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DEDICATION

This book is lovingly dedicated to Lindsay Becker and to her sister Cora.  Two sisters have never been closer together!


FORWARD

We cherish our sisters.  A girl can relate to her sister unlike any other person that she will meet in her lifetime.  My friend Lindsay is a perfect example.  She is absolutely inseparable from her younger sister Cora. The love of these sisters for each other is an inspiration for all of us.

This story is told from Lindsay’s perspective and is inspired by the relationship that Lindsay has with Cora’s husband Blaine.  Lindsay has often shared with me what she would like to do with Blaine in order to make him a better husband more suitable for her sister.  

In My Sister’s Sissy Maid her wishes come true and she gets her chance to do precisely that.


CHAPTER 1.  Husband Sitting

I’ve always looked after my younger sister.  If there is one thing that people can say about Lindsay Becker it is that I take care of my sister Cora.  Why wouldn’t I look after her?  After all Cora is six years younger than I am.  It’s always the responsibility of the older sister to look after her younger sibling and I have always taken that responsibility seriously.

When we were in school I was the one that intimidated the boys in her class that were trying to bully her.  Arrogant boys quickly learned to leave the Becker sisters alone on the playground.  Naturally there are always boys that never learn who is in charge.  Those that were slow learners had to live with the shame of being put in their place by a couple of girls.

I’ll never forget a boy named Dean.  He taunted Cora relentlessly.  He simply refused to leave her alone.  A little boy with a juvenile crush on a girl will often do that.  Cora had no interest in him so we confronted him together on the way home from school in order to put an end to his harassment.  While I held him down Cora removed his pants and then we sent him scurrying home in his underwear.  The look on his face was simply hilarious and we laughed for hours.  Needless to say Dean gave us both a wide berth after that!

When we were in high school I taught her how to dress for a night out on the town and how to do it without Mom seeing what she was wearing.  Mom never knew about Cora’s short skirts and low cut blouses.  It’s definitely better that way.

When we were in college I was the one that scared off the creepy guy on the motorcycle that tried to date her.  A girl always has to look out for her sister!

While we were in college we both studied to become teachers.  I’ll admit that Cora is smarter than I am.  That’s probably why she became a professor at major college and why I am only a professor at a community college.  When we discuss our careers we often laugh together that she had to outdo me with her profession because in all other respects I’ve always had to look after her.

Since I was the streetwise sister I had to play the part of the tough sister.  I grew to like the part.  I carefully scrutinized every boy she ever dated and watched over her like I was a mother hen.  Perhaps that’s why I’ve been called bitchy.  It’s also probably the reason why I’m dangerously close to that age when I’ll be called a spinster.  I’ll reluctantly admit here and now that I’m twenty nine years old and unmarried.

Growing up I shared a bedroom with my little sister.  Those days are long gone but these days we still share our secrets.  Through it all she has always joked with me that I’m the big sister because actually I am.  At a statuesque five foot eight I look the part when standing next to her five foot two frame.

Yes, I have always been the one to keep my little sister out of trouble.  I only had one failure in that area—when she met and married her husband Blaine.

I knew from the start that Blaine was going to be trouble for Cora.  He was a nerdy computer science major that she met on campus and for them it was love at first sight.  I don’t think it was because he was a diminutive five foot one either.  For reasons that I have never understood she seemed to actually be in love with him.  Even though I’ve given it great thought I’ve never really figured out what she saw in him.

Perhaps it was his dark eyes.  Maybe it was his creamy white skin and blond hair.  Actually I’m not really sure what her attraction is.  I suppose it is simply different tastes for different girls.  Who knows?

Soon after they were married Cora took a position with a major college becoming the esteemed Professor Cora Spencer.  It was quite a deal for her—an excellent salary that included free room and board right on campus.

Since Blaine made a living doing something or other on the Internet he had no trouble packing up his laptop computer and moving into the housing that the university generously provided them with.

The first time I saw her new home I was astounded that the university could provide such elaborate housing for a new professor.  It turned out that the campus was dotted with huge mansions that dated back over 100 years to the founding of the college.  They seemingly had mansions to spare.  In reality the rickety old place that Cora had was one of the oldest buildings and not even close to the largest of the campus homes.

The two story mansion featured four upstairs bedrooms, a downstairs library, a large dining room and a sitting room with a lavish fireplace.  Cora quickly turned the library into her office where she could meet privately with students and grade papers.

She renovated one of the upstairs bedrooms that was adjacent to the master bedroom into a luxurious bathroom.  Another of the upstairs bedrooms became Blaine’s office.  The final bedroom was much smaller than the others suitable for not much more than a single bed.  It was probably originally was used for either a child’s bedroom or perhaps servant’s quarters.  Cora had it turned into a tiny guest room.

While it was convenient for Cora to live on campus it was her chosen profession that caused her marital trouble.  I suppose in retrospect it was understandable.  While I saw nothing in particular in Blaine I could see why young coeds might think differently.  With his long wavy blond hair and dark brown eyes I suppose you could say that Blaine was the picture of a hot computer geek.  It was no surprise that he could easily melt a woman’s heart with a simple glance.  Cora quickly learned that was precisely the problem with Blaine.

With so many coeds at hand Cora constantly worried that Blaine would cheat on her.  He seemed to be constantly preoccupied with female students when they strolled past the house on their way to class and he made a point of looking in on female students that dropped by to see Professor Cora.

In a word Cora didn’t trust Blaine to remain faithful to her.  She confided with me that on several occasions she had come home and found a young coed in her home with Blaine though he vehemently denied that anything had happened between them.  His story, he explained, was that he was simply tutoring the young ladies in computer science and that he had done nothing more than that.

I thought that Cora was gullible to believe him and I told her so.  I was concerned that I wasn’t getting through to her but relieved when I learned that she was keeping a closer eye on him.

It all came to a head the summer Cora went abroad to study.  All of the professors at her college routinely take European trips to bone up on the latest trends.  It is a requirement of their continued employment to occasionally do so in order to keep current in their scholastic field.

I’ll admit that I was jealous of Cora’s European adventure.  My community college only requires me to complete an on-line mini course every summer in order to stay current.  When it came to perks Cora was definitely in the right place.  I guess some of us just live better than others!

The college only paid for her way to Europe so Blaine had to stay behind.  I should have known that I was in for trouble when Cora approached me with an invitation.

“Lindsay I need a favor.  I’m going to be out of the country for a few months on college business.  Would you be able to keep an eye on Blaine for me?  I’d like you to move in to my home while I’m gone.  That way I’ll know that Blaine isn’t getting into any trouble.”

Actually the invitation was well-timed.  The modest apartment that I lived in that was nearby the community college was scheduled for much welcomed renovation.  The landlord had planned to move me into a cheap hotel while the work was completed.  The idea of staying in a large mansion was exciting even if I had to share it with Blaine.

“Sure sis, anything for you.”

“It’s settled then.  I’m leaving next week.  Be sure to bring everything that you need with you because I don’t want you to leave Blaine alone for any period of time.”

I was proud of my sister.  She was suspicious of her husband and for good reason.

When the day came to move in I should have immediately known that the task of looking after Blaine wasn’t going to be easy.  I wanted to make a good first impression so even though classes were out for the summer I dressed in my standard lecturing attire.  I’ve always felt special teaching in a three piece skirt suit.  I have a whole closet filled with black and blue variations on the studious professor theme that I routinely wear to class.

I wanted to keep things strictly business while I was at Cora’s so I only packed my teaching attire for my stay.  A white blouse with an above the knee skirt paired with suntan pantyhose and heels give a no-nonsense impression to students.  If nothing else it gets their attention and keeps it riveted on me.  I was sure it would do the same with Blaine.  In a minor concession to summer heat I paired my outfit with peep toe pumps.  I was hoping that all in all such a professional impression would help keep him in line.

So I was dressed for the classroom when I arrived at Cora’s.  While I tussled with my luggage in my heels Blaine sat leisurely on the couch taking sideways glances at me.  His behavior was all Blaine.  Just like Cora had fretted while I struggled he took inconspicuous glances at me ogling me like a sexual predator might.  I suppose the pervert was hoping I would bend over just the right way so that he could get a closer glimpse of my lingerie.  I was aware of his eyes on me so I tried not to give him any kind of inadvertent panty show whatsoever.

He was never one to do any more than he needed to do to get by and he was always one to keep a close eye on any woman that was nearby.  He certainly didn’t seem to have any enthusiasm for work.  It was little wonder to me that his online business didn’t provide for Cora and that she was the real breadwinner in the family.

So Blaine sat and watched while I brought my things in.  He sat comfortably in his gold shirt and a pair of tight jeans nervously fingering a gold necklace that was secured tightly around his neck.  I couldn’t help but notice the necklace—it was strange to say the least.

It wasn’t so much a necklace as it was a choker.  It was not manly at all.  It was close-fitting around his neck the way a woman might wear it. 

The thick chain held a nameplate in front that had Blaine Spencer scripted out in delicate feminine type. I found it to be extremely unusual for a guy to wear such a thing and thought with amusement that it must be handy in the morning should he not have the mental capacity to be able to remember who he was.  I tried not to chuckle at the thought.

That morning I moved into the small bedroom.  It seemed odd to be in such a big home yet confined to such a small room but I thought I could make the best of it.  Certainly the view of the historic campus from the single window in the room was worth the tiny inconvenience of close quarters.

There was barely space for a single bed, an armoire and a dressing table.  The room was so small that I had to leave my luggage in the hallway after I unpacked so that there was space to walk.  Aside from that I had to settle for using the bathroom down the hallway but since there would be only two of us in the home it would be a small inconvenience.

Cora didn’t leave me with much instruction.  While she was going out the door all she could offer me was “Don’t let Blaine get into trouble.  Keep a close eye on him and do whatever it takes to keep him in line.  Oh and have a good time.”

Little did she know that in her absence how prophetic those words would be.


CHAPTER 2.  Pleasant Dreams

I spent the rest of the day getting used to my new environment.  The large mansion was interesting if not modern.  There were several fireplaces that harkened back to a time before central heating.  The dining room was fit for a queen and certainly noteworthy since nothing so immense would ever be seen in a contemporary home.  It was far too elaborate and wasted far too much space to be built these days.

A modern washer and dryer were installed in the basement.  While there was plenty of room to work the setting was not very inviting.  They sat right next to an old abandoned coal bin.  The heating ducts hanging from the basement ceiling were massive attesting to the use of coal and gravity heat that was common in an earlier era.

The old place showed its age.  All of the floors creaked and the lighting wasn’t the best.  Except of course in Cora’s office where additional lighting had been installed.  It was there that I planned to work while I enjoyed my vacation from teaching.  I brought a briefcase full of books with me to devour while I had the time.

Blaine was busy in his office while I checked out the accommodations.  He was nowhere to be found when I raided the refrigerator for dinner. I presumed that he was still busy in his office.

While at first I thought Blaine had something against me being there to keep an eye on him I took heart when he offered me a glass of wine late in the evening.  We sat together sipping a fine vintage while discussing my sister and her trip abroad.

Blaine seemed neutral on his wife’s trip.  He wasn’t particularly pleased that she was gone but he wasn’t broken up either.  He seemed more interested in me and how I felt about staying with him.

After drinking my wine I felt exhausted.  Still after I said goodnight to Blaine the thought of a steamy hot shower was irresistible.  Without much thought I took my nightgown down the hallway to the bathroom.  I was lost in the delight of the cascading water when I thought that I heard the floor squeak.  I disregarded it thinking that it was only my imagination.

When I turned off the water and pulled the shower curtain back to my astonishment Blaine was standing right there holding a towel for me with a big grin on his face taking in my nude body like it was his to freely ogle.

For a few seconds I was stunned and unable to move.  Then I came to my senses and placed one hand to cover myself between my legs and the other arm across my breasts to conceal them from his lewd stare.

I feared what he was going to do and I wanted to scream.  He gave a laugh before he handed me the towel.  Then he turned and walked out of the room.

After I toweled off and dressed I realized to my dismay that there was no lock on the bathroom door.  When I quickly went back down the hallway to my room I discovered that there was no lock on my bedroom door either.  I made a mental note to remedy both situations at the most expedient moment possible.

I hoped that Blaine had gotten his eyeful and that would be the end of it.  It was with that thought that I settled in for the night under the covers in my new surroundings.  After the long day I was quickly sound asleep.

That night I had the most unusual dream.  While I don’t often have sexual dreams that night I dreamt that a gorgeous guy was making passionate love to me in a darkened room.  It was one of those dreams that felt inexplicably real.

In my slumber I could feel my hips rising to meet his deep thrust and I could feel his tongue probing my mouth.  I returned his kiss and encouraged his attentions.  After a breath-taking shuddering orgasm I fell into a deeper sound sleep.

A woman far closer to approaching spinster territory than she is to her youthful prime shouldn’t have such a sensual fantasy even in her sleep.  When I awoke I was flushed with embarrassment.  Adding to my shame my legs felt sore from the effort that I must have exerted in my slumber shamefully acting out the illusion.  It was such an unusual dream that it stayed with me the entire next day.

I felt at peace that morning while I spread out my briefcase in Cora’s office.  From her desk I could see out through a large bay window.  Outside the sun shone bright while students leisurely walked to classes.

By turning my head I could keep an eye on the entrance foyer of the mansion.  I knew that Blaine was upstairs in his office working and absolutely no coed could get into the house without my knowledge.

Blaine avoided me that day.  I thought that perhaps since he had seen everything that there was to see that he would leave me alone.  I decided that I would leave it at that and speak no more of it.  That was fine with me.

I had a wonderful day reading.  In an attempt to make things right that evening Blaine made a peace offering—another glass of a fine wine.  Unlike the previous evening we sat silently together while I sipped it.

By sundown I was tired and ready for bed.  I took an empty suitcase with me into the bathroom for my shower.  I placed the suitcase against the door before I stepped into the shower so that I would immediately hear if Blaine attempted to have another look at my nakedness.  He made no such attempt and after a soothing shower I was off to bed.

I seldom have recurring dreams.  But there in my sleep in the solitude of the tiny bedroom the gorgeous hunk appeared to me again.  This time I struggled against his ardor to no avail.  Against my will he spread my legs and thrust his manhood deep inside of me.  When I tried to protest his actions his tongue filled my mouth and I quickly succumbed to his passion.  Again I arched my hips up to meet him in a shameless exhibition of lusty intercourse.  For the second night in a row my dream ended in a shuddering orgasm that left me panting for breath but unable to wake before I fell into an even deeper sleep.


CHAPTER 3.  Reality

In spite of my early apprehensions I thought things were going along just fine. Again that second day Blaine went to work in his office while I made myself at home in Cora’s office at her desk.

Clearly the change in scenery agreed with me.  I hadn’t felt so refreshed and invigorated in years.  I suppose my erotic dreams had something to do with it too.  I felt like I had an inexplicable glow that I had never experienced before.

The setting was so idyllic that I was simply lost in it.  Warm weather and gentle breezes can set the imagination free.  A college campus is far more peaceful in the summertime offering the perfect learning environment.  Only a few eager students remain to absorb the many lessons that the institution has to offer.

Instead of the drab community college campus that I was accustomed to here it felt like a special academic fantasy was taking place.  The campus was exactly what I had always imagined a university to look like.  Fresh air, stately old buildings, ivy growing everywhere and students absorbed in their study.  It was a professor’s dream come true.

I had thought that keeping an eye on Blaine was going to be a real challenge but I was beginning to think that I had misread him.  Other than his initial ogling of my nakedness that first evening in my bathroom he actually seemed quite tame.  He didn’t even seem to be at all interested in coeds.  Instead he spent his day upstairs absorbed in his work.  I felt guilty for thinking so negatively of him.

Again at the end of the day he brought me a glass of wine but I didn’t want to sit with him.  I didn’t feel like husband sitting should include daily fraternization if it didn’t have to.  So instead I took the wine up to my bedroom with me.  I was exhausted so I only consumed half of it.  I was too tired to stay up any longer.

That evening I felt so confident of him that I didn’t even bother to bar the bathroom door while I showered.  Apparently Blaine had satisfied his curiosity and was going to leave me alone.  Was I ever wrong about that!

When I settled into my bed I found that even though I was weary I was also sexually excited.  I was hoping that my recurring dream would happen again.  It was so fulfilling that I couldn’t help myself in my desire to feel the intensity of lovemaking again even if it was only in my sleep.

Almost immediately after my head hit the pillow I was out.  Much to my delight my exquisite lover appeared to me again.  He was so magnificent!  This time he tenderly spread my legs and while I moaned in ecstasy his tongue unabashedly explored my most private region.  Then he shifted positions—mounting me with a tantalizing thrust that made me crave for more.  My breathing picked up and I was in that same delightful place of blissful ecstasy that I had felt the previous nights.

I felt my body ravenously respond to a wicked ride that only a woman can experience.  Only this time just when I was about to explode in a blissful orgasm I woke up.  It must have been the middle of the night because the room was completely dark.  I slowly regained my senses just when I had an intense orgasm that rocked my body to the core.  I let out a muffled euphoric moan while waves of ecstasy rippled through my body.

It was only then that I realized that I was not alone.  My legs were tightly gripping a person against my body and I could feel a tender tongue gently probing deep inside of my mouth!

Slowly waking from the fog of sleep I wanted to scream but I had trouble finding my voice.  Instead an animal-like moan came out from beneath his encouraging tongue.  The dark figure that had been tantalizing my sex immediately pulled away from his carnal position and then made a hasty retreat from my bedroom.

When I had pushed the intruder away I had felt the necklace that was tight around his neck.  It was a giveaway as to the identity of the assailant.  Even though I was disoriented I knew immediately who had been taking advantage of me in my deep sleep.  While I had never before been seduced in my sleep I quickly came to the realization that it must have been Blaine who had been visiting me at night.

Then it occurred to me.  I had been drinking wine provided by Blaine every night before I went to bed.  Blaine had roofied me!

At first I felt ashamed of myself.  I had come to my sister’s home to keep an eye on her amorous husband.  Instead he had taken advantage of me like I was a naïve schoolgirl.  I had only been there for three days and he had already bedded me three times and if not for a fortuitous moment when I woke up simply because I hadn’t consumed all of my drink I would have been no wiser for it.

What would my sister think of me?  I had betrayed her beyond belief.  Her husband had carnal knowledge of me and she hadn’t even been gone for a week!  I was certain she would never forgive me.  Not only that but she wouldn’t be home for months and I still had to stay there with Blaine.  How could I look him in the eye after what he had done to me?

He certainly knew what he was doing.  Even when I realized what had happened I was still breathing heavily, my intimate juices were flowing freely and those special muscles were anxiously throbbing for more of what they knew that only the intruder could deliver.

Then I became angry.  He had no right to do what he had done to me.  Spiking wine and raping a woman in her sleep right in her own bedroom is no different than slipping something into her drink in a bar.  No question about it.  In spite of the eager response of my body I had been raped.  Several times at that.

When I realized that my panties were down at one ankle I pulled them back up over my moist mound.  Then I got out of bed and put a robe on before I went furiously down the hallway to confront him.

When I pulled on the doorknob to the master bedroom I found that it was locked.  At first I wanted to scream at him but instead I decided to wait until morning to confront him.  After all, he wasn’t going anywhere and by then I would be rested and in a much better frame of mind.

I didn’t sleep at all that night.  I lay wide awake in my bed expecting the door to open any moment for the intruder to enter.  I was determined not to let him plunder my body again.  Thankfully nothing further happened that night.  Just when the sun was peeking over the horizon I fell asleep in exhaustion.


CHAPTER 4.  Friends

By the time I woke up most of the morning had passed.  I felt dirty and violated by his assault so I took a shower before I dressed for the day.

When I went down the stairs to look for Blaine I was surprised when the front door opened and he came in—being led by the arm by a young coed that was dressed in a skimpy leather outfit that left nothing to my imagination.

With his head lowered like he was intimidated by the woman Blaine hardly looked at me.  When she passed me by the coed gave me a wicked smile.  The two of them brushed right past me then over to the staircase.  I watched speechless while they ascended to the second floor.  I was far too stunned to act.  Instead I just stood there.  Then I heard the bedroom door close and there was silence.

I couldn’t believe what I had just seen!  I had thought that Blaine was chasing young women but what I saw didn’t look like that at all.  In fact it had appeared that the young lady had taken Blaine and that she was in charge of him.  I went into Cora’s office and sat down at her desk.  I wondered--what could I possibly do with Blaine?

A few hours later with Blaine nowhere in sight the coed came down the stairway.  She had a satisfied smile on her face when she leaned into my office for a quick word.

“He’s all yours!  I’d give him a little bit of time though.  I really put him through his paces.  You’re new here aren’t you?”

I sensed an opportunity.

“Yes, I just arrived.  I’m watching the house while Professor Spencer is abroad.  What’s going on here?”

She seemed surprised that I wasn’t in the know.  Perhaps deciding that I needed to understand what was happening she stepped all the way into the office.

“I’m in a women’s club that was formed here at the college.  We share a fully-equipped home just off campus.  We enjoy dominating men and using them for our pleasure—you know we take what we want when we want it.”

“Like you just did with Blaine?”

“That’s right.  We use mostly male students for our amusement but Blaine is special.  His wife has no idea that he is so submissive and that he is such a delicious treat in the bedroom.  We take him all the time behind her back.  He can’t resist us at all.  It’s a real power trip doing a professor’s husband like that.  We enjoy playing with him—you know--for the fun of it.  You should try him out—you won’t regret it.”

I thought I knew precisely what she was talking about.  I tried not to think of what he had already done to me while I was sleeping.  But it was heavenly.  I could only imagine what he could do with me if I was encouraging him on.

“Did you say that Professor Spencer was abroad?  I didn’t know that.  Great news.  I’ll have to tell the other girls that she is out of town.  That’ll make things easy.  Have a great day!”

She turned and quickly went out the front door.  I sat in stunned silence trying to decide what I should do next.  I mean my sister’s husband was being used like he was a cheap sex toy by a group of aggressive female students.  Not exactly the situation that I was expecting.

I decided that I could cope with things.  It was nothing that couldn’t be fixed with a bit of effort.  The trick would be to make Blaine unattractive to the girls so that they would leave him alone until Cora got back home.  Then she could deal with her problem husband on her own terms.

With a quick search on my laptop I found exactly what I had in mind.  I had just finished my call to the La Femme Campus Salon when I heard Blaine slowly coming down the stairs.  He shuffled into my office looking rather contrite.

If it weren’t for the lipstick on his lips and cheek that he had failed to clean off I would have thought that he was an innocent child craving forgiveness.  Of course I knew better.  He wasn’t a child and clearly he wasn’t innocent either.  He was an errant husband in need of a lesson that he would never forget.

I realized immediately by his demeanor that he would be no problem at all for me.  The coed had given me more than enough information to take charge of things.  What Blaine needed was a firm hand to set him straight.  When he tried to speak I decided not to listen at all.

“Lindsay I…”

“Shut up Blaine.  I’ve seen and heard enough of you already.  You have no respect for your wife—my sister—and you have no respect for me either.  You need to be taught a lesson that you will never forget.  I think that I’m precisely the one that needs to provide it for you.”

“But I…”

“You don’t understand what shut up means?  Are you that dim-witted?  I can see already that you will require quite a bit of training before you know your place.”

I stood up and took him by the hand similar to the way the coed had led him upstairs.

“You are coming with me.  We are going to the salon.”

The business district is only a few blocks from campus housing so we only needed to take a short walk.  We passed several coeds on the way and each of them took a hungry look at Blaine while they passed by us.  I wondered to myself how many of them had spent quality time in the bedroom with my sister’s husband.


CHAPTER 5.  La Femme Campus Salon

I’m sure that Blaine had no idea what the salon had in store for him.  When we stepped through the door he was entering a women’s world that I’m sure was unlike anything he had ever witnessed before.

Guys simply don’t understand the women’s salon and spa experience.  Pampering is an exquisitely divine women’s thing that they usually don’t fully comprehend.  I could tell by the way Blaine took in the fragrance of female indulgence and the by the way he gazed at the mirrored walls and salon chairs that he had never seen the inside of a real salon before.

There were no customers in the salon at the time.  Two identically dressed ladies were sitting at the counter apparently casually waiting for customers to arrive.  One of them stood up and came over to us to greet us.  She was wearing a pink serving dress that came just below her knees that was detailed with black trim at the collar and at the short sleeves.  She also had a matching apron that gave her the look of a serving girl that was pleasantly happy to be at our service.

I knew that she was the girl I had spoken to on the phone because Pamela Jones was stitched in black on the front of her pink uniform.  She ignored Blaine and looked straight at me while she spoke.

“You must be Lindsay Becker.  Pleased to meet you.  I’m Pamela Jones.  I’m the owner of the salon.  Is this your sister’s wayward husband?”

She looked at him with a disgusted glare.  Blaine flushed a deep red.  I suppose that he wasn’t used to being introduced like that but the truth is what it is and I wasn’t about to hide it for his convenience.  After all a guy that rapes his wife’s sister in her sleep isn’t entitled to any concessions.

“Yes, this is Blaine.  He’s here to learn a lesson that he will never forget.”

She turned to the other woman that was sitting at the counter.

“Take him in back and put him in a robe.  Then he needs a full Brazilian.”

The young girl, probably a coed at the college, gave a giggle before she motioned Blaine to follow her.  They disappeared down a hallway into the back of the salon.

Pamela turned back to me and smiled.

“I think I know what you’re trying to do but I have to say that a Brazilian won’t keep the girls away.  These college coeds won’t leave a guy like that alone just because he’s been shaved down there.  If you’re open to suggestions I think that I can be helpful for you in that regard.”

“Really?  I mean I’m going to spend months alone with him and the girls seem to be all over him already.  I can sure use all the help that I can get.”

She seemed to fully understand.

“Come with me, I have an idea.”

We started down the same hallway that Blaine had just gone down but we took a turn halfway down it.  We entered a door marked “Employees only” and went into a dressing room that had several open lockers in it.

“Our employees change in here when they come to work.  Let’s talk for a minute.  A Brazilian is a good start for Blaine but at La Femme we do have many other cosmetic treatments available that may help you achieve the effect that you’re looking for.”

I had no idea what she had in mind but I was intrigued.

“I don’t understand.  What are you saying?”

“A guy with boyish genitalia is cute.  But a guy with his legs and underarms shaved and his hair all done up is entirely different.  A scented shampoo, with a feminine cut and set can really change a guy.  He actually becomes feminine and at that point the girls won’t be sexually interested in him in the least.”

I giggled at the thought.  Blaine has a slight frame and a squeaky voice so the image of him looking like a woman wasn’t all that difficult to conjure up.  I thought that perhaps that was why the coeds liked him.  Unlike most guys he has a sensitive side that makes him a perfect lover.  In various ways he has more feminine traits than typical male traits.

“You mean that you could actually make him look like a woman?”

“We’ve had much more difficult subjects to work with than him.  After all that’s what we do here.  We transform ladies into beautiful women.  It shouldn’t be all that complicated to do the same with Blaine.  He seems to be the right height for it.  In fact I hardly think that it would be a challenge at all.”

She stepped over to one of the lockers before she continued.

“This locker was used by Marta Rodriguez before she graduated with her degree in computer science and went back home to work in Mexico.  She was so excited to graduate and get to work that she ran off in a hurry and left her things behind.”

She reached into the locker and pulled out a pink uniform that was identical to the one that she was wearing.  She held it up for me to see.

“I think that Blaine would look cute in this don’t you think?”

I gave a short laugh.

“If you can make him look good in that you are a magician!”

“You’d be surprised what we can do and everything we need to do it with is right here in the salon.  If you give me the word then we can turn him into Marta Rodriguez in no time at all.”

“I doubt that Blaine could ever convince anybody that he is Latino…”

“I take that to be a challenge that I’m sure that I can win.  With the right lotion and with a little extra time in the tanning booth I can assure you that Blaine will make as pretty of a Chiquita as you’ve ever seen.”

We both laughed.  The thought of Blaine posing as a woman was intriguing.  No doubt about it that would certainly keep the coeds away!

She put the uniform back in the locker and pulled out a pink bra that was hanging next to it.  She held it up like a shopping channel hostess would.

“Marta even left her lingerie behind.”

Marta must have been well-endowed because the bra had large cups.  The pink panties that were next to it in the locker were more petite so I imagined Marta to be a short well-endowed woman.

“She left her jewelry and high heel sandals behind too.  Blaine will look real sharp.”

“If you say so…”

She smiled at me.

“We can use a girl to clean up after our clients here at the shop.  Or you can put her to work in your home as a domestic maid.  I promise that either way I can make her look the part.”

The more I thought about it the more that I liked the idea.  I shook my head in agreement.  Pamela looked delighted.

“I’ll tell you what.  Leave Blaine here at the salon while you take the day and go shopping.  There is plenty of nearby shopping for you to enjoy.  We have a real nice adult novelty shop down the street.  I think you’ll find plenty of items in there that will help you accomplish your goal.  There’s a uniform shop next door to that and you might check that out too.  Come back late this afternoon for the unveiling--I think that you’ll like what you see.”


CHAPTER 6.  Shopping Trip

I decided to leave Blaine in Pamela’s good hands.  Her plan was even more adventurous than my own and I liked the sound of it.  So I went out of the salon and I strolled down the block looking for the novelty shop.  I laughed when I saw the name of the place—The Very Naughty Novelty Shop.

I suppose I felt very naughty so I went right in.  I haven’t done much shopping in adult novelty stores so I felt extremely self-conscious.  A very friendly clerk came up to me and quickly helped to make me feel comfortable.  She was clearly a young college student.  I mean who else would go Gothic for work?

She was all decked out in black.  From the leather collar around her neck to her tiny leather skirt, to her sheer see thru blouse and her high heeled leather boots she was the epitome of collegiate fashion gone awry.  I guess it was her outfit and the weird surroundings that made me smile and relax.

“Hi my name is Blossom.  May I help you?”

Ah, the perfect name for a Gothic adult store salesgirl!  I mean no way she could be named Suzie or Mary.  Names like that were far too common for a girl working in an adult shop.  No, Blossom was perfect.  I restrained my laughter at the thought.  With my dry throat I barely managed to whisper a response.

“I’m looking to, a, I mean I want, I’m looking to dominate…”

“What was that Ma’am?  I didn’t hear you.  Speak up please!”

I really didn’t want the whole world to hear me but I tried again anyway.

“I’m looking for something to dominate…”

“Oh I get it.  Dominatrix is really in on campus these days.  We have several groups of women near here doing the neatest things to guys.  They are pretty kinky if you ask me but they’re really into it.  They’re in here all the time looking for new toys.  Let me show you a few things.”

She sashayed to the back of the store pointing out various adult toys when we passed them by.  I really wasn’t interested in bondage items and I closed my eyes because I didn’t want to be tempted when she started pointing out the attributes of several different types of vibrating dildos.  There were many other things that I didn’t have a clue about and was afraid to ask.

We stopped in front of a mannequin that was adorned in a stunning black leather outfit.  It was exotic yet sensual and screamed Dominatrix.  I just had to try it on.

When I looked in the mirror in the dressing room I almost scared myself but then I found that I loved the look.  The strapless top pushed my breasts up providing alluring cleavage.  The hem was short affording a tantalizing peek at my legs.  Shiny black gloves and a pair of high heeled leather boots completed the dramatic look.

I felt powerful.  I knew that a woman dressed like that wouldn’t be questioned by anyone.  A submissive male would be absolutely defenseless in front of her.  When I thought about how Blaine would melt in front of me in the outfit I decided to keep it on and carry my other clothes out with me.

Blossom continued to chat with me while we walked towards the checkout.  That was when I saw something really special.  I stopped to stare at the studded black paddle that was hanging on the wall.  Blossom noticed my interest so she took it off the hook and presented it to me.

She cradled it carefully the way a scientist might handle a powerful weapon.  Then she gave me the sales pitch like it was common to purchase a device that only had one extremely sadistic purpose.

“These are not easy to find but we have them in stock because the ladies on campus are particularly fond of them.  Like I said the ladies on campus are a bit kinky.

The studded paddle does exemplary service on the bottom of a naughty slave.  I can personally vouch for that.  I’ve used one of those myself on my boyfriend and I only had to discipline with it on one occasion.  After that just the threat has been enough to get me the desired results.  I have to say that it would look spectacular with your outfit.”

I took it in my hand and took a practice swing at the air.  Wow!  I was a super Dominatrix!  I didn’t know that a girl could wield such awesome power!  Blossom grinned at me.

“Don’t you just love the feel of that?  The guys will kneel at your feet—trust me.”

I decided that I just had to have it.  She rang my purchases up and she put the paddle into a bag with my clothes.  I went out the door back onto the sidewalk.

I was hardly prepared for the reception I got from the guys that were passing by.  I smiled when the first guy stopped in his tracks and took a long look at me before grinning his approval.  A second guy couldn’t help himself and fell on his knees in front of me in worship.  I simply walked past him like he was an unworthy serf.  I held my head up and moved on to the uniform shop that Pamela had recommended.

Inside the shop I was dazzled by the wide array of uniforms.  Pamela had implied that Blaine would be doing work at the salon so I looked at the uniforms that were similar to what she had been wearing.

A lovely mature lady named Liz came up to me to help me out.  She must have been the owner of the shop because she certainly wasn’t a coed.  She was conservatively dressed—maybe you could say even stuffy-- like you might expect a mature sales woman to be.  Compared to Blossom she appeared matronly and quite tame.

“May I help you Ma’am?  Are you looking for a uniform—perhaps for your maid?”

“Just browsing today.  I have something in mind for another girl.  I just wanted to see what you have.”

“We carry a broad line suitable for your maid staff in just about anything you can imagine.  Take your time.  Feel free to look at everything.  We often have ladies coming in to see the possibilities before they come back with their maid.”

I finally decided that I would wait to see what Pamela did with Blaine before I spent any money.  I already had my power outfit and I thought that would be more than enough to put him in his place.

I walked home to wait until enough time had passed before I could go and see what kind of job that the ladies had done with Blaine.


CHAPTER 7.  Unveiling

When I returned to the salon there were no customers waiting and there was no one at the reception desk.  Pamela must have heard me come in because she came out from down the back hallway.

“You’ve arrived just in time.  We are just putting the final touches on Marta.  I think that you’ll be pleased with what we’ve accomplished.  By the way I just love your outfit!”

She had said they were putting the final touches on Marta.  It sounded so odd to me.  I hadn’t thought much about it yet.  In my mind Blaine was here getting his Brazilian and no more than that.  I couldn’t imagine what they had done with Blaine but Pamela had seemed to know what she was doing so I waited in anticipation of the unveiling.

Pamela disappeared back down the hallway and then in just a few minutes came back out by me again.  Then she stood next to me and waved her hand with a flourish.

“Ms. Becker I would like to present to you Miss Marta Rodriguez.”

Right on cue two young ladies came from down the same corridor where Pamela had just been.  One of the girls was the employee that had initially taken Blaine back into the salon.  The other girl was a Latino woman also dressed in the pink uniform of the salon.  She had curly black hair and large black rimmed glasses.  Her black tear-drop earrings and her high heeled sandals gave her a sultry sexy appearance.  Her pink uniform dress was clearly too short for her and I felt sorry for her to be so shamefully attired.

They both walked towards me until one of the girls stepped next to Pamela and allowed the Latino girl to come closer to me.  She stood in front of me with her head down.  It took me a few moments to realize what had happened and it wasn’t until I noticed the stitching on her dress that read Marta Rodriguez and then looked closer at her face that I realized that the girl in fact was actually Blaine.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  I have to say that I was speechless.  Pamela broke the silence.

“We really enjoyed working with Marta.  She was so docile and so cooperative!  I was surprised.  I would have thought that there would have been a struggle succumbing to femininity like that and surrendering masculinity to us like that.  It wasn’t a tussle at all.  But I think it was because she enjoyed herself immensely—I mean we had to put a pantyliner in those panties so that she didn’t stain her pretty panties.  When we put those nail extensions on her I thought that she was going to cream herself.  She was pretty enthused about those thick long lashes too.  She was really quite excited by all the treatment, I can tell you that!”

My mouth gaped open while I took in the whole picture.  I could hardly believe my eyes.  Blaine had been completely transformed into a Latino woman.  There was not a trace of Blaine visible.  They had even removed the silly choker that had been around his neck.

I wondered how any man could allow such a complete transformation to occur.  I felt a change in our relationship had transpired and that I would never relate to Blaine the same ever again.  Immediately I found that I thought far less of him.  Looking like that he could never be a real man again in my eyes.  Any guy that would let women do that to him without putting up a fight was hardly a man at all.  No a guy that would allow such humiliation was a sissy girl if ever there was one.

Finally I gathered my thoughts and managed a question.

“How did you get his, I mean her skin so dark?”

Pamela smiled.

“We gave her the works.  A skin darkening lotion along with extra time in the tanning booth does wonders for a girl doesn’t it?  We dyed her hair black—it’s actually called leather black—and we gave her a perm.  Trust me those curls will stay that way for weeks.”

“What about her breasts?  I mean they…”

“They are 36 double D just like Marta had.  We shopped down the street for the perfect breast forms.”

“What about her glasses?”

“They are decorative with clear glass.  Marta wore glasses just like those.”

I took a closer look while Marta stood quietly in front of me.  Her lips were a glossy red and her cheeks had a touch of blush that was barely visible with her dark skin.  They had also put a hint of brown eyeshadow on her.  She clearly had plenty of mascara defining her eyes.  Her thick heavy lashes fluttered behind her wide-eyed style glasses in a tempting fashion usually only seen on a young lady intent on engaging in serious flirting.

Her long fingernails were expertly done in a red gloss that matched her lipstick.  Her legs had been either impeccably waxed or shaved and they were encased in sheer hosiery that perfectly displayed her polished toenails.  As if to put a punctuation mark on the whole feminine presentation the heels on her sandals gave her legs a ladylike pose.

Pamela was clearly proud of their accomplishment.  Her assistant gave her a small pink purse that had a shoulder strap meant to make it easy to take along.

“You have to see this.”

Pamela opened the purse and took out a campus student identification card.  She held it so that I could see it.  I was stunned at the picture of the woman that I saw.  The woman underneath Marta Rodriguez also wore the same glasses and was a perfect lookalike for the new Marta Rodriguez that was standing right in front of me.

I was still in awe of what they had done with Blaine.  I wondered what Cora would think of what I had done to her husband.  The possibilities spun through my head while Marta stood silently with her head still down.

I realized that Marta in fact wasn’t resisting anything.  She had allowed the women to transform her and she had not struggled when they presented her to me.  It was apparent that sissy Marta would be no trouble at all for me from that point on.  Such willful submission gave me ideas!  Pamela interrupted my thoughts.

“No one will be able to tell her apart from the actual Marta and she can use the ID card if anyone questions her.  We even used the cosmetics that Marta had in her purse.  We’ve left them in there so the new Marta can use them until she can go shopping for her own.  There’s an extra pantyliner in there too in case she has an accident.”

She gave a giggle and handed the purse to Marta.  She showed her how to put the strap over her shoulder so that the purse hung at her waist.

I hesitated to ask the big question.

“How much do we owe you for the transformation?”

“I’ll tell you what.  It’s on the house.  Take her home and see if you like her.  If you want to keep her that way she can take Marta’s shifts and she can work here like an entry level trainee.  In exchange we’ll keep her new image together for her at no charge.”

Things were looking up.  I was happy that I didn’t have to pay anything to put my sister’s husband in his place.

“Deal.  Come with me Marta.”

I took a few steps towards the door but Marta followed tentatively then stopped when we got close to the door.  She spoke in her usual squeaky voice that under the circumstances sounded so much more ladylike especially since she was dressed for the feminine sound.  It was actually a rather meek protest.

“You can’t expect me to go outside dressed like this can you?”

“Why not?  All of the girls at the salon dress like that.”

“What if I’m recognized?”

I gave a laugh.

“In that getup I can promise you that you’ll only be identified to be Marta Rodriguez.  You’ll pass even the closest of inspections.  No one will ever be the wiser.  Of that you can be assured.”

“But I can’t…”

“Yes you can Marta sweetie.  Come with me honey.”

I took her by the hand and led her out the door.


CHAPTER 8.  On Duty

We walked together down the street towards the mansion with Marta carrying my shopping bags.  We walked slowly because Marta was taking tiny little steps in order to keep from falling over from wearing her unfamiliar high-heeled sandals.  Apparently the original Marta was short just like the new Marta and she had tried to add to her height with extra high heels.  It was evident that my Marta would need practice before she would be able to walk easily in them.

While I could tell that Marta was self-conscious I felt particularly confident.  The women that passed us on the sidewalk paid no attention to us.  It was precisely the effect that I wanted.  I didn’t know how many of the women that passed us by had been taking advantage of Blaine at Cora’s expense but I knew for sure that none of them would have the slightest interest in bedding Marta.

The guys were an entirely different story.  They were definitely interested in both of us though for different reasons.  I could easily distinguish the submissive males from the more virile males.

The submissive males would glance at me in my Dominatrix attire when they passed.  They tried not to make eye contact with me but they couldn’t help themselves so they would take a quick sideways look when they thought I wouldn’t notice.  I felt like I could have ordered any of them to do just about anything for me and there would have been no protest whatsoever.

The less effeminate guys had their eyes on Marta.  Clearly they had a thing for girls in short maid uniforms.  I’m pretty sure by the look in their eyes that if they could get Marta alone they certainly wouldn’t be using her for housekeeping duty.  On that walk home I lost count of how many times Marta was mentally undressed with the eyes of a lusting male.

When we finally arrived home Marta seemed to relax.  I had her follow me into my office where I sat down to discuss our new arrangement.  Marta put my shopping bags on the floor next to my desk then she stood in front of my desk expecting to leave in a moment.

“Give me a minute Lindsay so I can get out of this dress…”

“I don’t think so.”

“What?”

“I said I don’t think so.  Let me explain things to you dear.  To start with you will not call me Lindsay again.  You will address me with “Yes Ma’am” and only with “Yes Ma’am” do you understand me?”

There was a moment of silence while Marta looked at me seemingly trying to decide if I was serious.  I glared back at her.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Very good.  You’re a quick learner Marta.  Perhaps you are more intelligent than I thought you were.  Marta you will remain in uniform until Professor Spencer returns and decides what to do with you.  While I’m here you will perform full time maid service for me and you will work part-time at the La Femme Salon.  Do you understand me?”

“What?  Maid service?”

I told you how to address me.

“I will not be your maid.”

I smiled and leaned back in my chair.

“You may want to reconsider that tone.”

“You can’t possibly be serious.  I won’t be your maid.”

I reached into my shopping bag and took out the studded paddle that I had just bought.  I held it up so that Marta could get a good look at it.  Then I set it down on the desk in front of me.  Marta’s eyes stared down at it while I continued.

“Do you see the paddle Marta dear?  A studded paddle can make quite an impression on a defiant girl particularly when used on her bare bottom.  I would hate to have to take your panties down and show you how uncomfortable the paddle can make you feel.  It would be so humiliating for you to be paddled like a badly behaved spoiled child.  Perhaps you would like to reconsider my kind offer to engage in domestic servitude.”

Marta continued to stare down at the paddle during a few awkward silent moments.  I allowed the threat to sink in before I spoke again.

“You’ll have to make your mind up right this instant.  Will it be maid duty for me or would you rather be paddled like an errant school girl on your bottom?”

“I, please, I can’t, please don’t make me, I can’t…”

“Yes you can Marta honey.  I’m sure that you’ll make a fine maid.  Plus you won’t have to worry about all those eager coeds anymore.  They could hardly make a pass at you dressed like you are—the epitome of a mere serving maid if ever there was one.”

“But I…”

“What will it be?  The paddle or the uniform?”

I picked the paddle back up and smacked it into one hand.  That certainly got Marta’s attention.  Perhaps realizing that I was serious her eyes widened and fixated on the instrument.  Her surrender was the highlight of the day.

“Okay.  Fine.  If I have to I’ll do maid duty.”

I gave her a stern frown.

“I mean Yes Ma’am I’ll be happy to be your maid.”

I put the paddle back into the bag.

“I’ll be keeping the paddle nearby just in case you change your mind.  Just remember what I said because I’d like nothing more than to show your bottom a good time with a suitable paddling.

There is a stack of laundry that needs to be done.  See to it immediately.  Oh and when you finish with that move my things into the large bedroom.  You’ll be sleeping in the maid quarters starting tonight.”

She gave me a strange look and started to form a protest before she thought better of it and changed her mind.

“Yes Ma’am.”

With that she turned to leave my office.

“Marta Wait!”

“Yes Ma’am?”

I was impressed.  She was already responding to her new name!

“Did I dismiss you?  I don’t remember giving you permission to go.”

“I’m sorry Ma’am.”

“You had better be sorry.  Now then, when you enter or leave my presence you are to acknowledge my instructions and then curtsy like a proper maid in deference to my female superiority.  Do you understand me?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“You are dismissed.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

I stared at Marta until humiliation washed over her face.  Then with all of the effort she could muster she dipped a dainty curtsy for me.  I smiled at her total capitulation to my will.

Then with her head bowed down she silently left my office to see to the laundry and to move my things into my new quarters.


CHAPTER 9.  Uniforms

Up until that time I had been tense about my stay at Cora’s house.  With Marta working away in the laundry room I found that I was no longer uptight about my housesitting duty.

Yes I had been roofied and raped by my sister’s husband.  There was nothing I could do about that.  I took consolation in the fact that the experience really wasn’t all that unpleasant and now I was moving to the master bedroom where I could keep the door locked while I slept.  On top of that now I was going to enjoy maid service all while keeping my sister’s husband from engaging in any further extramarital sex.  Things were definitely looking up.

By the time Marta had served me dinner and I had retired to my new private bedroom I was feeling pretty good about myself.  After all Marta was only getting what she had coming to her after what she had done to Cora and me.

Who would think that my sister’s husband was so submissive?  I couldn’t wait to tell Cora that all her husband needed was a firm feminine hand to keep his infidelity in check.

I was always strict with males so I felt right at home in the role of authoritative woman.  Cora was not like that at all.  While she was not a dominating woman by nature I was sure that with a little bit of work I could teach her enough so that she could take control of her wayward husband.

When I locked the bedroom door and settled in on the large bed I couldn’t help but think about Marta.  The little bed in the maid’s chamber was small and way too firm to offer much comfort.  I wondered why the large mansion had such a small bedroom.  I decided that it must have been a child’s room at one time or a room reserved for the help.  The little room and its uncomfortable bed was only fit for a child or for a simple servant.  Perhaps servants had tended to the mansion at an earlier time.  That was the last thought on my mind when I fell asleep.

I woke the next morning well rested.  It was the first night since I had been there that my sleep hadn’t been interrupted by erotic sex from an unwelcomed intruder.  My head was filled with ideas for Marta that I wanted to put into immediate use.

After I had Marta serve me my breakfast we took another walk to the shopping district.  Much to my amusement Marta was still tentative walking in her uniform.  She didn’t need to worry.  The salon had done quite a number on her.  There was no way in the world that anyone could possibly see her for anyone other than Marta Rodriguez.  If she had reason to be concerned it should have been for her ridiculously short hemline that most likely had been barely suitable for its original owner but was far too revealing for its new owner.  A girl needs to be careful when displaying herself in public like that.

Needless to say the guys we passed enjoyed the view while Marta was seemingly oblivious to their stares.  I don’t think she realized how much she was humiliating herself while outfitted in such a whorish manner.

I was still dressed in my Dominatrix attire but unlike Marta I was basking in the admiration that I was receiving from interested young men.  I would never wear such an outfit on my own college campus but here I felt free to let my inner Dominatrix out and it felt good.

I was so pleased with the attention that our first stop was at the novelty shop where I had Blossom provide me with authoritative outfits for an entire week.  I intended to leave my business suits in the closet and present myself on campus like a truly strict woman.

Despite her Gothic appearance Blossom was a jewel.  For future reference I made a mental note not to judge college students by their attire.  While Marta stood by Blossom showed me various combinations of strict attire that were all most suitable for a Dominatrix.  She smiled when I told her that I liked them all and had her ring up so many.

I also picked up several baby doll nighties.  I picked out a couple of lacy pink ones along with red and blue nighties.  They came with matching lace panties designed to make a girl look fetching in her bed.  The baby dolls were for Marta—I wanted her to sleep in them like the sissy girl that she was.

Marta carried my packages to our next stop—the uniform store.  Liz greeted us with a big smile.  She quickly sized up Marta.

“I see the fine lady has brought her maid with her today.  Honey do you work at La Femme?  I’ve never been there but I’ve heard they’re good.  They certainly gave you a nice perm.”

Marta was too surprised to comment.  Instead she nodded her head.

“Oh you’re a shy girl?  That’s okay.  I can tell that you’re in love too.  Look at the way your skin glows!  Don’t even try to deny it because I can always tell.  I’ve seen enough of it here to be sure.”

I smiled at her comment.  I knew the glow in Marta’s skin was the result of the feminization that La Femme Spa had done on her.  I quickly spoke up.

“Marta works at La Femme but I’m putting her to work in my home too.  She will be my fulltime domestic maid.  I’d like to see appropriate uniforms for her position.”

“Oh that’s wonderful!  Many of the girls that come in here work more than one job.  I’m sure that Marta will do fine.  Let’s measure her up first.”

Marta looked at me for help.  I smiled because I knew that she had no idea what was about to happen to her and that she was about to be humiliated by Liz.

“Let’s go to the fitting room dear.”

The three of us walked to the back of the shop and into a private fitting room.  Liz had a garment tape measure in her hand and she stood looking at Marta.  I knew Marta needed a nudge so I helped her out.

“Marta dear, Liz needs to measure you without your uniform on.”

Marta realized what she had to do so with trepidation she slowly unbuttoned her uniform.  Liz helped her out of it and hung it up for her.

The salon had done a superb job with Marta.  Even in her underwear there was no indication that Marta was anything but a young lady.  Since they weren’t visible beneath her lacy panties and pantyhose she obviously had her genitals tucked neatly away.  The result was a perfect feminine illusion.  It was a nice touch that Pamela must have thought of that never would have occurred to me.

The pink fashion bra she wore had full cups that concealed her breast forms perfectly.  Whether she realized it or not her generous bustline would be the envy of any woman.

It was my first full look at Marta since her hair had been removed.  There was not a strand of hair on her and her dark skin glistened from the dark tanning they had done to her and the lotion that they had applied afterwards.

Liz had seen many women in that same room and she gave no indication that Marta was different than any of them.  With a casual glance she began to take measurements.

“Just like I thought.  You’re a 36 DD.  Let me check just to make sure I’m right.”

She stepped behind Marta and pulled her bra slightly so she could to see the tag.

“Perfect.  We sell that same bra here so if you need to stock up I can help.  I know that it’s difficult to find the right size for full figure ladies.  I’ll bet you get plenty of attention from guys with those two pretty girls of yours.”

I could see Marta’s face flush.  Even bronzed skin couldn’t hide her embarrassment at that remark.

“A tiny waist.  I’ll bet those are size six panties aren’t they?  We have padded panties if you would like to look even more like a goddess.  They’ll help round you out perfectly.”

Marta squirmed.  Liz didn’t wait for an answer.  Instead she looked over at me.

“What did you have in mind for her?  I have traditional, flirty and sultry in just about every size.  She’ll need full figure sizes to accommodate her bust but that’s no problem because we have them in stock.”

I thought for a moment before I answered.

“I think I’d like something that flatters her form.  I’d like to show her figure off to my company.”

Liz nodded.

“Something in Lycra and spandex will do the trick.  I’ve got just the thing.”

She looked over at Marta.

“You’ll love the feel—it’s positively heavenly.  The fabric hugs you and conforms to you like a second skin.  A girl can’t help but feel sexy in such an outfit and your boyfriend will adore you.”

She looked back at me.

“I see that she likes a short hemline.  The uniforms come in standard, short and extra short.  We can also do custom fitting.  What would you like to see?”

I thought about the looks that Marta had solicited from the guys on the street.  If the boys were looking at her like that then the girls certainly were not.  I definitely didn’t want the girls on campus to pay any attention to her.

“Extra short.  She has the legs for it don’t you think?”

Liz smiled then started out of the room while she gave a final comment. 

“Absolutely.  If you’ve got it flaunt it.” 


CHAPTER 10.  Fitting

Marta stood uncomfortably waiting for the clerk to return.  She looked longingly at her pink uniform that was hung up just a few feet away from her but she seemed to understand that she had to wait before she could put it back on.  Liz came back a few minutes later holding a tiny black dress.  She handed it to Marta and stood back to watch her try it on.

Clearly with no experience wearing women’s clothing Marta tried to step into the uniform.  I had no idea what she was thinking because there was no way she was going to pull that dress up over her curves.  She had one foot in when Liz stopped her.

“Not that way honey.  Over your head dear.”

Marta tried again.  She pulled the uniform over her head and smoothed it down.  Just like Liz had advertised the stretchy fabric conformed precisely to her figure.  The outfit was so short that it curved tightly with her buttocks but covered little else down there providing her with a whorish leggy appearance.

It had white lace at the collar and at the wrists.  The fabric was so tight that I could see the faux nipples on her breast forms protruding right thru it.  It had the marvelous effect of enhancing those breasts so that they became an extremely prominent feature for her.

After Liz tied a tiny matching apron on Marta and then added a white lace cap I thought the outfit was absolutely perfect.  Marta looked like a hot well-endowed Latino tart just waiting to be ravaged by the first guy that came along.

“Can we have her name added to the uniform?  I do so want my guests to know who she is.”

“Absolutely.  No extra charge.”

“Great.  We’ll take two.  Can you show me something else?  I presume that outfit is sultry.  Maybe show me something flirty?”

Liz nodded her head.  She spoke over her shoulder while she was leaving the room.

“Honey take that off while I get you another.  I’ll be right back.”

Marta struggled a bit getting out of the dress.  I don’t suppose she had much experience with form fitting fabrics so it was a challenge for her.  I could have helped her wiggle out of it but I decided to watch her tussle with it for my own amusement.

She managed to get the uniform off just when Liz returned with a traditional French maid uniform complete with a taffeta slip.

“When it comes to flirty I think that the French maid is the best.  Marta is so prissy I know that she’ll look divine in it.”

She gave the uniform to Marta and stood back to watch her get into it.  Marta had less trouble with the French maid because she could step into it but she still needed help to zip it up in the back.  Liz had pity on her and helped her out.

Marta really looked sensational in the French Maid.  It was quite traditional with white trim, a high white collar and a tight bodice.  Again her breasts looked prominent and her legs were nicely displayed.

“We’ll take four.  How about something practical?  I may want to lend her out and I wouldn’t want her to look too sexy outside my home.  After all she is a maid and I wouldn’t want anyone to think that she is anything more than that.”

“I’ve got just the thing.”

She came back a few minutes later with a housekeeping uniform that was far more modest than our earlier selections.

“Actually the girls at the Holiday Inn wear this exact same dress.  It’s perfect for heavy cleaning duty.  The hemline is a little longer but I can have it raised if you’d like.”

Perhaps in hurry to put on something more modest Marta quickly donned the uniform.  It buttoned up in front so she had no trouble getting into it.  The hem still came just above her knees and the look was quite flattering on her.

“Perfect, we’ll take four of those too.”

“Would you care to purchase lingerie with your selections?  Like I said we stock the same bra and panties that she is wearing.  We have special hosiery—both stockings and pantyhose—made especially resilient for the working girl.  We also have stylish shoes.  I see that Marta likes sandals and we have quite a selection of those too.”

“I’m glad that you mentioned the sandals.  Can you show us something a little taller perhaps with a bit more heel?  I like the sound of the heels clicking on the floor when my maid works.”

She took a closer look at Marta’s sandals.

“I believe that those are four inch.  Are you thinking six inch heels?”

“Yes, that would be perfect!”

“She has the legs for it.  I’ll see what we have.”

By the time we finished I had picked out a full week’s supply of padded panties and bras for Marta.  I couldn’t decide if she should wear pantyhose or stockings so I bought her both.  I felt that she should wear pantyhose for the spandex outfit and stockings for the French maid and for the Holiday Inn uniform.

I added in several pairs of six inch sandals and of course aprons and caps that matched the different outfits.  I enjoyed every minute of picking out the clothes that Marta was going to be wearing until Cora came back.

I wanted Marta to be dressed appropriately for a domestic maid albeit clearly a sexy one.  I wanted her to be perceived to be a woman.  The last thing I wanted was for her to be recognized as anything else.  The suggestive uniforms were certain to do the trick.

I knew my idea was working perfectly because the clerk had no idea who Marta was.  She simply thought that she was waiting on a young Latino girl who was destined to be employed by me in the position of my domestic servant.  Even after seeing Marta in her lingerie she didn’t have an inkling of who Marta really was.  When I ordered the Marta Rodriguez stitching on each of the uniforms she seemed to feel it was certainly appropriate and she didn’t even bat an eye.

I found one other item in the shop to be of use.  When I saw the little hand bell on display I just knew that I had to have it.  I found the thought of summoning Marta with a bell to be intriguing.  It would be supremely satisfying to lower Marta to the humiliation of responding to my every whim with a simple ring of a bell.  I bought several of the bells so that I could have them scattered about in several rooms of the mansion.

I had purchased so many things for Marta that we could only take a few of them home with us.  The remainder of our purchases would be delivered for us in two shipments with the embroidered uniforms arriving last.  Liz had no problem with sending me a bill with the final delivery.  It was the best way I could think of to have Marta pay for the purchases out of her own banking account.

I wanted to make a statement with my new employee so I had her wear her hotel uniform out of the shop complete with her new footwear.  It gave me a superb feeling to have her dressed that way—like I had really accomplished something at the uniform shop and now I wanted to show it off to the world.

After Marta carried my purchases home with her new heels noticeably clicking on the sidewalk I set a bell on the top of my desk so that it would be handy when necessary.  I had Marta put other bells in my bedroom, the dining room and in the sitting room.

The first delivery arrived almost immediately and the driver left the packages in the entrance foyer.  Marta then went off to put her new clothes away and then on to kitchen duty preparing a late lunch while I worked on a list of her daily chores.

It was at that point when a couple of coeds arrived at the front door.  Since Marta was at the back of the house in the kitchen I answered the door and let the ladies in.

The girls would be my first big test for Marta.  They told me that they had stopped by to see Blaine.  They explained that they wanted to take him to Pegging Place—the name of a home on the outskirts of campus.

Call me naïve but the name Pegging Place was completely lost on me. I did realize from the coed that I had seen earlier that Blaine was submissive and that campus girls were using him for sexual encounters but I didn’t know any more than that.  I decided to quickly send the visitors away.

“I’m just the house sitter.  Blaine has gone abroad with his wife.  He won’t be back for months.”

The girls looked disappointed.  Just at that moment Marta arrived with my lunch on a tray.  The two looked straight at the maid without even a flicker of recognition.  Then they turned to me.

“Oh you have a maid!  How nice.  We’re having a big party tomorrow night.  We think that you might enjoy yourself at the party because of your outfit.  What a nice touch!  We simply love it!  If you’d like to come by there will be plenty of hot guys there.  Bring your maid too.  We can use all the help we can get in the kitchen and with serving drinks.”

I really wanted to get to the bottom of what was happening with Blaine so I decided to accept the invite.

“Sure I’d love to.  I’ll bring Marta along too and you can put her to work.”

Marta had a look of panic on her face.  I ignored her.

“Just walk north down Campus Street and pay attention to the mail boxes.  All the homes there have a name on the box and we’ll be at Pegging Place.  See you at 7:00!”

The girls went back out the door.  Marta placed the tray on my desk and stood for a moment.

“Do you have something to say Marta?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Please do.”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to go to the party.  All those young girls…”

“All those young boys too!  I can’t wait!”

I wanted to bring home the idea that all of my decisions were final.  I wanted her to grasp that her opinion was of no matter to me whatsoever.  So for an added flourish I nonchalantly motioned her away with my hand when I ordered her to go back to her duties.

“You’re dismissed!”

With a frown on her face Marta gave a curtsy and left me to my lunch.  I knew that she had been to Pegging Place before and that she was probably afraid of being recognized.  Of course I had no fear of that.  Marta was in perfect disguise because nobody would ever suspect who the Latino maid really was.

At that point I was so confident that Marta wouldn’t be identified that I felt good about taking Pamela up on her offer.  The idea of keeping Marta was appealing.  It was the perfect way to keep Blaine out of trouble.  With Marta working like a common maid and with La Femme salon taking care of her looks I wouldn’t have to worry anymore about college coeds getting intimately involved with my sister’s husband.

It was late that day when I called Pamela and told her that Marta could start working at the salon whenever she was ready for her.  She explained that they were short-handed so she wanted Marta to start the very next day.

That suited me just fine.  I wanted Marta to get into her new routine quickly so that there would be no second thoughts on her part.  There certainly wasn’t going to be a change of heart on my part.

I had Marta report to Pamela the following morning just like Pamela had desired.  Marta spent the first of many days under the tutelage of Pamela learning how to serve women clients in the salon.


CHAPTER 11.  Pegging Place

Marta’s embroidered uniforms arrived late in the afternoon so when we started walking towards the party that evening she was dressed in her new serving uniform.  I liked how the uniform looked on her.  It was a more traditional serving look than the pink uniform that she had worn to the salon the previous day.  With white trim at the sleeves and collar and with a matching apron and white cap it was an outfit that said domestic servant.  Such attire would cause little or no attention wherever she went.

At first I couldn’t understand the trepidation that Marta had.  While I knew that she probably knew all of the female guests at the party when I entered the house things looked fairly subdued.

I had kept my Dominatrix outfit on and I was glad that I did.  When I surveyed the other guests I fit right in.  All I of the guests were women and most had a variation of the same Dominatrix look that I was presenting.  Others wore silk blouses with jodhpurs and black riding boots.  Make no mistake about it, clearly these girls were authoritative.  It was what I expected based on what I had originally seen with Blaine and the female student that had taken him by the hand but it was quite a sight nonetheless.

I joined the young coeds that were standing in the drawing room of the home sipping wine.  Marta was ordered to the kitchen by a young lady that seemed to be in charge of the party.  The two girls that I had seen at Cora’s house came up to me and introduced themselves as Lauren and Beth.

It was Lauren that started talking first.

“I’m so glad that you decided to come.  Trust me you won’t regret it.  This might look pretty tame to you but don’t worry.  The guys are downstairs and there are plenty of bedrooms upstairs for your use.  Once we’ve had a few drinks and a few hors d’oeuvres all of us will drift downstairs and make our selections.  There’s no dinner here—we like to go straight to dessert.

It was a tantalizing description.  If I wasn’t mistaken it sounded like I would get to choose a guy for the evening.  I thought it might be fun since I hadn’t had a real date since I landed my teaching position. Talk about the perfect evening!

Martha reappeared holding a tray filled with drinks.  When her tray was empty I watched while she took drink orders from the guests then picked up empty glasses.  She certainly looked the part of the domestic maid in her new uniform.  The women seemed to pay absolutely no attention to her.  I suppose a maid is like that—she is only there to serve--not to be noticed.  If anyone can become invisible in a crowded room it has to be a maid in uniform taking care of guests.

I laughed when a particularly attractive young lady dropped an earring and Marta went down on her hands and knees to retrieve it for her.  In that position she was surrounded by women and definitely must have had a tempting view of ladies heels and hose.  She didn’t seem to perceive her vantage point.  I wondered if she was too intent on her work to notice the lovely display of femininity.

I smiled to myself at the thought.  It was proof that her attire was unquestionably having an effect on her.  I suppose it’s difficult to think like a man when you’re dressed like a woman.  Marta was simply acting the part that she was attired for.

Just like Lauren had said eventually the women started moving downstairs.  I was still a bit tentative so I lingered behind.  When there were just a few of us left Lauren came over to me and she told me to follow her down.

The stairway down definitely had a dungeon motif.  It featured dimly lit stairs with sconce lights that looked like candles and with imitation stone walls.  The look gave the impression that we were descending back in time deep into a medieval castle.  While the theme certainly gave a dungeon ambiance it didn’t nearly prepare me for the scene I found when we finally reached the bottom of the staircase.

The large room was also poorly lit.  Several decorative candles flickered to add to the ambience.  All of the female guests were there but it was the added male guests that I found most unbelievable.

I have to say that the medieval chamber was crowded.  There appeared to be two guys for every woman.  However it was the position of the guys that was most astonishing.

All of the males were naked.  Most of them were seated on stools with their legs tied spread apart to the legs of the stools.  They were held in that position with plastic strip ties.  Their arms were also similarly secured behind their backs.  They wore black leather blindfolds so they couldn’t see anything in the room.

All of the guys were wearing gold chain chokers—just like Blaine had on before his trip to the salon.  So it was possible to know the identity of each guy by name while at the same time they had no idea who was in the room with them.

While I was gaping at the scene a well-dressed woman came over and gave me a black leather riding crop.  It was only then that I noticed that the women milling about were using the riding crops to tease and tantalize the guys.

It seemed that a placid penis was forbidden in the presence of the dominating women.  Whenever a woman spotted a flaccid subject she would use her crop to tease and excite him to a firm erection.  The result was a room filled with restrained blindfolded males all with firm erections that were clearly visible. 

I asked Lauren why the males were blindfolded.  She responded without hesitation.

“When we first started Pegging Place the guys weren’t blindfolded.  They would get so excited seeing us in our Dominatrix outfits that some of them would come just by looking at us.  What fun was there in that?  We couldn’t allow it so we blindfolded them so that we could control their appetite better.  We found that a desirous male performs much better for us.”

In that strange environment her answer made sense.  Being a discerning woman I realized that certainly there was no point in wasting a good erection! It was a woman’s fantasy come true.  A room filled with eager stallions just waiting to be chosen to pleasure a lady’s libido! 

While the women moved about taking their time deciding which stud to choose they playfully flicked the tip of their crop against the straining male erections.  Clearly they did that in order to increase the intensity of arousal of the subject.  There was no doubt about it.  These males were primed and extremely thirsty and it wasn’t water that they were lusting for.

Careful shopping is an indulgence that most women enjoy.  Like most I just love the pleasure of having fun taking my time selecting my fine purchases.  This was a display of goods unlike anything that I had ever seen in a shop before.  Like all merchandise that is for sale presentation is everything and this situation was no different.  No doubt about it for a sophisticated authoritative woman this was the best meat market possible.  I could hardly wait to make my selection and personally try out the fit.

The setting was tantalizingly absurd.  Who would dream up such a lewd spectacle?  What a delightful treat for a woman to be privy to such a place and then revel in the possibilities!  Whoever thought of it was a pure genius!

The only thing missing was a saleswoman trying to sell me her goods.  All I could think of was the hilarious picture of an enthusiastic commissioned saleswoman trying to help me out.

“Ma’am would you prefer a thick phallus or a long phallus?  Circumcised or uncircumcised?  Please name your pleasure!  A full selection is available for your gratification”.

I could almost hear the loud speaker, “Attention ladies, excited stud in aisle two ready for pickup”.

I laughed to myself at the amusing thoughts. 

Though I could never be so hasty under such delightful circumstances a few women made quick selections.  Once they had settled on their choice they released the restraints on their pick so that they could take their guy upstairs.  They kept the guys blindfolded even then so I presume that the guys would never know the identity of the woman that took them unless she decided to reveal herself.

It was only at that point that I noticed that the stools that the guys were sitting on had dildos attached to them so that the seated guy had his rear penetrated by it until he was released.  For a few moments I pondered how the girls had managed to get so many guys into that position.

It was almost too much to consider.  I mean really!  Who could possibly have imagined a room filled with naked guys that were restrained and pegged in place with a dildo up their ass that were excited into a sexual frenzy for the amusement of women!

It was dreamlike.  It was decadent.  It was sensual.  It was an erotic female fantasy come true.  I was lost in a carnival of virile desire.  Why not join in on the fun?

It only took a few moments more for me to realize that since there were far more guys than women in the room that quite a few of the guys were going to spend the evening squirming helplessly in bondage with a dildo stuck up their rear.

The thought made me feel important like I was one of only a select few of powerful women that could set a sexually aroused guy free in order to indulge my desires.  A girl used to have to be a queen to have such authority but in this place I had the power too!

I took in the attributes of a couple of guys wiggling on their dildos trying desperately to excite themselves.  I brushed my crop along their thighs to encourage them even more.

I casually noted their nameplates the way I might check the price on a fine pair of panties.  Such a difficult decision!  Female supremacy is certainly most intoxicating!  If I decided on Brandon Mills over Rick Boone then poor Rick was destined to have a bad case of blue balls.  Then Brandon would have the privilege of pleasuring me.  Or should I leave Brandon with his blue balls and have Rick pleasure me?  Both had firm stomachs and were amply endowed where it counted.  It was definitely a choice fit for a queen!

I moved on.  There was no need to make a hasty decision when basking in a sea of eager escorts.  The lusty libidinous sounds they made were more than enough to provide me with a beguiling pleasure that stirred my carnal appetite.  If I wasn’t in the mood for sex when I arrived the lusty dampness between my legs and the desire I felt deep inside now said otherwise.  It was a delightful feeling to be sure.

I got into the spirit of things by flicking my riding crop several times on the penis of a well-endowed boy that was writhing in unfulfilled restrained pleasure.  When I encouraged him he moaned in uninhibited arousal and then he begged me to select him.  Still not wanting to choose too quickly I ignored his plea and moved on to observe more subjects.

I did the same to a number of naked specimens that I passed each writhing in unfulfilled desire.  When I reached the back row of potential lovers I was mesmerized by what I saw.

There were several large black wooden wheels attached to the wall.  They had pegs all around on them.  Each wheel had a guy strapped spread eagle to it.  There were coeds standing there with their riding crops teasing some of the guys.  Others were raking their fingernails over sensitive areas of restrained bodies.  A group of women were also standing there with their wine glasses watching the show and laughing at the powerless males.

The merriment seemed to reach a crescendo when every now and then a coed would give a wheel a push and the guy would turn upside down.  Then the woman would tease his privates even more with her riding crop before returning him to the upright position.

The sadistic women were enjoying the play at the expense of the helpless males.  The blindfolded guys were moaning with animal-like sounds normally reserved for intense lovemaking.  The carnal sounds were only interrupted with occasional begging from the restrained specimen to reach a climax.  The ladies simply ignored the pleas for release and continued their tantalizing torture.

The women were careful not to tease too much lest their prey come to a gratifying climax and end their amusement.  These women knew how to play the tease and denial game at the expert level and they certainly weren’t shy about it.

In another part of the room there were spanking benches.  Several women had tied their male over the bench with his rear up in the air in the perfect spanking position.  These ladies had studded paddles similar to the one I had purchased at the novelty shop and they were sparing no effort in applying the paddle to the upraised bottoms.

In still another area of the room that the girls called the “milking barn” several guys were standing with their arms up above their heads secured to the ceiling.  Here girls were slowly stroking the guys until their semen squirted out into a cup.  They made the guys drink the semen before they repeated the masturbation process.

When I asked a girl why they were doing that she replied that after the guys were milked a couple of times they could hold an erection longer the third time so that they could provide even more pleasure in bed.  I had to hand it to the young coeds they certainly knew what they wanted and they knew how to get it.

I had never seen such a display of strict women determined to sexually torment restrained male subjects before.  The scene was exquisitely erotic and enhanced by the scent of fresh semen that pleasantly floated through the air.  Adding to the erotic aroma was a hint of musk from the excited females.

I even overheard several women talking about using a strapon on their selection.  They said something about anal penetration taking away the manhood of a guy.  They laughed with glee when they said it.

Other women were saying how one guy was not enough for one night and that they would be coming back downstairs for more fun later.  I even saw a coed taking two guys at the same time up the stairs to party with.  Remember that these were young coeds apparently with an unlimited appetite for sex.  There was no doubt that each and every one of them was hungry for it too.

I realized what Blaine was involved in.  After all he had been wearing the same choker that the guys on display wore.  A nice touch!  Even when they left here the women could still identify the submissive males.  The submissive males would have to walk on campus displaying their sexual preference to any woman that was in the know.

These sadistic Dominatrix coeds were taking those submissive males and sexually taunting them for their pleasure.  I gathered that when the girls went upstairs with their blindfolded selection that they were involved in a substantial amount of intense intercourse and other exotic variations of extreme sexual pleasure.

The thought of such self-indulgence could only make a proper woman blush.  I realized that my own face was burning a scarlet red with desire.  This was no time to pretend to be a proper woman.  Here I was willing to put my decency aside in order to taste wanton decadence like never before.

I decided that my need for immediate pleasure was understandable.  After all I have always been turned on by the sweet fragrance of male lust.  You can hardly blame a girl for becoming excited when the enticing prelude to sex floats in the air.  I’m so turned on by the scent that I often have trouble controlling myself in the presence of it.  That can be quite a quandary when teaching classes in the midst of young sexually active male students.  I certainly am not to blame because it is an instinctive response.  I simply can’t help myself.  Muscles twitching and juices flowing are involuntary responses under such tempting circumstances.  This instance was no different.

I found myself lost in the thought of my own carnal pleasure.  I was dressed for the occasion so why not take advantage of the situation?  I looked for a while longer before I picked out a blond blue eyed guy and flicked my crop enticingly at the head of his penis.

He moaned in alluring pleasure and promised me blissful orgasms if only I would select him for the evening.  He literally begged me for the opportunity to pleasure me beyond my wildest imagination.  It was precisely what I wanted to hear.

I suppose the thought of sitting all evening with a dildo up your rear is sufficient motivation to promise a lady just about anything.  His desperate begging melted away what little willpower I had left.  I cut him loose and took him by the hand up the stairway and then on to the second floor.

The bedroom I found was definitely part of the pleasure palace.  The lavish satin sheets called to my flesh to drop any tiny bit of inhibition that I may have had left.  Of course by that time I had no self-discipline left at all.  Not an ounce of it!  I simply gave in to my intense libidinous desire.  With mirrored walls and a mirrored ceiling I could see every angle while my sexual appetite feasted on the eager boy.

I have to say that he was everything that he promised to be.  I shuddered with three intense orgasms that night each more intoxicating than the previous one.  I simply wouldn’t let him stop.  After a brief pause to catch my breath I would encourage him to continue or feel the wrath of my riding crop. 

It was certainly not lovemaking.  No it was sex for my pleasure at its finest.  I will never forget the last orgasm which was provided with the very best cunnilingus effort that I had ever received.  His tongue certainly knew it’s away about a lady’s pleasure.  He licked every last drop of my juices out of me leaving me exhausted from the effort and in a most blissful state that I had never before experienced.

I was reluctant to curb such enthusiasm since the poor boy wanted to continue to make love to me for the rest of the night but I was satiated.  After that third orgasm I was far too exhausted from the blissful erotic rollercoaster ride to continue.  He tried to continue anyway but I reluctantly pushed his head away from my love nest and gently closed my legs to his advances. 

It was difficult to return him to the basement.  When I took him back down a coed took him by the hand and returned him to his stool to be impaled by a dildo once again.  Apparently there were ladies that simply enjoyed putting the males in their place and securing them there.  To each her own I guess.

By the time I half-heartedly dismissed him with a final deep French kiss I had almost forgotten entirely about Marta.  When I went back to the main floor to look for her I found her in the kitchen wearing pink rubber gloves and washing wine glasses in the sink.  Her apron was wet so clearly she had been at the task for quite a while.  I can only imagine how frustrating it must have been for her to spend an evening serving women like a simple maid when instead she could have been serving them luscious orgasms in bed.

I was proud of myself.  I realized that I had found a way to bring Marta right into the place where she had been cheating on my sister and the best she had been able to accomplish was to wash dishes.  She had spent the evening in uniform waiting like a common maid servant on the same women that she had cheated on Cora with.  The irony was totally amusing and certainly not lost on me.

I was so satiated with sex and so flushed with success that I didn’t mind waiting for Marta to finish with the dishes before we left.  I sat down in a comfy chair in the sitting room and relished the exquisite evening while she continued to work.  Then when she had finished her kitchen duty I took her home with me because I didn’t want to leave her behind in case she had any ideas to stray.

While we were walking home Marta confessed to me that her feet were killing her in her heels.  I suppose that being dressed up in women’s clothing does have its drawbacks.  I told her that all women complain about our shoes—it’s the price that we pay for looking pretty.


CHAPTER 12.  A Visit From Mom

The next few days were uneventful.  It was probably a good thing because after all the physical effort I had exerted at Pegging Place I was too sore to do much more than just read.

It wasn’t until our next visitor arrived that things became interesting.  By this time I had trained Marta to answer the door like a good little servant girl when the bell chimed.  So when Mom arrived to check on me it was Marta who opened the door to greet her.

Mom didn’t have an inkling who the charming maid really was.  Frankly she was so impressed that her daughter could afford to hire a servant that she brushed passed the stunned Marta and went straight into my office to give me a loving hug like only a Mother can manage to do.

I could see that Marta wanted to disappear into the kitchen to avoid Mom but I would have none of it.  Even though she was still close enough to hear me speak much to the glee of my Mom I used the bell to summon her.  I ordered Marta to brew tea for us and to serve us in the sitting room.

Mom was ecstatic.  She had always wished for a housemaid to liberate her from her mundane chores and here one of her daughters already had a maid of her very own.  She was so proud of me!

I didn’t have the heart to tell her what I had done to Cora’s husband.  After all with her darkened skin and serving uniform Marta looked like a Latino maid so Mom couldn’t possibly know who she was.  Why spoil the occasion with the truth?

So Marta waited on us both while we caught up with old times.  I could tell by the look on her face that Marta was humiliated beyond imagination.  Mom was oblivious to her however and only occasionally referred to her as “the little maid” whenever she needed the girl to get something for her.

It was hours before Mom was satisfied that everything was going well with her daughter.  When she finally left us Marta had to not only clean up tea service she had to clean up after the meal that she had prepared for my Mom.

After the visit from Mom and with the lusting coeds out of the way I was able to concentrate on putting Marta to work cleaning up every inch of Cora’s house.

There was much to do in the home.  Cora had been busy with her teaching and Blaine had been too lazy to help so neither of them had ever engaged in serious housework.  So Marta was put to work bringing things up to speed.

While I read in the office Marta hand washed every floor in the mansion.  She cleaned every window and dusted every surface.

It was so easy for me to order Marta about.  Dressed like she was with her darkened skin and curly black hair I had no trouble forgetting all about Blaine.  Marta Rodriguez became real to me so I simply put her to work like I would any other hired maid.

I particularly enjoyed inspections.  When inspecting her work I would order her to follow me while I closely examined her effort.  I decided that it was best to be strict and require perfection with all of her tasks.

For instance after Marta washed windows I noted that one window had streaks on it.  Naturally I required her to immediately wash all of the windows a second time to ensure that the job was completed properly.  It didn’t take too long for Marta to realize that she had to concentrate on her duties or she would simply have to repeat them over and over again.

Marta was so submissive it was laughable.  I knew deep down she resented what I had done to her but she was too pathetic to resist me.  She was so compliant that I’m sure had I ordered her to French kiss my ass she would have knelt down and gave it her best tongue.  It was simply wonderful how she obeyed my every command.

I always knew that there were guys that were submissive to women but I never understood before Marta how submissive they could be.  By turning Blaine into Marta I had changed him completely.  With the transformation Blaine was acting like a docile girl.  Marta was not only real to me she was real to him.  Best of all I had rendered Marta a neutered servant with useless genitals unable to resist my feminine authority.

I wondered if it was my tone or if it was the feminine uniforms that I kept her in.  She put the uniforms on without resistance and she reported to La Femme Salon for duty without objection.  I concluded that she must be obtaining a different type of sexual pleasure from the experience that I just didn’t understand.

It was alright with me.  Marta was in no position to play any more games with college coeds and I could sleep well at night.  During the day she was at my beck and call.  I was sure that Cora would be happy with the improvements that I had made with her husband.


CHAPTER 13.  Protest

There was one occasion when Marta attempted to protest.  Perhaps she was tired from her chores because I did like her to keep busy at home.  Anyway it was time for her to go to the salon and she complained about having to go to work.

We had a brief discussion that finally involved me taking my leather paddle out of my desk drawer.  I only needed to threaten Marta with it before she apologized for her insolence and went out the door.

A few hours later I decided to go to the salon myself to see how things were going.  I hadn’t talked with Pamela since we had made our initial arrangement with Marta and I didn’t want her to have to put up with impertinent help.

When I arrived at the salon I was pleased to see Marta busy washing a client’s hair.  Marta looked just like the other stylists that were at work other than her dress which of course was shorter than the rest of the girls.

Pamela saw me enter and came right up to me to greet me.

“It’s so good to see you Lindsay!  How have you been?”

“I’ve been fine.  I’m just checking up on Marta.”

“Is there something to be concerned about?”

“She was giving me difficulty today.  She didn’t want to come to work so I had to encourage her a bit.  It wasn’t much to speak of and it was only the first time that she ever did so but I wanted to make sure that she didn’t give you any trouble.”

Pamela looked over at Marta.  She was using a blow dryer on the woman’s hair.

“She seems to have taken well to her new role.  We have her washing and drying hair, setting perms and cleaning up between clients.  Next we are going to get her started on manicures.  She has been a very capable worker for us.

She even steps better in her heels these days.  She’s much more like a woman.  I’ve even noticed that she has a bit of a wiggle to her ass when she walks.  I honestly can’t tell her from the other girls and there are times when I think she really is our original Marta Rodriguez.  None of the other stylists think that she is anyone other than Marta.

Perhaps she just needs a little reminder of who is in charge.  I think that I know just the thing.”

We waited for Marta to finish up with her customer then Pamela motioned for Marta to go into the employee dressing room.  I went with her and then remained there with Marta waiting for Pamela to arrive.

When Pamela came in she looked directly at Marta.

“I hear that you’ve been a bad girl Marta.  What do you have to say for yourself?”

Marta looked at me and then back at Pamela.

“I, I didn’t…I…”

Pamela spared her further embarrassment--at least for the moment.

“It’s okay Marta.  I understand.  You’ve been through quite a transition.  Perhaps you don’t envision yourself sufficiently in your new role.  I think that I can help you.”

Pamela reached in to her pocket and took out a gold chain necklace.  It reminded me of the choker that the guys wore over at Pegging Place except it had a different inscription on it.  This one read “Submissive Slut”.  I suppressed a giggle when she gave it to Marta.

“Put that on dear.  You are to wear it at all times.  If I see you without it there will be consequences.”

Marta read the inscription and tried to protest.

“But I can’t…I mean what will guys think when they see that?  Please…”

Pamela smiled.

“They’ll think that you are an easy lay just like the submissive girl that you are.”

“But I…”

“You’ll just have to learn to keep your panties on like a good girl.  Oh I have something else.”

Again she took a gold chain out of her pocket.

“Put this around your ankle dear.  Same rules.”

The inscription on the ankle bracelet read “Whore”.  With both of the bracelets on Marta would be easily recognized to be a loose woman.  It was perfect!

We watched while Marta put both of her bracelets on.  Pamela continued.

“Every time that Lindsay tells me that you’ve given her trouble I’m going to bring you in here and adjust your attitude.  This time it was with the necklace and bracelet.  Next time it might be more bling or maybe even a slutty tattoo.  I’m sure that you’d look cute with horny bitch tattooed just above your buttocks.

I’m sure that Lindsay would agree that you would certainly look even more adorable with a few more piercings too.  I’ll have to give it further thought.  Do you understand me?”

Marta lowered her head.  She was so precious when she succumbed to feminine authority!  I couldn’t wait to demonstrate her meek servitude to my sister!

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Then back to work before I shame you further.”

Marta quickly left us alone together.  When she was out of hearing range Pamela burst into laughter.

“I’ve been carrying that jewelry for days just waiting for the right opportunity to have her wear them.  I’ve never had so much fun in my life!  I’ve never seen anything like it.  She can’t resist doing everything that I say.  She is such a sissy girl!”

After that episode Marta didn’t complain again.  Perhaps the thought of a tramp stamp on her backside was enough to keep her in line.  For whatever reason her behavior impeccably improved.

However she did pay a price for wearing that necklace.  On several occasions when she was walking on the sidewalk coming home after work I saw her fending off advances from male students.  I guess it pays to advertise! 


CHAPTER 14.  Sister Comes Home

To that point it was the most wonderful time of my life.  Marta waited on me all the while like she was a run of the mill servant.  I never tired of seeing her working in her fancy maid uniform that seemed to perfectly define her new station in life.  Does anything else scream servitude like a maid uniform?  I don’t think so!

When I had her put on her sexy uniforms I was amused by how much she looked like a sweet serving girl.  There is nothing like an apron, cap and little black dress to put a high and mighty girl in her place.  All in all I felt like a queen safely ensconced in her elegant mansion.

Of course I expected that it would all come to an end when Cora returned, of that I was certain.  I wasn’t sure how I was going to explain to her what I had accomplished with her husband but I thought that regardless of what I said that she would be happy with the result.

By the time the day came for her to return home the mansion had been impeccably cleaned.  Marta had spent countless hours making sure everything was flawless.  The floors shined, the glass in the windows gleamed and there wasn’t a speck of dust anywhere to be found.

Cora arrived early in the morning.  Marta was busy in the kitchen preparing breakfast and I was still upstairs in my bedroom when she came in the front door.  When I heard the door open I immediately went downstairs to greet my little sister.

After she hugged me she appeared puzzled.

“Lindsay where is Blaine?”

I smiled at her.  This was the big moment.  I motioned for her to step into the office and to sit down.  Then I picked up the servant’s bell and rang for Marta.

No doubt Marta didn’t realize that Cora had returned.  Marta promptly stepped into the office and without noticing that there were two of us present she curtsied just like she had been taught.  She looked up in horror when she heard Cora’s voice.

“Why Lindsay you hired a maid while I was gone!  What a great idea!  I’ll take a cup of tea dear!”

Marta quickly curtsied again and with a meek “Yes Ma’am” she was back off to the kitchen.  Cora looked over at me.

“Cora I want you to know…”

She interrupted me mid-sentence.

“That was a splendid surprise but where is Blaine?”

“Like I was about to tell you Lindsay, that maid was Blaine!”

A puzzled expression crossed her face.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean that Marta—my housemaid—is your husband Blaine.”

“Are you trying to tell me that the Latino girl in the maid uniform is Blaine?”

“Exactly.”

“Oh my word--you’ve got to be kidding me!”

She started laughing but quickly put a hand over her mouth when Marta re-appeared with tea service.  She took a long look at the maid while the girl poured her tea.  Noticing the stitching on the girl’s uniform she spoke with a devious grin on her face.

“So Miss Marta Rodriguez my sister hired you to tend to the household while I was away.  I’m very impressed with the job that has been done here.  Everything looks very well-tended to.  My sister informs me that my husband is out of town and will not return for a while so I intend to keep you on.  Please see to my luggage—I left it in the foyer.”

Marta gave me a puzzled look, curtsied and went to take care of Cora’s luggage.  Cora giggled when Marta was out of hearing range.

“I can’t believe my eyes.  Had you not told me I would have never guessed.  How long has this been going on?”

“It’s a long story.  Shall we adjourn to the sitting room so I can fill you in?”

“Great idea—it’s far more comfortable in there.”

So we moved to the sitting room where I spent the next several hours explaining to her what had happened.  She frowned when I described how Blaine had raped me.  When I told her about Pegging Place her eyes widened and her face flushed.  She sub-consciously licked her lips in an alluring gesture that made me proud of my little sister.

She certainly didn’t seem angry at me for what I had done.  She listened intently not saying a word until I finished the whole story.  She took a sip of tea before she spoke.

“So let me get the story straight.  You’re telling me that my husband not only raped you but he was cheating on me with a group of campus girls at Pegging Place that were into sexual domination.  Then you’re saying that the real Marta Rodriguez was a trainee at La Femme Campus Salon and she graduated with a computer science degree and went back home to Mexico.

Then you took my husband-- a computer science major himself--and in a marvelous role reversal you put him in her place right down to her panties and bra.  Then you turned him into your sissy maid and a sissy trainee at the La Femme Campus Salon.  Is that about right?”

“You’ve got the picture.  That’s absolutely right Cora.  I threatened to paddle his bottom if he didn’t cooperate and he’s such a submissive sissy girl that he didn’t object to any of it!”

“And he spent all this time while I was away dressed like a female maid doing housekeeping chores and learning how to work at the salon just like one of the girls?”

“You’ve got it sis.”

She smiled her approval.

“I don’t know if I should be angry with him or happy that he’s been put in his place.  Certainly I have to congratulate you on a job well-done.  You’ve definitely managed to keep him out of trouble.  But I do think that I should punish him for his behavior too.  After all he cheated on me.”

“I hoped that you would feel that way.  He certainly deserves whatever punishment that you decide is appropriate.”

“Even then I don’t know how I can ever trust him again.”

“You’re right about that.  If it wasn’t for turning him into Marta I wouldn’t trust him either.”

We talked together all day long like only sisters can.  Marta served us both lunch and dinner just like she had been serving me all along.  By late evening Cora still hadn’t made up her mind what she wanted to do with Marta.  She decided to wait until morning to make a decision.

When I told her that I had moved Marta to the servant’s room she was quite pleased.  That night we shared the large bedroom together just like we had shared a bedroom when we were growing up.

Just before we turned the lights out Cora whispered to no one in particular.

“My sister turned my husband into a maid.  For heaven’s sake, I wonder why I didn’t think of that.”


CHAPTER 15.  Cora’s Revenge

We both felt lazy the next morning so we had Marta serve us breakfast in bed.  Cora complimented me on training Marta to prepare a full breakfast complete with eggs, sausage, biscuits and tea.

We took our time enjoying our meal.  Such luxury is fit for a queen and neither one of us wanted the special feeling of being royalty to end.  We were still in bed in our nightgowns savoring the morning pampering when she spoke.

“I can see how you might get used to maid service in a hurry.  After sleeping on it I’m thinking that I know exactly what I want to do.  Let’s get dressed.”

When I showed her the Dominatrix clothing that I had purchased she grinned her approval.

“Perfect!  Let’s both wear the same thing today!”

So we both dressed up in the shiny black leather outfit complete with the black gloves.  I had to admit that I saw my sister in a different light for the very first time.

My meek innocent sister looked positively radiant in her outfit.  She even seemed to walk with a more self-assured swagger than she normally possessed.  Even a confident guy would fall at the feet of such an authoritative appearing woman and I knew that our submissive sissy maid would be no different.

Once we were ready for the day we went back downstairs to the sitting room and she summoned Marta with the servant’s bell.  The maid quickly appeared and curtsied before us.  Cora took a few moments to compose herself making the maid stand at attention waiting for her instructions.  Finally Cora spoke.

“Marta I hear that you’ve been cheating behind my back.  Is that true?”

The maid looked confused.  She looked at me for guidance but I just smiled at her.  Cora continued in a firm voice.

“What do you have to say for yourself Marta?  Or should I call you Blaine?”

Once the cat was out of the bag Marta must have felt free to speak.

“Cora, I’m so sorry…”

“Marta don’t you dare call me Cora!  I am your employer.  You will formally address me with Ma’am or Mistress.  Is that understood?”

Marta seemed to be shocked by the sharp reprisal.  Finally she spoke in a meek voice.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Very good.  A servant should always know her place and it’s about time that you learned yours.  Listen to me carefully because I’m only going to make you my offer just once so be sure of what you want to do before you answer me.

I’m going to give you a choice.  I will not tolerate a cheating husband in my house.  If you can’t accept my generous terms then you may pack up your things and get out of my house right this instant.  I will promptly divorce you and then you can stay out of my sight forever.”

Marta tried to speak but Cora interrupted.

“But…”

“I said listen girl and you will listen.  Is that understood?”

Again there was a timid response.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Or you can here stay under my terms.  I will allow you to remain here in my home but you will serve me in the role of Marta Rodriguez my housekeeping maid.  You will stay in your maid uniform at all times to remind you of what you did behind my back and to keep you in your place.

I think that charming maid uniform suits you well.  I suppose that every time you button up that uniform you will become even more of a sissy girl than you already are so you won’t be wearing anything else any time soon.  I think that it has made you more sympathetic to the plight of women.  Of course you still have so much more to learn. 

You will do chores for me just like female maids do without complaint and you will answer to me like the sissy maid that you are.  Since you are just a domestic maid you will not share my bed.  Instead you will continue to sleep in the maid quarters.  You will obey all of my orders without question or I will throw you out into the street wearing only the maid uniform on your back.

I will also want you to continue to work at the campus salon.  I think tending to the needs of all of those ladies is good for you.  It’s about time that you learned how to do something useful.  Plus they’ll keep your hair colored and styled and they’ll keep you in that lovely bronze skin.  I’m sure that you’ll enjoy your regular manicures and pedicures too.

Oh, and we’ll be visiting Pegging Place on a regular basis.  Every time we go there you will serve the ladies there by working like a real maid while I receive my pleasure from those eager young boys.  I can hardly wait to taste their pleasures.  Lindsay has assured me that they are extremely attentive to a woman’s needs.”

I could tell that Cora was enjoying every minute of Marta’s humiliation.  When she mentioned Pegging Place her face softened.  She seemed far away like she was already sampling the pleasures that awaited her there.

“There are a couple of more things.  If you decide to stay I’m going to have my sister apply her paddle to your bare bottom.  I can’t believe that you were ignorant enough to think that you could get away with raping her in her sleep.

How could you rape my sister?  How dare you!  Shame on you.  She went to all that trouble to buy a paddle just for you so I think that the least you can do is let her try it out on you.  More about that in a minute.

Finally I want to make sure that you are sincere in your desire to serve women.  So to prove your desire to serve you will advertise that you are available in the capacity of domestic maid to serve a woman for a full weekend for free.  You will take the inquiry that I select for you and you will work for her for the entire weekend without question.

These terms are not negotiable so take it or leave it.  If you do have any questions regarding these conditions ask them right this instant.”

The maid stayed silent. 

“Fine then.  Make your decision Marta, I don’t have all day.”

Cora stared at her with a gaze that only an exasperated woman could exhibit.  She crossed her arms in front of her and glared at the maid.  Finally the maid found her voice.

“I’m so sorry Ma’am.  Please don’t make me be your maid.  I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t you dare beg me!  You brought this on yourself.  If you weren’t such a slut you wouldn’t be in this position.  Keep it up and I’ll send you to a clinic where I know they’ll make sure that your gender change is complete and permanent.  Would you like that?”

“No Ma’am.”

Then tell me which way it’s going to be.

“The maid.  I’ll be a maid.”

“Not like that.  That’s not how you speak to your Mistress.  You’ve tried my patience.  Now I want you to beg me.”

Marta was so compliant.  Over the months she had lost any virility that she may have previously possessed.  She had been bossed by women even before she had put on her maid uniform but now she was far too effeminate to resist a firm woman.

Cora could see that in Marta.  She was making sure that the sissy girl would never forget the humiliating moment.

“Ma’am I want to serve you.  I beg you.  May I please become your maid?”

Cora paused for a little suspense while she pretended to mull over the offer.  I could see the dominatrix that had been hidden deep inside of her coming to the forefront.  Finally she answered the maid.

“I suppose I could let you serve me.  While I’m not sure that you’ll be an adequate servant I have to admit that you look pretty cute in your little dress.  I do think that being a domestic maid suits you well.”


CHAPTER 16.  Retribution

Only a few hours had passed since Cora had given Marta her ultimatum.  It was so nice that she had thought of me when she gave Marta her terms.  After all I had been raped by Blaine before he became Marta and I still had plenty of pent up anger over the violation that had taken place.  So it was my turn to even up the score.  Finally it was time for me to introduce Marta to my leather paddle.

Cora had Marta set up a wooden chair in the middle of the sitting room and she was comfortably seated on the sofa so that she could observe.  I had just moved over from the couch to the chair.  I sat confidently in the wooden chair holding the paddle.  We were both still dressed in our Dominatrix attire.

Cora held a half filled glass of wine in her hand.  We had Marta fetch it for us and we had enjoyed a long pleasant discussion while the maid stood by waiting for her comeuppance.  We both had consumed quite a bit of the vintage before we decided to deal with Marta so I was ready to dole out her punishment completely uninhibited.

At this point I was more than ready to get even with the maid.  Marta stood in front of me in her maid uniform with her head down.  I was determined to enjoy every moment of her humiliation.

“Before you receive your paddling I want you to apologize to Cora for your behavior.  I think that’s the least that you can do considering the circumstances.”

Marta sheepishly turned to Cora.

“I’m so sorry Ma’am for what I did.  I promise that it will never happen again.”

Cora stared at him turning her anger into an unmistakable stern glare.  Finally she spoke.

“I’m really not sure that I can ever forgive you for cheating on me.  You not only violated my trust you also violated my sister.  Marta because of your actions the only punishment that I can think of is that you will remain my maid.  You can occupy your thoughts thinking about what you did to us while you work for me like a common servant in the days to come.  Think of your servitude to be a form of restitution for your misbehavior.

Your feminine uniform will be a badge of shame that you will wear because you cheated on me.  Your dress, apron and cap will continuously remind you of your infidelity.  I will have you toil away your wanton desire in the garb of a common maid because it amuses me.

I am your Mistress and you are my servant.  Your sole purpose is to please me at every opportunity.  You will curtsy to me right now to acknowledge that you accept your punishment.”

Marta quickly dipped a curtsy.  Cora laughed at her quick surrender.

“Over my sister’s lap immediately.  I want her to blister your bare bottom right now.”

Marta couldn’t have moved any faster.  I had her dress up and her panties down so quick that she didn’t have any time to change her mind.

I had been eagerly waiting for the right occasion to break in my new paddle.  Cora watched intently when the first stroke landed on the bare flesh leaving behind a pattern identical to the studs that were imbedded in the leather.

I’m not sure why but it felt so satisfying to be whipping my sister’s husband.  Surely he couldn’t have been humiliated any further than he already was.  I should say she couldn’t have been humiliated any further because even with her panties down and her uniform dress pulled up Marta was more woman than male.  After a series of loud smacks on her bottom she even kicked her legs and begged me to stop just like a little girl might under similar circumstances.

I was having so much fun that I may have continued to paddle Marta all evening had it not been for a knock at the door.  I let the maid up so that she could answer it for us.

She quickly pulled her panties up over her crimson bottom and reached the door after several more knocks.  When she opened it a group of coeds stepped into the home.

They explained that they had come by to welcome Cora back.  Then they coyly inquired as to where her husband was.  Realizing why they had inquired Cora quickly responded that Blaine was still abroad and that he would not be returning home any time soon.

To cheer the girls up for missing Blaine Cora had Marta serve them drinks.  They stayed for the evening enjoying the hospitality of Cora and her charming maid.  Cora even had her maid bring snacks out for the girls when they said that they could use a bite.

I’m certain that the girls never realized that the helpful maid in the uniform serving them was in fact the submissive that they were looking for.  Marta’s true identity safely remained our secret.


CHAPTER 17.  Wedding Night

I stood behind Marta with Cora carefully looking over her shoulder at the Craigslist ad.  Cora had dictated the text to Marta and she had typed it precisely like she had been directed.

Entry level junior maid seeks household experience working for meticulous discerning woman.  Will provide free maid service any weekend of your choice.  Please be kind enough to critique my work carefully so I may improve my domestic skills.  No task too daunting.

Cora giggled after she had Marta press enter on the keyboard.

“I think that gets the message across.  I can’t wait to see what kind of work she gets.”

It didn’t take too long.  Within hours several women had offered to put Marta to work.  Cora decided that Marta would best be hired by a Mrs. Penelope Goodrich who quickly took on the domestic help.  She wanted a maid to assist serving her guests at her daughter’s wedding.  Mrs. Goodrich had planned a garden wedding at her home and she needed a substantial amount of help.  Cora felt that was a perfect opportunity for Marta.

When the big day came Marta wore her Holiday Inn maid outfit to serve at the event.  While I didn’t attend the wedding myself Marta gave me an account of the evening after she served us breakfast the next morning.

Marta was definitely shaken by the events that had transpired.  She had seemed pre-occupied when she served us our morning tea and she blinked back tears when she described what had happened.

Cora and I sat and listened carefully to the maid while she talked about her experience.  With her feminine uniform on and with her holding back tears I couldn’t help think that Marta was becoming quite the sissy maid.  She was relating to us more like a young woman than anything else.

Apparently Mrs. Goodrich had worked Marta hard.  She dutifully served a group of over fifty guests all evening.  When she was worn out from the effort Mrs. Goodrich put her to work cleaning up in the kitchen.

I wanted to laugh at her description of the arduous work.  Maids perform duties just like that all of the time but they are hardly appreciated for the effort that they put out.  I knew that Marta would never look at a working maid the same again after her evening in service for Mrs. Goodrich.

However it wasn’t the work that had the most effect on Marta.  The bride had three younger brothers who had leered at Marta all evening.  Near the end of the evening when she was working alone in the kitchen one of the boys told her that there were empty glasses in an upstairs bedroom and that she had better retrieve them and clean them or Mrs. Goodrich would be angry with her.

Not realizing what the young boy had in mind she immediately went up to the specified bedroom to get the glasses.  When she arrived at the bedroom she was surprised to find that there were no glasses and that the other two brothers were sitting on the bed waiting for her.

Still not comprehending what was happening Marta stepped forward and the first young boy closed the door behind her.  She was so tired that the three boys quickly overpowered her and had her pinned down on her back on the bed.

Even though she tried to free herself the two eldest boys held her down while the youngest began to slowly French kiss her.  She continued to resist the assault despite the fact that the two elder boys tried to encourage her on.

They called her names like slut, bitch and whore.  They said she was faking it because she really enjoyed what they were doing and that they expected her to respond to their young virgin brother.

Eventually the kissing and verbal prompting wore her down.  When she arched her pelvis up in a suggestive manner the elder boys told the younger brother that he could take her.

With that the young boy lifted her dress revealing the tops of her stockings and the garter belt that held them in place.  Just when he reached for her panties the door to the bedroom opened up and Mrs. Goodrich came in.  She broke up the rape scene before the boys found out the truth about Marta.

She then scolded Marta for seducing her young sons.  She scribbled out a note for Marta’s employer and placed it in an envelope which Marta gave to Cora when she related the story to us.

I watched while Cora opened the envelope and read the message aloud.

“Miss Marta Rodriguez worked for my daughter’s wedding.  While she may make a decent domestic maid future employers should be aware that she had difficulty keeping her panties on in the presence of fine young men.”

Cora and I both laughed hilariously at the message.

It was only then that I had a most wonderful idea.  That evening Cora and I fully satiated ourselves at Pegging Place.  When we were leaving I picked up a strap on dildo and a tube of anal lube.  The young lady that gave the equipment to me tried to convince me to take a double dildo to maximize my pleasure but I opted for the traditional dildo and belt.

The next day while Marta was ironing I went into her room and searched for her roofie supply.  I felt like I won the lottery when I located it in –of all places—her panty drawer.  I confiscated the entire supply.

At first Cora hesitated to participate in the venture.  But when I reminded her of what had happened to me the first few nights I had been in her house she was all in.

That evening Cora and I offered Marta a glass of wine.  We told her that we felt bad about what had happened to her at Mrs. Goodrich’s and that we wanted to make her feel better.

Turnabout is fair play so I hardly felt guilty when Cora and I crept into Marta’s bedroom that night.  Cora giggled like a girl on her first date when I slid Marta’s panties down and applied a substantial amount of anal lubrication to her rear end.

They say that when a guy is anally penetrated by a woman he loses his manhood entirely and once that happens he is forever feminized.  I’m not certain that still applies if the guy is roofied first but Marta was already a prissy little thing before I penetrated her with my deep thrusts so I like to think that it does apply to her.

I have to say that the dildo pressing against my groin was not particularly satisfying for me.  I found myself wishing that I had taken the double dildo like the coed had suggested in order to gain more physical pleasure from the act.

On the other hand the mental aspect of force raping Marta was psychologically satisfying.  Not only did I feel like I was in total control of Marta, I felt vindicated for the actions that had played out earlier in my bedroom.  The overall effect was euphoric even if I didn’t achieve the best orgasm ever.

I didn’t stop thrusting until Marta responded to my probing and gushed semen all over her bed.  Then in a triumphant sequel Cora took a turn with her too.  We left Marta that night with her soggy panties pulled up over her well lubed bottom.

We had so much fun that we repeated the amusement the following two nights.  Marta never said a word to us about what we did to her.  Perhaps she thought she was having a wet dream or maybe she was too embarrassed to admit that she had been raped by her wife’s sister.  Either way we had the last laugh.


CHAPTER 18.  Influence

I had so much fun housesitting that I really didn’t want to leave.  Eventually reality returned and I had to go back to my teaching.  When I left Cora behind with Marta I was dressed back in my professional looking skirt suit with my Dominatrix attire safely tucked away in my suitcase.

Of course I still talk with Cora all of the time.  She tells me that Marta remains her domestic maid and she still works at La Femme Campus Salon.

However the pleasure that Cora receives from maid service is nothing compared to the fun that she has at Pegging Place.  She said to me that she has never been so sexually satisfied in her life.  She tells me that the nameplates that the girls place on the submissive guys are the best idea ever.

Since the submissive guys are clearly tagged and identified she has no trouble seeing which of her students are available at Pegging Place.  Additionally since the submissive guys are blindfolded she is able to stroll through the dungeon and pick out students from her classroom and then have them perform sexual acts for her pleasure without fear of being recognized.

She even has a special treat for students that are not performing well in her classroom.  She calls it a teacher’s dream come true.  She purchased the same model of paddle that I used on Marta.  After she is sufficiently pleasured she applies it to the buttocks of students that do not learn their lessons well. 

The boys are no wiser since they have no idea that their college professor has had her way with them.  She finds it totally amusing and difficult to suppress her laughter to see one of her selections the following day in class still wearing his nameplate choker knowing that she had bedded him and paddled him the night before.

In a rather novel irony she says that she finds that their performance in the dungeon does influence their grade in class.  She can’t help herself.  It puts a whole new twist on the old phrase “An A for a lay”.

Marta makes an excellent sissy maid even today.  I find that when I visit Cora I appreciate Marta much more now that she acts more feminine.  She even seems to try to think more like a woman which I find simply adorable.

While I appreciate her work for Cora every time I see her dressed up in her maid uniform I find that I do tend to think less and less of her.  I can hardly accord any respect whatsoever to a sissy girl that my sister puts to work in her home like a common servant.  In my mind she is merely a female maid suitable to be ordered about like any hired servant would be.

When I have special occasions at my home or even when I just need a little bit of extra help I will often ask Cora to lend Marta to me.  Cora appreciates the transformation that I accomplished with Marta so she has no hesitation to loan her out whenever I ask.

I still keep a supply of roofies along with my strap on in my bedroom just for such instances.


EPILOGUE.  Serious Fetish

Guys can have fetishes.  You know, like a sexual attraction to maid uniforms, leather boots or to high heels.  Girls can have fetishes too.  I enjoy writing about sexual domination and sexual humiliation.  I like to dress a guy up in a maid uniform and then paddle his bottom.  I guess that you could call that a serious fetish.

Now that I have your attention I would like to tease you more.  You see I would like to keep writing about my fetishes because I enjoy teasing sissy girls.  I’m sure that all of my submissive readers would enjoy continuing to read my stories.  Wouldn’t you?  There is a way that you can help me out.

I do hope that you too enjoy sexual humiliation.  I urge all of my readers to leave me a review at Amazon saying how much that you enjoy my books.  You should know that I read each and every one of them so please write accordingly.

Give a girl a little love.  I would appreciate that.

Hugs and kisses,

Lisa Rose Farrow
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