecilia was in front of me and I presumed that the other maid was Olive.

She led us in a parade down the hallway and out onto the patio where Lady Blazemore, Lady Pearce, and Lady Brassard applauded our entrance in a mocking gesture.  They sat at a table with a candle softly glowing illuminating just their faces.

It was dark out now so the ladies were in the shadows as we stood in a bright light from spot lights on the house that had been turned on.  I had the feeling that similar performances had been put on before and that I was just the latest addition.

Miss Priscilla had us stand in a line as she stood aside and began to act like a Mistress of Ceremonies.

“Ladies I present to you tonight for the first time ever our three dancing maids.”

Again there was mock applause from the spectators.

“First I will present proof that these submissive girls are excited to be entertaining you tonight.”

With that she went over to Cecilia.  Reaching under her dress she pulled her panties down to her ankles.  The girl struggled to keep her balance with her hands secured to her neck as Miss Priscilla had her step out of her panties one foot at a time.

Then standing behind the maid in an indecent movement Miss Priscilla lifted the dress of the girl exposing her genitals to the audience.  I am sure to Cecilia’s compete humiliation the group laughed at the tiny male erection that showed her willing approval to the proceedings.

Miss Priscilla then pinned the maid dress up revealing both the genitals and the bare bottom of the maid which was framed by a lacy garter belt that held up her seamed stockings.  Miss Priscilla took her time about it as though deliberately punctuating the predicament of the willing submissive. 

Next Miss Priscilla moved over to Olive and pulled her panties down in the same manner.  When she lifted her dress I was surprised to see that Olive was also a sissy.  Her engorged penis was much larger than Cecilia’s and it too saluted straight up at attention in full approval of the degradation.

The display caused me to take a closer look at Olive—the girl had an odd familiarity about her though I hadn’t quite been able to place her--and then it hit me.  Beneath the red wig, all of the makeup that had been lavishly applied and hidden beneath the obviously padded out bustline was Lord Blazemore!

Oh my gosh, I thought, Lord Blazemore was a sissy maid!  It certainly explained much of his behavior.  My mind raced with the possibilities as Olive stepped out of her panties and Miss Priscilla pinned the maid’s dress up.  There was no further time to think though as Cecilia came up behind me and lowered my panties.

It was extremely difficult to step out of them without falling with my hands secured to my collar but I managed to pull it off.  She raised my dress then Miss Priscilla gently stroked my clitoris.  I moaned through the gag as she lewdly fondled my most private area.

“Aunt Kristen it looks as if maid Sadie is quite wet and ready to play.”

Miss Priscilla seemed to dawdle with her task of pinning my dress up as the women watching giggled at my situation. 

The three of us stood there--displaying our genitals-- aroused by our submission and held in place by our intense desire for even more humiliation.  Miss Priscilla took her time lingering for a few moments as a gentle breeze reminded me of the situation my most intimate area was in.

“Now for the first time ever, I present the dance of the three maids!”

With that she went behind Olive and struck her across the buttocks with a swish of her riding crop.  The maid jumped in response and then jumped again with a second stroke.  The crop must have stung because Olive continued to “dance” even while Miss Priscilla went over to Cecilia and whipped her into a dance as well.  Then she returned to Olive and swished her bottom again as the two of them danced much to the hilarity of the ladies who watched.

Finally as the two maids continued their dance number Miss Priscilla came up behind me.  I heard the sizzle of the riding crop before a stinging pain burned my buttocks.  I jumped at the sensation and wobbled a bit on my heels before a second swish seared my flesh again.

I am not much of a dancer but I didn’t need any encouragement to do this one.  As Miss Priscilla alternately went behind the three of us administering wicked stripes to our tender flesh all of us danced like stage girls to the tune of her vicious riding crop.

I was vaguely aware of the laughter of the strict ladies who watched our humiliating exhibition as I danced for their amusement.  My concentration however was more on keeping on my feet as I performed for the sadistic teenager who now controlled my willing body.

Finally Miss Priscilla commanded us to stop.  As we gasped for breath the small audience applauded our performance.  Miss Priscilla removed our gags so that we could catch our breath.  Lady Brassard then pointed at Cecilia.

“Look girls, Cecilia is dripping pre-cum!”

Sure enough the erect organ of the sissy maid was oozing from excitement.  Miss Priscilla immediately ordered Olive to “Tend to her needs with your tongue” and Olive obediently went down on her knees and lapped up the semen dripping from her lewd display of arousal.

Cecilia moaned in pleasure as Olive took her tiny erection into her mouth before bringing her to a climatic finish to the amusement of the approving group.

Now Lady Blazemore bellowed out to Miss Priscilla.

“Our new whore tried to seduce Olive earlier.  Don’t you think we should indulge her?”

With that Miss Priscilla ordered me to my knees and I took the engorged phallus of Olive into my mouth and sucked like a newborn on her bottle.  The maid exploded in an orgasm that filled my mouth just as Miss Priscilla struck my bottom with her crop to encourage me on.

Now Lady Blazemore spoke again.

“Don’t forget about our new harlot Prissy dear.  Let’s see her titties-- I want to know how much she is excited by our little game.”

I was ordered to stand back up before Miss Priscilla unceremoniously yanked the top of my uniform down exposing the cups of my corset.  The cups barely contained my breasts and it didn’t take much of a tug to free them.  My nipples pointed firmly forward in the cool evening.

I felt so humiliated.  I often wear a bra that attempts to conceal my nipples—I always feel so self-conscious of my breasts—and here I was bare-breasted with nipples fully erect in front of a haughty audience.

The women laughed again.  Lady Blazemore continued to lead Miss Priscilla on.

“She sure is enjoying herself.  I think she could use a little attention too!”

Then Olive was ordered to her knees and I gasped as her tongue flicked over my clitoris.  Miss Priscilla took her riding crop and gently touched each of my nipples in a slow tease.  It was difficult to stay upright as my knees trembled with each intimate brush of pleasure from Olive’s tongue.

I drifted away in pleasure as the tongue slowly caressed me inside and out.  Finally I could take no more and in an orgasmic shriek I was brought to pure heaven.

As my hips pulsed and pumped against the tender affections of Olive Miss Priscilla punctuated the moment by whipping my behind in rhythm to my movements with her riding crop.  There was laughter and applause from the condescending onlookers.

With the entertainment of the evening concluded the three of us were left standing on the patio with our gags back in place while the guests left.  I felt so humiliated with my dress lifted and my breasts exposed but there was nothing I could do to cover myself up.

Afraid to disobey an order we stood at attention for what seemed like hours until finally Miss Priscilla came back out to mercifully retrieve us.  Apparently Lady Blazemore had already retired for the evening and we had been left for her apprentice to deal with.

She complimented each of us on our performance.  Then one by one she fondled our genitals before unclipping our wrists and ordering us to pick our panties up and go off to bed.


CHAPTER 25.  The Morning After

It happens to me quite often in my submissive life.  In the brightness of dawn that morning after I couldn’t believe what I had done the night before.  As I pulled my panties up my bottom still stung from the whipping it had received at the hand of the young Dominatrix.  I was sure it would be days if not weeks before the stinging would subside.

No sooner did I have my maid uniform on when I was summoned to take care of Miss Priscilla.  Apparently she was ready to leave and I was to assist her with packing and taking her bags to the front door.

When I entered her room I was amazed at what I saw.  The sadistic crop wielding vixen of the night before had disappeared.  Instead I found a cute teenage girl dressed in a lovely floral dress fringed with lace.  Her hair flowed to her shoulders and was adorned with pink flowers that matched her dress.

“Maid Sadie could you please help me pack?”

She smiled and pointed to the array of bondage and discipline devices that were on the floor—reminders from the previous night.  She left me alone to clean up and pack as she went to see Lady Blazemore one more time before going home.

I have to admit my heart raced as I handled each of the leather items carefully before placing them into the trunk that she had brought with her for her visit.  Not only were the cuffs and gags from the previous night there but there was also an assortment of other deviously tempting devices that she had apparently decided not to use.

I deeply inhaled the strong leather scent as I fondled each item.  I imagined her using a leather paddle on my bottom.  Then there was the cat-o-nine tails that I’m sure would have left a lasting impression.  There were butt plugs, nipple clamps, hoods and other items that I just wasn’t sure about.  The last piece was a large black dildo.  I held it in my hands stroking it gently as I imagined it thrusting between my legs.

Yes, I had become addicted to sex.  Submitting to a Mistress was simply heavenly and I didn’t want the experience to ever end.  Even the teenage apprentice had been able to easily tease my body into total ecstasy.  The thought of more such pleasure excited me beyond belief.  Finally I gently kissed the phallus and placed it in the trunk, hopeful that on her next visit Miss Priscilla would see fit to use it mercilessly on me.

As Lord Blazemore accompanied her out the front door an observer would have thought how sweet it was for her uncle to drive the young lady home.  She looked so well-mannered and so prim and proper.  If only they would know the truth behind the lovable teen.

I was sure that Lord Blazemore, or should I say Olive, wouldn’t be forgetting the previous evening any time soon.  It had to be difficult to drive with her bottom in the condition that it had to be in.

Lady Blazemore announced that there was much work to be done that day in the house.  We were to prepare for the arrival of a new maid—she said that we could use a pair of extra hands and that she was seeing to it.  She set Cecilia and myself to work cleaning every inch of the home in preparation for our new playmate.


CHAPTER 26.  Junior Maid

I have to say that I was excited by the thought of another maid.  Lady Blazemore’s decision to add a new maid meant that there would be less work for me to do.  Not only that but as a bonus I would no longer be the “junior” maid.  I would still be under maid Cecilia but I was told that I would now assist in the training of our new junior maid.

When the new recruit arrived I immediately noticed that they had improved upon their method of subduing their captive.  She wore a leather hood that provided only openings for her to breathe through her nose.  She was certainly gagged underneath the hood because she could only make futile muffled noises.

Her hands were cuffed behind her back and she had cuffs on her ankles for use in restraining her in the bedroom.  She also wore our signature leather collar with the circular “Whore” medallion dangling from her neck.

It brought back memories that made my heart beat just a bit quicker.  At the same time I was curious what the experience held in store for me.  As the new maid stood before us at attention Lady Blazemore supervised as Cecilia fastened me into my chastity belt.  She told me that I would be wearing it while I trained the new recruit so that I would not become over excited myself.

I could tell that she was not exactly a willing recruit.  She struggled against her bonds while attempting to diligently protest.  Of course her gag kept any protest to a murmur and I knew that she would soon be subdued with gentle attentions to her sex.

The scene was erotic to me as I could feel the excitement of the moment.  Looking at the woman struggling in her bonds I could feel the jealous lust between my legs.  A part of me wanted to be the subject of this lewd predicament.  For a submissive girl like myself such a display of bondage is extremely intoxicating.

Our recruit had arrived in a fine navy blue business suit.  Clearly she was a proud woman who was about to be brought down a few notches for Lady Blazemore’s pleasure.  I would enjoy watching her comeuppance.

It would be my job to strip the recruit down and then take her into a bedroom where I was to strap her down spread-eagled.  Then, as Lady Blazemore said, I would put my “considerable cunnilingus skills to good use.”

I did as I was told—taking a pair of scissors to her expensive suit and reducing it to tatters before Cecilia assisted me in chaining her down on the bed.  My tongue easily subdued her and soon she was purring like a kitten for us.

Over a period of several weeks the recruit was put through an intense program of tease and denial.  Under the watchful eyes of Lady Blazemore I would take the novice to the precipice of orgasm only to stop and watch her writhe in ecstasy but not fulfillment.  It was both devious and sensual.

I was rewarded with attention from Cecilia when I did my job right.  As the exhausted recruit was led away by Lady Blazemore Cecilia would unfasten my chastity and place me on the bed in the same spread-eagled position as the recruit had been before bringing me to a shuddering climax with her skilled tongue.

I was warned that if the recruit were to accidently climax I would be denied orgasm.  It was motivation enough for me to apply extreme care with my sensual lapping.

As the days passed I could see the will of our new tart dissolve away.  I could hear her heavy breathing beneath her mask as she strained for fulfillment.  There was a certain sense of accomplishment each time I seduced her into thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue in her totally helpless submission.  I was proud that as much as I prodded her along never once did I lead her over the edge.

I watched as the poor girl was paraded several times out to the gazebo for administration of the paddle.  Cecilia and I observed as Lady Blazemore paddled her to orgasm on several occasions as the new maid lost her will and succumbed to her new Mistress.

I really enjoyed quite an arousing moment as the day came for the unveiling of our new maid.  I couldn’t wait to put her to work on her knees on the floor in the bathrooms just like Cecilia had done to me.

There she stood before us in her chastity belt and maid uniform as Lady Blazemore gave me the command to take the hood off of the whore so that she could “meet her senior maid”.

I had the key to her sex dangling from my neck just as Cecilia had held mine.  As I unstrapped the hood from behind the girl I wondered how it would feel to have her curtsy before me and obey my every command.

I dropped her hood to the floor and took her gag from her mouth.  I paused for a few moments for effect—why not tease just a bit more-- before I moved around in front of her.

I have to admit that I was shocked by what I saw but at the same time I was most deviously delighted.  Lady Blazemore spoke.

“Maid Sadie, this is our new junior maid.  Maid Mattie, curtsy before your new supervisor.”

Maid Mattie curtsied exactly like she was told to do.  I attached a leash to her collar and led her off to teach her how to perform her new duties.  I was definitely going to enjoy training her.
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