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Dedication

So many submissives and so little time to play!  What’s a girl to do?  This one is for all of those submissives out there who are afraid to come out of the shadows.

Sooner or later you will all give in to the pleasure.
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The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow


Preface.  Sexual Submission

I’ve always been interested in sexual submission.  I don’t know why, but maybe it’s because I enjoy being sexually dominant.  It is difficult for me to understand how being humiliated can be so erotically exciting for certain people.  I suppose that I’m not alone in my confusion.

I do find it to be exhilarating to put a submissive through sexual situations that I think are unbelievably humiliating only to find out that my subject is turned on by it.  It is an interesting symbiotic relationship.  I enjoy dominating and submissives enjoy bending to my will.  What could be more fun than that?

Many submissives have naughty sexual thoughts that they keep hidden deep inside.  The thought of bringing those thoughts out and actually making them reality is much too tempting for me to pass up.

In my Public Disgrace Club fantasy I let my dominant side out to play.  Submissives beware.  I can be a most ruthless Dominatrix when I put my mind to it.  No doubt you will melt under my strict authority and conform to my wishes.

No matter if you are dominant or submissive I hope that you enjoy the thrill just like I do.


Prologue.  Good Fortune

Working at Marie St. Belington Fashion was truly boring.  What should have been an exciting position turned out to be a real drag.  In more ways than one.  My boss, one Miss Susan Belington, made it that way.  In her opinion she was the only woman in the world with fashion sense.  Actually the opposite was true.  In fact when it came to real fashion she was clueless.

Working for a ruthless woman can be a significant challenge.  She was a no-nonsense work only woman driven to success no matter who she stepped on in the process.  Believe me, just like all of her employees, I was stepped on by Susan.  Like all oppressed workers I longed for an opportunity to turn the tables on Susan.

Since she was such a strict authoritative woman she was the last person in the world who I would have dreamed was sexually submissive.  It just goes to show that you never know for sure.

Fate has a way of finding people like Susan and settling the score. 


Chapter 1.  A Day At The Office

I stepped into the elevator with Marisa.  We had a habit of always leaving the office together.  In fact we did everything at the office together.  We had to lean on each other in order to get the support that we needed in order to get through the day.  Since I met her while working at Marie St. Belington Fashion she had become a life saver.

When I took the position at Marie St. Belington I had thought that it was the opportunity of a lifetime.  Even though I wouldn’t be making much money I took the job anyway.  After all I would be working at a well-known highly respected fashion house just outside the office of a well-known fashion icon.

Unfortunately things aren’t always what they seem to be.  I quickly found out that my new boss wasn’t what she had appeared to be.  My life needed saving because our boss lady was a snooty bore named Susan Belington.  One thing about Susan Belington she never had to worry about being nominated for boss of the year because it would never happen.

There were those in the office who called her a bitch and they were right about that.  It took every patient ounce of effort I could muster just to put up with her arrogance and unbelievable ignorance.  So my friend Marisa Heller was my saving grace.  She was a kindred spirit who could share the despair I held inside every day from working for a perverse boss.  Fashion is a great business that Susan Belington made so boring that copious amounts of mood altering alcoholic beverages were needed just in order to keep my sanity after a day of work.

Susan Belington could be both demanding and unforgiving.  Just like the clothes that we were required to wear to work.  The world of fashion can be exciting and provocative, but not at Marie St. Belington Fashion.  What the company called chic and refined we called old-fashioned and stuffy.  A girl should be allowed to show a little cleavage and more than a little leg.  When you were wearing Marie St. Belington apparel you weren’t afforded the luxury of either.  Drab doesn’t even begin to describe what went on at Marie St. Belington Fashion.  Think large burlap sack and you are on the right track.

Even worse Susan acted like we were Marie St. Pierre Fashion.  What a dreamer!  Our stuffy clothing couldn’t make it to Paris for a fashion show if we shipped it there in a trunk.  Style was not the calling card of Marie St. Belington Fashion.

Conservative stuffy apparel was our thing.  I must say that making a living selling volumes of fashion faux pas isn’t exactly romantic but it certainly does pay the bills.  At least it sort of does most of the time.  I use the words making a living lightly.

I worked at a desk just outside Susan’s office answering phones and running errands.  Marisa was a receptionist.  It’s not like Susan ever really noticed either of us.  She just made demands and acted like we were faceless servants at her command.  In truth that’s exactly what we were.  In her mind she was Cleopatra and we were just slaves rowing her massive barge down the Nile River.

I once tried to suggest to her that we should upgrade the fashion line.  I mean I do have ideas—that’s why I came to work at Marie St. Belington Fashion in the first place.  Susan dismissed me with a wave of her perfectly manicured hand.  She said it was a stupid idea from a stupid blonde girl and that I was to get out of her office before she fired me for being stupid.  She said that the company would have no part of producing clothing for skanks.  I guess you could say that it was a nice try on my part.  I definitely got her message.

Her boyfriend was no different.  James Braxton had been the president of the company before Susan arrived.  When Susan’s parents retired to the Cayman Islands and she became the sole owner of Marie St. Belington Fashion he turned the company over to her.  The rumor was that she had been sleeping with him and that she had asked him for the favor of running the company.  Of course that was only a rumor that was never proven.  Even after he stepped down he still occasionally loitered about the place in a strange sort of way.  He always seemed to be more interested in the women wearing the company product than in the products themselves.  His interest in women’s fashion was obviously much deeper than mere fabric.

That’s how Susan came to run the company.  It wasn’t her business acumen or her outstanding fashion sense.  No, she just happened to be born with the right name.  Of course it was a wealthy name she was born into and luckily for her she had no siblings.  Some girls get all of the luck.

James was really no longer interested in the business end of the company.  Now his involvement was seemingly solely to drop in and ogle the employees.  Since the company had all female employees there were plenty of employees for him to leer at.  He never bothered to learn any of our names even though we all wore identification badges.  To James we were all “babe” or “baby”.  I’m sure that he thought that was sweet but most of us did not.  There was a poor woman in accounting named Charlene who he called “sweet cheeks”.  He enjoyed giving her a peck on her cheek whenever he strutted through her department.  He was extremely insulting but there wasn’t a thing that any of us could do about it.

Fortunately the ground floor of the ten story monument to unadventurous fashion had shops, eateries and a delightful place where a girl could drown her sorrows in alcohol.  On this day even though it was only Thursday we were both ready to imbibe at the well located pub.  After a day of putting up with Susan Belington drowning our sorrows in alcohol was always a good viable option.  The only real question was whether we could absorb enough alcohol to really make a difference.

Many other Marie St. Belington Fashion employees could be seen there so we always had plenty of company.  No surprise there.  Typically we would wait until Friday to sample the wares of the pub but not this week.  Susan had been particularly bitchy this week and we were in desperate need of soothing.

Marisa was immediately distracted when we left the elevator and we began walking towards the only relief we could get from our over-bearing boss.

“Did you see that girl standing there staring at us?”

I had to admit that I had not.  The mind numbing day at work had made me oblivious to my surroundings.

“What about her?”

“She seemed odd.  She was staring at us.  Don’t look but now but I think that she is following us.”

Whenever people say don’t look now people always look.  Why is that?  I have no idea.  But I couldn’t’ resist.  So I turned and gave a quick glance at the young woman who was trailing along behind us.  She seemed innocent enough though certainly not an employee of Marie St. Belington Fashion.  She was out of place in the capitol of boring threads.  Her sheer blouse, short skirt and ridiculously high heels were a dead giveaway. 

The girl was definitely not dowdy.  She made up for her lack of style with an excess lack of taste.  She was flaunting everything that she had and then some.  I could clearly see why.  She had quite a bit to flaunt.  Like Susan Belington would have said, the only thing that the girl was guilty of was being tasteless out in the open for all to see.  The gaudy black leather collar that she wore was so tacky that I was surprised she undertook the shame of wearing it in public.  But then again a girl dressed like that most likely thought that it was appropriate bling.  A leather collar with a silver padlock prominently dangling out in front is so gauche they should probably be outlawed.  For some odd reason tacky never seems to be out of vogue.

She held a bag from Boiseans Jewelry—an expensive exclusive little shop on the other side of town.  I doubt that she bought her tacky collar there.  They wouldn’t carry such a thing let alone sell it.  I’m much too kind to say that other than the bag she was carrying she appeared to be a tart in search of a pimp so I’ll spare the reader further description.  Marisa noticed that I had taken a glance.

“I told you not to look.”

“Sorry I couldn’t help myself.  She certainly seems riveted on us.  Is my slip showing or something?”

We both laughed.  Our skirts were so long and revealed so little that flashing a little slip certainly wouldn’t hurt a thing.  Heaven forbid a seductive ankle should show!  Susan Belington wanted it that way.  The poor woman was so straight that she would faint at the sight of a slip even if we ever got up the courage to show one in public.

We entered the safety of the pub.  The strange girl followed us and once we sat down at a table she walked right up to us.  Up close I could see that the girl was also over made-up.  Susan Belington would have a fit.  I suppressed a laugh.  Marisa took the lead.

“What is it girl?  Have we done something to you?”

The girl smiled and then began to make a speech that was clearly rehearsed well in advance.

“Hi my name is Tiffany.  I’m in the service of Mistress Victoria.  I’m to cordially extend to both of you her most generous invitation of complimentary membership to the Public Disgrace Club.  You must attend tomorrow evening to claim your complimentary club membership.  Please accept these gifts from Mistress Victoria.  You must wear them in order to gain entrance to the club.”

With that she reached into the bag that she held and presented each of us with a black box.  Then without giving us a chance to ask a question she gave a cute little curtsy before turning and walking away.  I looked at Marisa and we both laughed together.  All I could think of was that there must be a hidden GoPro somewhere recording our astonishment at what had just happened.

Only the boxes artfully inscribed with Boiseans Jewelry remained from the odd encounter.  We each had one box in front of us on the table.  I turned to Marisa and shrugged my shoulders.  We both laughed again.


Chapter 2.  Mystery Box

“Marisa what in the world just happened?”

“You’ve never heard of the Public Disgrace Club?”

I had to admit that I hadn’t.

“No, I have no idea.  What is it?”

“The Public Disgrace Club was founded by Victoria Albrecht…”

“The Victoria Albrecht?”

“That’s right.  The renowned Victoria Albrecht of fashion and Hollywood fame.  She’s not worth a fortune, she’s worth two fortunes.”

Now Marisa had my full attention while she continued.

“Victoria and a group of powerful women got together to form the club.  The rumor was that the ladies were all divorcees with big money.  The place sort of became a sexual playground for them where they take out their frustrations mostly on women who are sexually submissive.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that.

“Sexually submissive?”

“Yes, you know.  Women turned on by being dominated.”

It sounded rather strange to me but I listened while Marisa continued on about the club.  I did wonder how she knew so much about such an exclusive place.

“I’ve always wanted to go there and see what it is all about but it’s extremely private and very exclusive.  You have to be invited by a club member in order to attend.  Invitations only go out to carefully selected people who have lots of money.”

“That leaves me out.  I don’t know about you but I’m broke.  I’ll be lucky to pay for my drinks tonight.  It must be a mistake.  What’s so special about it anyway?  To me it sounds kind of kinky.”

“That’s the point.  Nobody really knows what goes on inside the club but the name of the place is a big clue.  It’s thought to be a kind of an S & M club for the wealthy.”

“S & M?  What is that?  Some kind of new diet?”

“Lisa you’re so naïve!  You know--sadism and masochism.  Sex games.  Dominant women forcing submissive women to participate in humiliating acts.  Aren’t you the least bit curious about it?  We’ve been invited to witness what it is all about.  It’s the chance of a lifetime.  We have to go.”

“I don’t know about that.  I’m a good girl.  I’m not really into that sort of thing.”

“You don’t have to be into it.  We’ll just go and look.  Good girls can be interested in these sorts of things too.  Come on, you have to be at least a little curious right?  Who knows, maybe you’re even sexually dominant at heart.”

I looked at the box that was in front of me.

“I’m not sure about the offer but I am curious what’s inside of the box.”

I picked up my box and examined it closely before I carefully opened it up.  I really didn’t think it would explode or anything like that but a girl can never be too sure.  Marisa did the same with hers and surprisingly we were both presented with a shiny gold necklace that had a gleaming gold key attached.  Judging by the weight of the key it was the real thing not a gold plated trinket.  It was probably worth more than I make in a year at Marie St. Belington.  I just held mine in awe in my hand while Marisa quickly put it around her neck and clipped it into place.  Her key dangled down between her breasts in a gaudy display of opulence.  I was still puzzled.

“I don’t get it.  A gold key?”

“You don’t get out much do you Lisa?  It’s all about domination and submission.  Didn’t you notice?  Tiffany had a lock on her collar and we have a key on our necklace.  We are dominant and she is submissive.  It’s a not so subtle way of telling everyone what your sexual preference is.”

I slowly put the necklace around my neck and clipped it into place.  It was by far the most expensive piece of jewelry that I had ever seen let alone possessed for my own use.  I could certainly never afford such luxury if I had to purchase it myself.

“I see, but I don’t even know my own preference so how did anybody else know our preference?  ”

Marisa thought for a moment.

“It must be the way we carry ourselves.  That’s it.  Somebody thought that we were the dominant types.  Either that or we’re both knockouts so maybe it’s our good looks!”

I hadn’t had a date in months so the compliment was appreciated.  I was certain that the required wear at Marie St. Belington Fashion was the reason for that but a girl can never have too many compliments.  We both laughed together.

“Okay we’ll go.  But you can’t tell anybody what we’re doing.  It seems a bit outside of my comfort level.  What would people think?  A girl like me going to a club like that?  Oh dear.  Let’s take these back off.  I’m not going to wear this until tomorrow when we are on our way to the club.”

“It’s a date then.  Remember that we’ll be going to an exclusive club.  Most likely there will be rich guys there so we want to look our best.  I’ll meet you at your place right after work and we’ll go from there.  Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

With the necklaces safely back in their boxes we ordered our drinks with hopes of soothing away a long day at the office.


Chapter 3.  Date Night At The Club

Any evening that was an opportunity to strut our stuff in more alluring clothing than what we wore during the day was bound to be a great evening.  Marisa could look really great once she lost the signature Marie St. Belington Fashion look.  In her tight little red dress she was hardly recognizable as the conservative office worker that she was back at work.  Marisa could really flaunt it too and she was definitely flaunting it that night.  Somehow the gold chain that dangled to her breasts seemed perfect for her attire.

I had tried to outdo her with my own little black dress.  I thought that she got the better of me but I still felt sexy.  The heavy key tapped between my breasts with every movement of my body.  It added to the allure that I was about to do something that evening that I thought was particularly naughty.  Guilty pleasures are always the best pleasures.

Undeterred by a sense of guilt for what we were about to do we took an Uber over to the other side of town.  The look on the face of the driver when he opened the door of his car for us confirmed what I already knew.  There was no doubt about it.  We were both knockouts.

After a short drive to a part of town that nice girls aren’t supposed to visit he dropped us off right in front of the place.  It was a nondescript little club entrance distinguished only by the initials PDC over a doorway that was guarded by two well-toned bouncers dressed in tuxedos who calmly stood guard.

If those two guys were any indication of what was inside then I was all in.  These guys were tall muscular male specimens that I had thought only existed in my dreams.  They stood well above our height at attention like they were palace guards.  They only moved to take a quick glance at the keys that dangled enticingly at our cleavage.  Or maybe they were checking out our cleavage—I’m not really sure which it was.

I felt like I had been mentally undressed by the two of them while they closely checked out my entrance pass.  As flattering as that is I never really get used to being eyeballed like that by interested guys.  I’ve been stared at by plenty of eager duds who I wouldn’t give the time of day to.  Of course these were studs so I suppose that’s different.  At least in my book it is.

When we were waved in I wasn’t sure if it was the key that got me past them or my skimpy dress.  Either way if they had mentally undressed me I actually felt like that was okay with me.  They were both hot hunks.  So I guess in this case I wasn’t all that uncomfortable being ogled.

Once inside we were ushered by a young woman in a maid uniform down a dimly lit corridor that led to a tiered theater that featured little tables arrayed in front of a stage.  It was an intimate setting but large enough to hold a decent sized crowd.  She brought us to a table right in the front row just a few feet from the stage.  I had wanted to be more discreet than that but I suppose that was the price that we paid for being so early.  Marisa had been so eager to find out all about the club that we were the first to arrive.  It gave us a chance to take in the venue and check out the other attendees.

The table next to us was eventually taken by two very conservatively dressed young ladies.  Their attire was so drab at first I thought that they must have purchased it from Marie St. Belington Fashion.  It’s hard to imagine that any other shop would produce a cheap knockoff of our stuff.  They both were buttoned right up to their leather collars with the familiar padlock—the only bling that they wore.  They both had their hair up in a bun.  They looked like a couple of librarians attending a ladies book club.  They couldn’t have dressed more old-school if they tried.  They were so prim and proper yet so out of place.  Their appearance was better suited for a lecture in a one room school house than it was for a place like this.  It was a shame.  They both seemed to be attractive women but they were obviously far too old-fashioned to show it.

Other nearby tables were filled with similarly clad ladies.  It quickly became apparent that Marisa and I were the only two ladies wearing keys around their neck sitting in the front row.  All of the rest of the ladies up front wore leather collars with padlocks.  I felt out of place.  I could hear others filing in behind us and I could tell from the chatter that they were mostly women but there were a few male voices scattered about too.  I didn’t turn to look.  Instead I looked ahead at the puzzling setup that was on the stage.

We were slightly back from the stage but we were up just a bit so that we would have a clear look peering down at the proceedings.  There was only one thing sitting in front of a black curtain—a single stylist chair just like you might find in a salon.  I had no idea what purpose that it might serve but it gave me something to draw my attention while we waited.

The chatter picked up while the place filled with patrons.  Finally a woman stepped out from behind the curtain to a smattering of polite applause.  She was expertly made-up and her long jet black hair came to her shoulders in a most flattering display of feminine beauty.  She wore a short black leather dress that left nothing to the imagination.  In her right hand she carried a mean looking riding crop.  She was also wearing the familiar gold necklace with the gold key that dangled seductively to her cleavage.

“Good evening everybody I’m Mistress Victoria.  Welcome to the Public Disgrace Club where all of your dreams come true.  I’ll be your Mistress of ceremonies tonight.  I would like to welcome our guests tonight.  The ladies sitting in the front row are all first time special guests of the club.  Thank you for attending ladies and I hope that you enjoy your evening.  Next I’d like to introduce a couple of hunks who will assist me tonight.  Please welcome Master Bruno and Master Lars.”

The curtain opened up and the two bouncers I had seen at the front door were standing there and waving to the crowd.  Ladies shrieked and applauded while the two extremely well-toned and totally ripped guys stepped forward and took a bow.  Did I mention that they were stripped down to nothing but tiny little thongs?  Well they were.  The little black thongs hardly covered a thing and served to accentuate their clearly well-endowed male appendages that stood out like...well never mind what they stood out like.  A good girl doesn’t talk about such things.  Even when they are well hung eager studs.

There were two camera ladies—one on each side of the guys—covering the proceedings.  The back wall of the stage had two giant screens—one for each camera angle—that gave the audience a larger than life picture of the show.  At the moment one of the cameras had zoomed in on a crotch giving us an enormous up close view of giant male lust straining for release unlike anything I had ever seen. Without thinking I gave a lick of my lips. 

The lewd sight was enough to make a girl blush if she managed to notice such a thing.  My face burned red.  Unfazed by the lusty vision of male testosterone that was exhibited on the screen behind her Mistress Victoria continued.

“Long time patrons know that Bruno has always fancied himself as a hair stylist.  I notice that the ladies in the front row all have their hair up.  Would one of you care to have Bruno style your hair for you?”

My own long hair was back in a basic ponytail.  Marisa had styled her hair the same way.  The ladies next to us with their hair up in conservative buns all proudly smiled while I felt like we were being slighted.  I certainly would have liked to have Bruno style my hair.

“Bruno perhaps you would care to select a pretty lady from our audience for styling.”

The big hulk of a guy stepped down from the stage and went up to a young conservatively dressed blonde girl who was wearing a black collar adorned with a padlock.  Even with her hair up in a bun I could tell that she was not a natural blonde but that didn’t seem to matter to Bruno.  He took her gently by the hand and led her up on stage.  She had a wide smile like she had been the recipient of a precious lottery prize.  She stood next to Mistress Victoria while Lars clipped a small microphone on her like the one that Mistress Victoria wore so that she we could hear her speak.  Mistress Victoria began to ask her questions.

“For our audience what is your name dear?”

Now that she was standing in front of the crowd the girl was clearly shy.  She meekly responded in a tiny little voice that was barely audible even with her microphone.

“My name is Pamela.”

“Your full name please.  We want everyone to know precisely who you are.”

“Pamela.  I’m Pamela Jean Foster.”

“Where do you work Pamela?”

“Oh I’m a Senior Vice President at a bank.  I’m in charge of several departments.

“I see.  So you’re a very important person.”

“That’s right.  At least I like to think so.”

“I suppose that you run very efficient departments.  Are you a strict authoritative manager?”

“Oh yes.  Absolutely I am.”

She seemed so proud of herself.

“What brings you to the club tonight Pamela?”

“Well I was walking out to my car after work and Bruno came up to me and told me how beautiful I was.  He gave me this collar and invited me to attend the club.  He told me that wearing the collar would give me entry into the club.  I couldn’t resist him.  How could I possibly pass up an invitation like that?”

Mistress Victoria smiled.

“Bruno is like that.  When he sees a beautiful woman he likes to see more of her.”

The woman was clearly flattered.  I could see it in her eyes.  Bruno thought she was beautiful!  I felt slighted.  Okay, I was jealous.  Bruno didn’t choose us.  We were invited by that strange looking young girl.


Chapter 4.  Master Bruno The Hair Stylist

“I see that you are wearing a padlock.  Do you consider yourself sexually submissive?”

The girl seemed surprised by the intimate question.

“Why, I, no, I mean I hadn’t…”

Mistress Victoria interrupted her.

“Bruno is good at selecting submissive women.  He has a special knack for it.  He seems to know sexual submission when he sees it.  Bruno how did you know that Senior Vice President Pamela Jean Foster is submissive?”

While I was watching Pamela Bruno and Lars had both put microphones on.  Bruno walked up to Pamela and his voice boomed out over the speakers in an enticing caveman sort of way.

“I have a test.  Let me show you.”

He took Pamela in his arms and in one quick move pulled her close and planted a deep French kiss.  After the initial surprise passed Pamela flailed helplessly trying to push him away but to no avail.  He gripped her in a tight bear hug while his tongue explored her without regard for her hopeless attempt to escape.  Finally after being deeply probed by tongue of the picture of manhood her arms dropped helplessly to her side.

The crowd watched in silence while Bruno lifted Pamela’s long skirt and groped her bottom with both hands.  Finally he pushed her away letting her skirt drop and then she just stood there mesmerized by the bawdy attention he had just given her.  His voice boomed again.

“She is definitely submissive.  Pamela would you like me to style your hair?”

The poor woman couldn’t even speak.  After seeing such a virile display of lust I could barely breathe myself.  All she could muster was an agreeable nod of her head.  Bruno pulled a couple of hair clips out of her hair and then gently positioned her long hair down to her shoulders.  He took her by the hand and they walked towards the salon chair.

“Come with me and I will style your hair.”

Just when they both stood by the styling chair two more women came out from back stage.  They were rolling out what appeared to be an examination table—the kind used for a pelvic exam—complete with stirrups.

Pamela gave Bruno a puzzled look.  One camera zoomed in on her flushed face and her bewilderment became larger than life.  Lars came up behind Pamela and undid her skirt.  It dropped to the floor giving us a clear view of her panties.  This time Pamela protested.

“Stop, stop!  I didn’t give you permission…”

Bruno smothered her mouth with another deep kiss.  While she desperately tried to escape Lars took her panties down and tossed them aside.  Her blouse followed and then her bra was unclipped before it too dropped to the floor.  In just a few more moments Pamela was standing nude—still gripped in the firm embrace of Bruno.  She was fully naked with only the leather collar with the silver lock remaining around her neck.

Pamela shrieked in protest while the two muscular guys effortlessly dragged her over to the exam table and strapped her down with her legs held wide apart in the stirrups.  They didn’t bother to blind fold her or gag her.  Perhaps they wanted the crowd to hear whatever she might say in hopeless protest.

The cameras covered the subjugation from every angle while they tightly secured her to the exam table so that she couldn’t move.  A spotlight shined on her so that there was no mistaking who was at the center of attention.  The whole scene was captured by the cameras and displayed up on the large screens so that every bit of her humiliation was visible to the whole audience. 

The crowd continued to watch in silence while Bruno went backstage before reappearing with a woman who held a silver tray containing scissors and a cordless trimmer.  Bruno smiled to the crowd with his beaming face lighting up the screen.

“There is only one way to tell a woman’s true hair color and I see that Pamela has tried to deceive me.  I will fix it for her.”

With that he took the scissors and began to clip Pamela’s pubic hair.  She screamed in protest but since she was completely immobilized all she could do was submit and allow it.  He took his time carefully trimming away all of her pubic hair until only a bit of stubble remained where her beautiful auburn bush had once been.

Then with the camera doing a full close-up Bruno used the intimate trimmer to carefully remove the remaining stubble.  Apparently the vibration of the trimmer was erotic because Pamela stopped protesting.  Now she was cooing in lusty approval of the intimate treatment.  When Bruno finished one of the cameras zoomed in on her crotch giving us all a full view of her moist response to the treatment.

Marisa hadn’t said a word while Pamela was humiliated.  Just like I had been doing she had simply been watching in amazement.  While Bruno put the trimmer back on the silver tray she could only whisper a few words in my ear.

“God Lisa, that was hot.”

My mouth was so dry all I could do was nod my head in agreement.

Bruno turned to Lars.

“She’s all yours big guy.  Finish her off.”

With that Lars kneeled down between her legs and began to lap away at her sex.  One camera zoomed in on her face and the other closed in on Lars while his tongue had its way with her.  She gasped and after a few moments she began to beg him not to stop.

Finally her screams of orgasmic ecstasy blared out of the speakers into the silent auditorium.  The crowd applauded in approval.  Then she went silent when Lars stood up and left her—still splayed wide open on the exam table—to bask in the erotic humiliation that had just been showered down on her.

Marisa managed to speak again in a hushed whisper.

“Oh my God…”

I couldn’t muster a single word.


Chapter 5.  More Fun

That certainly would have been more than enough display of public humiliation for one evening but things were just getting started.  While Pamela remained restrained on stage with her legs held wide apart Mistress Victoria returned to center stage.

“Ladies and gentlemen tonight we have another new member of our club who I would like to introduce you to.  She has made a substantial contribution to the club so that we may continue with our work.  Please welcome Susan to the stage.”

The spotlight went out to the audience to the table farthest away from us in the front row.  A woman stood up and walked towards the stage.  She stepped up next to Mistress Victoria and while they were setting her up with a microphone Marisa whispered in my ear.

“Oh my God Lisa that’s…”

She stopped mid-sentence when Mistress Victoria spoke.

“Susan would you please introduce yourself with your full name and your occupation.”

The woman was clearly shy.  She was dressed extremely conservative.  She wore what we call full coverage back at Marie St. Belington Fashion.  Only her black leather collar with the silver lock attached gave away any hint of anything other than complete sophistication.  Or at least as much sophistication as a Marie St. Belington outfit could muster.

She stood with her head down while she meekly spoke.  Even though she spoke into the microphone she was barely audible.

“Hi everybody my name is Susan Anne Belington.  I’m the President and owner of Marie St. Belington Fashion.”

I couldn’t believe it!  At first I thought that I had heard it wrong.  It really was Susan Belington the president of Marie St. Belington Fashion!  Talk about a fish out of water.  Thankfully she didn’t seem to notice us even though we were just a few feet away.  Perhaps it was the flood lights on the stage and the fact that the audience was in relative darkness.  I couldn’t imagine what she might think if she realized that we were there.  Mistress Victoria continued.

“Welcome to the Public Disgrace Club Susan.  We are so pleased to have you here as a new member and a very gracious benefactor.  Such generous support coming from such a highly respected woman is greatly appreciated.”

Susan seemed to relax.  She was in her element being complimented for giving money to causes.  I wondered if she realized the implication of the collar that she was wearing.  I decided that in her case it must be a symbolic token awarded to her in appreciation of what must have been a substantial contribution to the club.  Mistress Victoria turned her attention to the audience.

“All of our new members are required to fill out a complete questionnaire as part of their application.  So let me share a little more about you with our group.  Perhaps you’ve heard of socialite Susan Belington of fashion fame before.  Like she said Susan is the president of Marie St. Belington Fashion.  According to her application she is extremely submissive but while her live-in boyfriend is dominant he doesn’t seem to pay enough attention to her.  She states that he isn’t satisfying her submissive needs so she is coming here for sexual fulfillment.  Isn’t that right Susan?”

Susan seemed shocked that Mistress Victoria had shared that intimate information with the group.  Still speaking in a whisper Susan replied.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.  I just wrote a check…”

“But it’s the truth isn’t it?”

“Why…yes.  I suppose that you could say that.”

“Please notice that Susan is wearing her leather collar with lock.  That is the collar that we give to all of our submissives.  It has great significance here at the club.  More about that later.”

Susan smiled.  She seemed to be grateful that she had been acknowledged to be part of the club.

“I am obligated to remind her that all submissive club members are to wear their collar at all times.  Another requirement of the club is that submissives must completely obey any dominant club member regardless of the situation or the request.  Dominant members are easily identified by their gold necklace with matching gold key.

This is a serious commitment for our submissives that is strictly enforced.  To assure compliance we keep an assignment held safely in escrow giving us full ownership of all of submissive club member assets.  In this case that means that if Susan should deviate from her proper submissive behavior in the presence of a dominant club member that the club could take control of all of her assets including her company.”

That certainly got Susan’s attention.

“Wait!  I didn’t agree…”

Mistress Victoria ignored her and continued on.

“Of course this is rarely necessary because our submissives are carefully chosen but Susan needs to understand the promise that she has made.  Do you understand the possible consequences of this requirement Susan?  Now that you’ve gained entrance into the club using your collar all rules are in full force.”

Susan was clearly taken aback by the proceedings.  She seemed confused.  She was unable to say anything.  Instead she simply nodded her head in dazed agreement.

“You also realize there will be a substantial penalty if you should violate the club’s code of conduct?”

Again Susan seemed disoriented.  Clearly she had been taken by surprise.

This time Mistress Victoria didn’t wait for her response.

“Very well then.  Welcome to the club.  There is a small matter however that needs to be immediately settled.  It concerns your boyfriend one James Braxton.  You said that he is dominant.  Is that correct?”

“Well, I mean, I suppose, yes…I think that you could say that.”

“We seem to have a problem with that.  We have determined that he is not really dominant.  We find him to be very submissive.

Susan looked befuddled but she managed to find her voice.

“That isn’t true.  It couldn’t possibly be true.  I mean I would know!  How could I not?  How could you know something about my boyfriend that I don’t know?”

“We do a background check on all of our applicants—you know friends, family, coworkers and the like.  We like to recruit an even number of dominants and submissives.  It makes things easier for us that way.”

I looked over at Marisa.  She was engrossed with the conversation.  She stared at Mistress Victoria and at the same time in one hand she was holding the key that dangled on the chain from her neck.

Susan gave a nervous little giggle.

“It must be a mistake.  I know everything about my boyfriend and he is certainly not submissive in any way shape or form.”

“Well then Susan are you also denying that your boyfriend is a cross dresser?  A closet cross dresser at that!”

The look on Susan was priceless.  For a moment she was speechless.  Finally she composed herself enough to speak.

“There is no way.  There’s no doubt that I would know all about that if it were true.”

“Then if we found out that he is a cross dresser then we could presume that you lied on your application?”

Susan’s mouth opened but no words came out.  Mistress Victoria smiled.

“Ladies bring James out so that we can find out for ourselves.”

Three ladies came out from the right side of the stage.  They were the two girls who had previously assisted Bruno along with a third girl.  The third girl walking between the assistants was a woman in a French maid uniform.  Each of the ladies held onto one hand of the maid while leading her along.  The maid was wearing a black leather collar with a silver padlock.

Mistress Victoria looked at Susan and smiled.  There were gasps and giggles in the crowd when the two assistants brought the maid next to Mistress Victoria.  The maid curtsied to her and then stood with her hands folded in front of her with her head down.  Susan took a long puzzled look at the maid before she spoke.

“James is that you?”

Mistress Victoria didn’t allow the maid to respond.

“Susan this is maid Missy.  She is also new to the club.  She’ll be helping us out tonight.”

Susan’s mouth gaped open but no words came out.  Mistress Victoria waved her hand and Bruno and Lars came back out from backstage.  Mistress Victoria continued with a touch of mockery in her voice.

“Boys Susan has told us a lie.  Clearly her boyfriend is a cross dresser.  In fact he would appear to be a full blown sissy maid.  I believe that punishment is in order for Susan.”

Just at that moment the two female assistants carried a padded piece of furniture out onto the stage.  They positioned it right up at the front edge of the platform so that everybody could get a good look at it.  I had no idea what it was so I looked at Marisa.  She whispered in a faint voice.

“Lisa that‘s a spanking bench.”

The two muscle men each took Susan by a hands and led her over to the spanking bench.  Realizing what was about to happen to her Susan began to beg for mercy.

“Please I had no idea…not like this…please no!”

Bruno and Lars would have none of that.  With one muscular tug Bruno ripped Susan’s fine blouse right off.  Susan screamed for help but the audience was still and silent.  At the same time that Bruno was unclipping her bra Lars was taking her skirt off.  Susan struggled against the two iron men but she was no match at all for their superior size and strength.

At least her fine lacy panties were spared from ruin in the struggle.  Bruno lifted her right off the floor while Lars gently pulled them off.  Not that it mattered.  Lars then unceremoniously tossed her panties out into the crowd.  I guess Susan would be going home without them that night.  Susan begged for her boyfriend to help but Missy stood silently watching with her eyes lowered while the two virile men stripped Susan completely naked. 

Soon prim and proper Susan was secured in place bent over the spanking bench with her bare bottom up in the air in the perfect position for a paddling.  It had to be a complete embarrassment for such a refined women to be put in such a predicament.  In the process of trying to break away from the grip of the strong men Susan seemed to have exhausted all of her strength.  In a final show of useless defiance she lifted her head up so she could appeal to the crowd for help.  She let out a shriek before she seemed to realize that the whole audience was eagerly watching her humiliation and enjoying her certain fate.  Then she lowered her head and stayed still in total capitulation.  The cameras captured the whole thing including the look on her face when she had screamed for help. 

With the struggle over Mistress Victoria spoke to Missy.

“Bring the paddle out and give it to Master Lars so that he can dispense the spanking.  Then I want you to stand at attention and watch while Susan’s bottom is tended to.”

With no regard for the predicament of the sissy’s girlfriend in a shameful show of submissive obedience Missy curtsied and stepped out of sight for a moment.  She returned holding a black leather paddle that she gently handed to Lars.  Then she curtsied to the well hung disciplinarian and stood back to observe.  Lars eyed the helpless woman and then stroked her bare bottom with his hand.

“Susan I see that you have tan lines.  I can fix that.”

One camera zoomed in on Susan’s bottom showing that she did indeed have tan lines.  The other camera focused on Susan’s face so that the crowd could see her reaction to her spanking.  Lars landed the first smack with a loud crack that seemed to echo throughout the theater.  I looked over at Marisa and she had a big smile on her face.  I felt the same way.  What a feeling it was to see the proud Susan Belington get her comeuppance in such a humiliating manner.

Lars flailed away at the upturned bottom while Susan screamed like a spoiled bratty child.  Lars showed no mercy.  He continued to expertly apply the paddle to Susan in spite of her begging and her pleading for leniency.  Missy silently observed in submissive obedience while Susan’s tan lines slowly disappeared.  Then while her paddling continued her bottom turned a deep red and finally her screaming turned to sobs.

When Lars became fatigued from applying the paddle he gave the paddle over to Bruno.  With a wicked grin on his face Bruno took a few final whacks at the tenderized flesh before they both decided that Susan had been taught a sufficient lesson.  Mistress Victoria added to the fun.

“For our submissives complete and total public humiliation is a real turn on.  Lars please demonstrate for us.”

The muscular vision of manhood went back over to Susan and gently probed between her legs with his fingers.  The camera zoomed in closer on her face showing her glazed eyes.  Her mascara had run down her cheeks so she was a disheveled sight to behold.  His touch brought a moan of pleasure that was amplified over the speakers.  He gently teased her for a few moments before he stepped back leaving her titillated but unfulfilled.

All the while Pamela was still held tight on the exam table with her legs spread wide apart.  Susan’s plight was to join her as part of the on stage S & M display for the evening.  They left Susan still strapped over the spanking bench with her red bottom up in the air while Mistress Victoria continued.

“Ladies and gentlemen our staff of sissy maids will now be serving drinks and snacks.  You are all welcome to come up on stage to examine our humiliated participants.  We encourage audience participation.  I’m sure that Susan will appreciate it if you add a few smacks of your own to her punishment.”

A group of sissy maids entered the theater from the side carrying trays with sandwiches.  A second group entered from the other side with wine goblets.  In minutes all of us were enjoying ourselves with fine refreshments.  The submissive sissy maids were clearly well trained.  They served us in expert manner leaving no doubt that they were enjoying their subservient position.

While the chatter in the audience became louder Pamela, Susan and Missy stayed in their embarrassing positions on the stage.  After a fresh mixed fruit cup was served for dessert a few of the patrons went up to the stage to check out the submissives up close.

We watched while several patrons patted Susan on her bottom.  A guy with a gold key chain went over to Pamela and stroked her shaved sex.  Pamela moaned in ecstasy while another guy came over and laughed at her plight.  They both left her alone in her highly aroused state with her voice pleading over the speakers not to stop. 

Missy stood at attention while several ladies with gold keys surrounded her and made fun of her cross dressing.  I could hear them telling her how authentic she looked and how they would like to arrange to have her clean their homes.

I found our view of the humiliation to be erotic.  I don’t know if Marisa was turned on by the scene but I most certainly was.  I crossed and uncrossed my legs in an attempt to hide my excitement.  Finally the sensuality of it all got to Marisa too.  She couldn’t turn down the opportune moment.

“Lisa let’s go up and add a few swats to the backside of our employer.  I want to see if her tan lines really have faded.  It’s the least that we can do for her.”

She gave a giggle and we stood up and headed for the stage.


Chapter 6.  Close Up

Susan had no idea that two of her employees were standing right next to her.  With her red rear up in the air and her head down she had no way of knowing.  She was the vision of chastised defeat.  The shrew had been tamed.  In that juvenile position the Queen of England could have been standing there and she would have been oblivious to her presence.

Marisa immediately added to Susan’s shame.  She put her hand down on Susan’s raised buttocks.  Susan flinched from the mere touch so it was quite apparent that the paddle had left a lasting impression.  It would obviously be quite a while before Susan would be able to comfortably sit.  Still Marisa was not satisfied.  She turned to Missy and gave her an order.

“I want you to bring me that paddle.  I think I have good use for it.”

Missy curtsied and went off stage for a moment before she returned holding the paddle.  After she gave it to Marisa she curtsied before returning to her position with her eyes lowered in submission.

Marisa beamed with excitement.

“I never thought that I would have an opportunity to do this.”

She swung the paddle and landed it with a crack that caused Susan to cry out in pain.  When the crowd heard the shriek over the speakers they all looked towards Susan see what was causing her to howl like that.  Marisa seemed to immensely enjoy the moment.

“Take this you bitch.”

Again the paddle cracked on the flushed buttocks of the bitchy boss lady.  Marisa delivered several more severe blows while I watched in amazement.  I didn’t think that Marisa had that kind of hostility in her.  Of course I enjoyed the moment too.  When Marisa tired of swatting the bitch’s bottom she offered me the paddle.  For some odd reason I couldn’t bring myself to take a turn.  At the time it didn’t seem right, though to this day I regret not taking advantage of the situation.

Finally Mistress Victoria called the festivities back to order.  Everyone returned to their seats.

“It is time for the collars to be sealed so that they are tamper evident.  The leather submission collars are symbolic of eternal submission and are worn by all of our submissive club members.  Each lock symbolizes submission to our key holders and once sealed can only be opened with one key which is given to a designated dominant owner.  The collars are permanent and may only be removed at the pleasure of the assigned dominant.  Submissives never know who the dominant is so that adds to the subservient position of the submissive.”

The two female assistants came out holding silver trays that held little candles.  Lars went over to Pamela and released her from her bondage while Mistress Victoria took one of the candles, lit it and then gave it to Bruno.

Pamela was so exhausted from her ordeal that she could barely stand up on her own.  Pamela was still naked while Lars held her up while he brought her over to Bruno.  The camera zoomed in on the candle while Bruno took hold of the lock that was around Pamela’s neck and dripped wax over the key hole.  Now any attempt to remove the lock that held the collar in place would be clearly evident.  It was a small touch but sufficient to get the job done. 

Once Pamela was sealed Lars let go of her and she slumped to the floor at Mistress Victoria’s feet.

Mistress Victoria turned her attention to Missy.  She nodded to Lars and the virile hulk went to work.  While the sissy maid obediently stood submissively next to her Lars sealed the lock that dangled from the sissy maid’s collar.

Finally Bruno released Susan from the spanking bench.  She too was exhausted and she too was unable to stand on her own.  One of the cameras zoomed in on her red bottom while Bruno easily dragged her over to Lars who was holding a candle.

Susan seemed to have second thoughts about her commitment to the Public Disgrace Club.

“Please no, I can’t do this!  I didn’t know!  No!  I’m submissive but please no!  I thought this was only for one night!  My boyfriend told me it was just for one night!  I didn’t even fill out the application!  James…Missy…I mean James…did that for me!  He even wrote the check!  I didn’t know anything about any of this!  Please no!”

She struggled but she was no match for the firm grip of Bruno.  Lars paid no attention to her pleas.  With a drip of wax on the padlock Susan was permanently a part of the club and she was designated a submissive for life.  Bruno let her go and she joined Pamela on the floor slumped at the feet of Mistress Victoria.

The Mistress gave a wicked laugh.

“That concludes our festivities for the evening.  Thank you for coming.  I hope to see you all back next week.”

The audience applauded her and the event was over.


Chapter 7.  Next Day At Work

I stood next to Marisa at the receptionist desk while we waited for Susan to arrive at her office.  We had no idea what we were going to find that next Monday morning at work.  Would Susan still be wearing her collar?  How was Susan going to dress?  We eagerly waited for Susan Belington to report to work.  Very uncharacteristically for Susan even after several hours into the workday she still had not come to the office.  Marisa seemed to have the answer.

“It’s a good thing that we left those gold necklaces back at the apartment.  I think that the whole thing was a mirage.  It never really happened.  I think that we were just dreaming.”

“If that was a dream I only wish that I would have taken a few swats at that bitch’s bottom myself.”

Marisa smiled.

“I offered you the paddle.  At the time you weren’t interested.”

Just then there was a murmur in the office and Susan Belington made her first appearance of the week.  We both stared in disbelief when she quickly brushed right past the receptionist desk, through the rows of cubicles and into her office.  She was dressed in her typical frumpy attire—classic Marie St. Belington Fashion style.  Or like we often say—Marie St. Belington lack of style.  With one small addition—a leather collar around her neck with a silver padlock prominently displayed dangling out in front for all to see.

We both followed behind her back to my desk just outside her office.  Then we looked to watch her position herself in her chair.  She slowly and gently lowered herself while holding onto the arms of the chair to soften the landing before settling in with a painful grimace on her face.  Marisa turned to me.

“I guess it had all been real after all!”

She giggled at the thought of it.  I couldn’t help myself either.  The mighty Susan Belington with a bottom still sore after her spanking!  Just like a naughty little girl!  I smiled to myself at the continued humiliation of one Susan Belington.

After that grand entrance other than comments about her collar from various buyers and fashion experts who came to the office that week the work week really wasn’t any different than any other.  Susan was just as bitchy as always—if not even worse.  She casually dismissed the inquiries of fashion buyers and experts by telling them that the collar was part of a new line of accessories that the company was thinking about bringing out.  Of course that was a big lie but those making their comments didn’t know that.

Things were so bad that we didn’t even make it to Thursday before we found ourselves in need of relief.  This time we found ourselves back in the pub on Wednesday evening ordering up the usual.  Marisa was depressed.

“I thought things were going to be different.  Susan is just as overbearing as she has always been.  Maybe she’s even worse.  I’d sure like to teach her a lesson that she’ll never forget.”

It would be several more hours and several more drinks than I would care to admit to before the light bulb finally went on.  Marisa was gazing into a half empty goblet of fine wine when I spoke.

“Mistress Victoria did offer us a complimentary membership at the club didn’t she?”

“Yes she did.  What of it?”

“That means that we can go back to the club on Friday.”

Marisa seemed irritated.

“So freakin what?”

“Susan should be there too shouldn’t she?”

Marisa rolled her eyes.

“Yes…”

“We have two keys.  Who do you suppose they belong to?”

I could see her light bulb go off too.

“I know what you’re thinking but that could be dangerous.  We were lucky last time.  She didn’t know who we were.  What if it’s all just make believe?  We could lose our jobs!”

“I know but this could be a once in a lifetime opportunity.  I think that it’s worth the risk.  I know a way to be sure.”


Chapter 8.  Vow Of Obedience

That Friday we approached the entrance to the club where Bruno and Lars were confidently standing guard.  The presence of such virile strength and such firm abs can make a girl’s heart flutter.  I certainly didn’t tire of taking in those two hunks!

We had decided to make adjustments to our wardrobe for the occasion so we bought new outfits.  In addition to our necklace with the powerful key we wore a white blouse adorned with a cute little black tie, a black leather miniskirt and black boots.  With extra dramatic eye makeup we gained confidence that we would be incognito.  Just to be sure we topped off our makeover with long black Cleopatra wigs that dramatically changed our appearance.  Blondes may have more fun but this time a change of hair color was imperative if we were to get away with our disguise.

I felt that we made a better authoritative presentation that way.  The new look made me feel prim, proper and more importantly extremely powerful.  It was a big enough change that I knew that we wouldn’t be recognized.  It hadn’t taken much of an argument to persuade Marisa to make the transformation—she enjoyed appearing to be in command too.

It was easy to get into character.  I confidently walked straight up to Lars and spoke in my most demanding voice.

“Lars we want to see Mistress Victoria.  Can you show us where she is?”

He gave me a big grin.

“I see that you’ve both decided to return.  Love the look.”

He made no effort to disguise his lust.  With the equipment that he had he couldn’t possibly hide his ardor even if he tried.  He took my outfit in with a hungry eye that lingered on my every curve.  I suppose that I should have been flattered but I had business to discuss and no time for a boy toy.  He nodded his approval.

“Delectable choice of attire ladies.  Follow me and I’ll take you to her.”

In short order we were standing in Mistress Victoria’s dressing room.  We found the Mistress sitting at her well-lit vanity preparing for the evening.  She was applying her makeup while one of her sissy maids was fixing her hair.  She saw us approach in her mirror and she spoke to us while looking at our reflection without pausing from her preparations.  We stood behind her while she talked.

“I see you ladies have decided to join the club.  I must say you are wearing very appropriate outfits.  You are quick learners.  I think you’ll both be happy that you did.”

“Mistress Victoria we do have a few questions about what we saw last week.”

“Oh?”

“Is the club…I mean is it all genuine?”

I could see her smile in the mirror.

“Absolutely yes it is.  What you witnessed last week was authentic sexual submission.  You’ll see that every Friday night here at the club.  These are people who can’t help themselves—they are turned on by sexual submission and by sexual humiliation.  For them public humiliation is the strongest aphrodisiac imaginable.  Totally irresistible!  So much so that they actually pay to join the club and to be humiliated in front of an audience of dominant observers.”

“So Susan Belington…”

“Oh my yes.  She put up a good front but she has the itch.  Certain ones have to pretend not to like what we do here.  I suppose that pretending to be offended serves to up the erotic effect for them.  For you too—don’t you think?  I’m sure that you’ll find that Susan will be a regular at the club from now on.”

“That’s what we want to talk about.  Susan is such a bitch at work we’d like to teach her a lesson.”

The sissy maid finished with Mistress Victoria’s hair.  With a wave of her hand the Mistress dismissed the maid before she continued.

“Teach her a lesson?  My you’ve already got the idea don’t you?  Typically we rotate our submissives.  You know, to give our guests different amusement every week.  But of course…”

Her voice trailed off for a moment.

“But what?”

“Susan is well known in the community.  She has made quite a name for herself.  I suppose success, wealth and fame go hand in hand.  Frankly we don’t get very many submissive celebrities anymore.  The competition is pretty thick for recruiting them.  People like to see famous wealthy people being humiliated.  Giving a wealthy person her comeuppance always draws good interest.  What did you have in mind for Susan?”

“I need to be sure.  Is Marie St. Belington Fashion really in escrow?”

“Yes, you could say that.  Absolutely.  Susan has taken a vow of obedience and she won’t dare break it.  As long as you are wearing that necklace if she disobeys you then she will lose her company.  She must also obey all of the other dominants at the club who wear their necklace.  We have never had a single submissive fail to live up to their vow so I doubt there will be any trouble with Susan.”

I looked at Marisa—she was grinning from ear to ear.  Mistress Victoria finished with her makeup and turned around to face us.

“Look I realize that you’re both new at this.  I selected you both because when we did our background check we noticed how you were being treated.  I wanted you here so that you could humiliate Susan.  Our submissives need dominants in order to get their money’s worth from the club.  It takes just the right choice of a dominant in order to maximize the pleasure of the submissive.  Hopefully you’ll enjoy it too.  That’s the idea.  You did enjoy yourselves last week didn’t you?  It was fun wasn’t it?”

“Yes of course.  But…”

“I sense that you want more?”

She raised an eyebrow and waited for a response.  Marisa took the opportunity to chime in.

“Yes that’s it.  Perhaps a lot more.”

“I see.  Well I’m sure the club would enjoy seeing more of Susan Belington being humiliated.  I’ll tell you what.  Since you asked so nicely I’ll put her on the agenda every week until you tell me otherwise.  I like to improvise with our dominants so feel free to join in.  We’ll start tonight.  I’ll have Bruno style her hair.  Shaved pubes are much more sensitive.  They tend to have an enthralling effect making the recipient much more docile and acquiescent to instruction.  Bare pubes really help to do a great job of keeping a submissive in line.”

I remember how Pamela looked the previous week.  I imagined how demeaning it would be for Susan to have her pubes shaved on stage by Bruno.  It brought a smile to my face.  Apparently Marisa remembered too.  We both giggled.

“Thank you Mistress Victoria.”

With that we left the Mistress and took our seats in the front row of the auditorium.


Chapter 9.  Fun Time

Since we knew more of what to expect we were much more relaxed that second outing at the club.  We were excited with the anticipation of what was going to happen to Susan.  It’s not every day that employees get to see their bitchy employer get what she deserves.  While we waited we were enjoying the thrill of expectation.  The auditorium was full when Mistress Victoria took the stage.

“Good evening everybody I’m Mistress Victoria.  Welcome to the Public Disgrace Club where all of your dreams come true.  I’ll be your Mistress of ceremonies tonight.  I would like to welcome our guests tonight.  The ladies sitting in the front row are all guests of the club.”

Again there were new prim and proper faces sitting at tables next to us.

“Thank you for attending ladies and I hope that you enjoy your evening.  Next I’d like to introduce a couple of hunks who will assist me tonight please welcome Master Bruno and Master Lars.”

The curtain opened and the two virile guys came out waving to the crowd.  Again they were only adorned in tiny little speedos that left little to a girl’s imagination.  Mistress Victoria continued.

“I would also like to introduce our two newest dominant ladies, Mistress Lisa and Mistress Marisa also seated in the front row.  Please come up here on stage ladies.”

We both walked up on stage and stood next to Mistress Victoria.  Bruno set us both up with microphones so that our words would be carried over the speakers.  While he worked my eyes scanned the crowd but I didn’t see Susan anywhere.

“Mistress Lisa tell us about yourself.  How were you recruited to the Public Humiliation Club and why are you here tonight.”

“Well Mistress Victoria I work at Marie St. Belington Fashion.  Mistress Marisa and I are both employed by Susan Belington.  I guess that we were recruited to the club when Susan applied for her membership.”

“I see.  Could you please tell us why you are here tonight?”

“Susan is such a bitch that we both want to teach her a lesson.  So we came here tonight because of that.”

The crowd applauded.  Mistress Victoria took it from there.

“That’s right ladies and gentlemen tonight we will continue the humiliation of Susan Belington of Marie St. Belington Fashion fame for your entertainment.  She has been backstage where she couldn’t hear who her authoritative Mistresses are.  Bruno and Lars please bring Susan out for us to see.”

With Lars holding one hand and Bruno holding the other Susan was led out on stage.  Clearly she had already been worked over by the two hunks.  She had been stripped naked, blindfolded and her mouth was stuffed with a ball gag.  Perhaps to make her more vulnerable they had put her into red strappy stiletto heels that were so high that she struggled to stay on her feet.  She was trying to protest but with the ball gag in place she could only manage to make unintelligible sounds.

Two assistants brought the exam table out and in no time at all Susan was strapped in with her legs spread wide ready for Bruno to give her the Pamela treatment.  Right on cue Missy came out with a silver tray that held the proper equipment for the deed.

Missy stood watching while Susan was shaved bare in her most intimate private place.  Bruno was his usual self.  With the cameras exposing every degrading moment on the big screens he grinned widely while he trimmed away every last one of Susan’s pubic hairs.  Then for the grand finale he took a bottle of baby oil, poured oil in the palm of his hand and then generously applied the oil to Susan’s freshly shaved flesh.

The effect on Susan was delightfully shameful.  She moaned in ecstasy and with her hips straining to raise up to his touch clearly she was begging Bruno to fuck her brains out.  When Bruno turned his back and walked away from her she whimpered like a kitten while the crowd clapped in approval.

She remained in that position fully exposed and sexually frustrated while the events of the evening proceeded.  After the sissy maids served us our drinks Marisa and I went up on stage to get a closer look at her demeaning predicament.  While we observed another woman came up on stage and stroked her in a most intimate place with the tip of her finger.  Susan moaned in shameful frustration while the woman laughed at her unfulfilled arousal.


Chapter 10.  Descent

Just like Mistress Victoria had promised Susan became the top submissive attraction at the club.  Once word got out all of the dominant club members wanted to see Susan of Marie St. Belington Fashion fame humbled and humiliated for their amusement.  Week after week Susan was shamed for the entertainment of the crowd.

Susan fell further and further into submission.  Each demeaning episode was designed to alter her self-image by reinforcing her submission.  One night Susan was displayed naked bound and gagged on a St. Andrews Cross.  Positioned at the back of the stage facing the audience Susan could only watch the proceeding in silence while she provided the group with a clear view of her nude body.

Another evening Susan was introduced to the horny horse—a wooden beam suspended between two saw horses.  With her hands secured behind her she straddled the wooden beam that tantalized her.  The devious device was set at just the right height so that if she stayed up on her toes she was clear of it but if her feet tired she would lower herself down onto the wooden beam.

Touching the beam was both uncomfortable and titillating for the victim of the horny horse.  The effect on Susan was that she was raising and lowering herself just like she might if she were riding a horse.  She was wearing a microphone and the combination of her pleas for help and her amorous appeals for fulfillment provided amusement for the audience.  Again Missy stood in her French maid uniform and simply watched while Susan was driven crazy with lust.

I got involved for Susan’s doggie walk adventure.  With a leash attached to her collar and with Susan down on all fours I used a riding crop to encourage her to go once around the auditorium.  A few of the dominants in the crowd chose to take a slap on her bottom when she passed by while the submissives in the front row of the audience cringed.  I suppose that they feared that they would be next.

When our little stroll was finished Mistress Victoria said that puppy Susan was probably hungry.  So once I led her back on stage I had Susan eat some dog food out of a doggie dish while the crowd roared with laughter at her plight.

Missy was trained to serve just like all of the other sissy maids at the club.  So while Susan descended deeper and deeper into submissive shame Missy was busy serving us drinks and snacks.

I could see that Susan was immensely enjoying herself.  For her sexual humiliation was like a delightful addiction that she couldn’t resist.  She was free to stop her humiliation at anytime she wanted to but she simply couldn’t.  Her pleasure outweighed the embarrassment that she was receiving for our amusement.

Of course she couldn’t quit without giving up all of her possessions including the company that she ran.  It was part of the humiliation of the submissives at the club that they had sealed their own fate beforehand.  Susan was trapped between total sexual humiliation and becoming penniless.  It was a most wonderful situation for us to enjoy.

No matter how much you try to keep a secret word always seems to manage to get out.  Soon there were whispers around the company that Susan was involved with the Public Disgrace Club.  Juicy gossip like that travels fast.  Of course the silver lock that dangled at all times from her leather collar didn’t help to conceal her tawdry secret.

James was more fortunate.  To the delight of our female employees he simply stopped coming to the office.  I couldn’t blame him.  He was wearing a collar that was identical to the one that Susan wore so an appearance by him would raise even more questions.

I didn’t really miss James.  He had ogled me on more than one occasion so I was happy to be rid of him.  It was Marisa who said that she was glad he wasn’t around to call her baby anymore.  That was when an idea came to mind that I passed on to Mistress Victoria.  She assured me that she would take care of the problem that very same evening.


Chapter 11. Nursery

When we were first seated at our usual table in the auditorium we weren’t sure what was going on.  The stage was set up to look like an adult sized child’s nursery complete with a large high chair, oversized playpen and a big changing table.  There were even giant stuffed animals and toys for toddlers scattered about on the stage floor.

When the auditorium began to fill there was a buzzing from the crowd in excited anticipation of the evening’s entertainment.  Apparently the regulars were more familiar with the stage props than we were.

After Mistress Victoria made her usual introduction Lars led Susan out onto the stage with Bruno leading Missy closely behind.  While the maid blushed with her typical cross dressing embarrassment Susan seemed grateful that she was still in her dowdy office attire.  Surprisingly she hadn’t altered her outfit since she had been at work that day.  I suppose it was a lame attempt to gain some modesty before the inevitable humiliation that the club was going to heap on her.  Her expression changed when she saw the array of items on stage.

With a confident voice Mistress Victoria asked for Mistress Nora to come up on stage.  With gold key dangling from her neck the extremely young—and clearly younger than Susan—Mistress Nora strode up on to the stage and stood next to Mistress Victoria.

Mistress Victoria then whispered into her ear and after that she motioned to Lars.  The big hunk of a man then went over to Susan and lifted Susan up onto the changing table and pushed her down on her back.

The camera zoomed in while Mistress Nora slowly and deliberately undressed Susan.  Rock-A-Bye Baby, Ride A Cock Horse and other timeless nursery rhymes played in an endless loop over the loudspeakers.

I couldn’t help but notice how Susan had been transformed over the past weeks.  Instead of cries of protest she meekly allowed the much younger woman to strip her of her modesty in the adolescent setting.  Missy too had become much more submissive.  She stood silently and watched while the young Mistress stripped Susan naked.

Perhaps getting into her role of authoritative adult Mistress Nora smiled when the female assistants came out carrying supplies for Susan’s humiliation.  Mistress Nora generously applied baby powder to Susan’s pubic region before having Lars turn her over so she could powder Susan’s bottom too.  The cameras provided close-ups of the undignified treatment.

Then with the crowd roaring their approval Susan was diapered like a little baby complete with the demeaning punctuation of infantile pink plastic panties.  After that she was put into a childish pink ruffled dress that was so short that it barely covered her bottom.  The finishing touch was an adult sized pink baby bonnet that Mistress Nora tied snuggly under Susan’s neck.  The whole shameful display was captured on the video screens so that the audience could enjoy every moment of Susan’s babyish nursery humiliation.

We were spellbound by what we were witnessing.  We could hardly believe our eyes.  We could barely contain ourselves while we enjoyed every moment relishing the display of public degradation our bitchy boss was receiving.  While Susan was systematically turned into an adult sized baby Marisa and I both laughed so hard that we could barely breathe. 

To loud applause Lars then put Susan into the high chair.  Mistress Nora then took a large baby bottle that was filled with a clear liquid and stuck it into Susan’s mouth with instructions to suck it dry.  With the crowd now laughing hysterically Susan began to suck on the bottle like a little baby girl at feeding time.

If Missy thought she was to be spared a similar fate she had another thing coming.  While Susan sucked away on the bottle Bruno put Missy up on the changing table and put her on her back just like Susan had previously been displayed.  One camera focused on Susan while the other zoomed in on Missy.  Mistress Nora then went to work on the sissy stopping only at one point to give Susan a second bottle that was similarly filled with clear liquid.

Missy made no attempt to protest while she was stripped, powdered and put into an identical pink dress with baby bonnet just like Susan was wearing.  At this point the audience was in stitches at the humiliation that was being heaped on the two submissives. 

Once she had finished dressing Missy Mistress Nora motioned to Lars.  The virile hulk then led Susan from the high chair over to the playpen where Mistress Nora gave her a third bottle to suck dry.  Missy was led to the high chair by Bruno and she was given a bottle of her own.

The evening went on with other entertainment.  A submissive was taken over the spanking bench and a dominant male flailed away on her bare bottom.  Another submissive was strapped to the exam table.  The prim and proper woman had her pubes shaved by Bruno.  Then to the amusement of the crowd and to the shrieking objections of the woman involved she was sat down on the styling chair and with several quick strokes of an electric razor her long elegantly styled hair was sheared off of her head right down to stubble by a gleeful Bruno.

All the while things went on in the background.  At the insistence of Lars Baby Missy joined Baby Susan in the playpen.  They both sat there staring at each other while they sucked on their bottles.  Mistress Nora kept giving them one bottle after another until they had both downed four baby bottles filled with liquid.

Even while we were served our drinks and snacks by the sissy maids there was no doubt what the inevitable conclusion would be for the two adult sized babies.  After our intermission ended and the sissy maids cleared the tables Mistress Victoria called another dominant woman up on stage.

The Matronly Mistress Helen was the opposite of Mistress Nora.  Mistress Helen appeared to be much older than Susan and certainly more experienced than Mistress Nora when it came to handling submissives.  She confidently came up on stage and without further prompting went straight over to the playpen to check Susan’s diaper.  Predictably Susan had wet herself and with the help of Lars she soon found herself up on the changing table.

With the audience snickering with amusement the experienced Mistress Helen made quick work out of changing Susan’s diaper.  Using baby wipes Susan was freshened up and then puffed dry with baby powder.  With her fresh dry diaper in place Susan was returned to the playpen while Missy took her place on the changing table.

The Mistress made great fun out of carefully powdering the sissy girl.  The cameras continued to show the humiliation close up.  While the sissy lay on her back Mistress Helen casually played with her sissy clit until it firmed up and flopped to one side in pulsing excitement.  Not to be hurried in the least Mistress Helen then added a fresh dose of baby powder before having the sissy turn over to have her bottom similarly powdered.

After turning the sissy over again the Mistress toyed with the excited sissy clitty before diapering the sexually frustrated Missy and sending her off to the playpen.

When the curtain closed on the evening the audience slowly exited with both adult babies still sitting in the playpen in their diapers.


Chapter 12.  Hairdresser

On our way home that evening we ran into Sylvia in the apartment hallway.  Sylvia is a young girl who was taking classes in an attempt to learn how to become a salon stylist.  She looks and dresses like a typical young girl lacking in fashion sense.  With way too much makeup, crazy purple hair and tawdry slutty outfits that leave nothing to the imagination she doesn’t exactly inspire stylist confidence.  Who wears a see thru pink nylon blouse paired with an animal print miniskirt these days anyway?

That evening—just like always every time she saw me—she tried to get me to allow her to do my hair and perhaps give me a few piercings for free.  She always told us that she needed the practice.  I do believe that.  I was hardly confident enough to allow her to practice on me.  I know that I wouldn’t put myself at her mercy—that’s for sure.  Up to this point I had been leery of her skills so I had always declined her invitation.

But this evening was different.  After seeing Susan turned into a baby with a wet diaper at the club I thought why stop there?  Wouldn’t it be fun to humble Susan even further at work?  I fingered the key that was dangling at my breasts while we talked with Sylvia.  She took notice of our makeovers.

“Ladies you seem different.  I love the look.  Totally rad.”

She scrutinized our outfits up and down.  Her interest was different than what Bruno had shown us at the club.  Her interest seemed more professional and not at all sexually motivated.  With her smile she clearly approved.

“Perhaps you’d like me to add a few piercings?”

I smiled back at her.

“Not today Sylvia but I do need your services.  I know a woman who would just love a total makeover and of course several piercings to go with it.  I don’t know if I can bring her here but can you come to her?”

Sylvia was so desperate for practice that I knew that she couldn’t resist the opportunity.

“Absolutely.  I—the thing is—I call on clients all of the time.”

It was obvious that she wasn’t telling me the truth.  I knew that she didn’t have any clients but that was okay.  In this case I considered her lack of experience to be a plus.

“Perfect.  Have you ever heard of the Public Disgrace Club?”

I should have known better than to ask.  Naturally a girl like Sylvia knew all about the club.  She was that kind of girl.

“Yes of course.  I know a few—never mind.  Do I get to work on a submissive?”

I immediately knew that Sylvia was the right girl for the job.  So that evening I texted with Mistress Victoria to arrange to have Sylvia at the club that next Friday as our guest.

That week Susan continued to be her usual bossy self at work.  She still had no idea that her employees were heaping on her humiliation every time she went to the club.  I suppose that she was having too much excitement to realize what was happing.  By Friday I was excited too.  It was all the easier for me at work that day to put up with her because I knew what was waiting for her at the club.  Susan strutted around the office barking out orders in ignorant bliss of what was going to happen in just a few hours.

That evening at the club we sat in our usual seats.  For this event we didn’t need to lift a finger.  All we had to do was sit and watch.

After the customary introductions Susan was led out on stage and put into the styling chair.  Clearly Sylvia had already been at work backstage because Susan was wearing a tiny two piece florescent pink string bikini that only covered her bare necessities.  She had been put into high pink platform heels—Marisa called them hooker heels—so she looked particularly silly walking across the stage with her bottom wriggling like a harlot with every step.

Once Susan was tightly secured to the chair with straps by Bruno Sylvia came out from backstage.  She was dressed for work in her salon uniform—a tasteful teal number that made even the young stylist appear almost professional.  There were murmurs in the crowd when Lars rolled a portable sink into position behind Susan and the stylist went to work.  Apparently what was happening to Susan was a new attraction at the club.

While Sylvia continued working with Susan in the background the evening went on just like usual.  An experienced Mistress demonstrated how to use a whip.  While we watched she casually flogged a submissive male who was secured with his hands above his head to a ring that was attached to the wall at the side of the stage.

A prim and proper lady was brought up on stage and Master Bruno administered an enema to her before the woman ran off stage to relieve herself.  Had she known that the woman’s bathroom had dual hidden cameras that displayed her on the giant screens back in the auditorium she may have acted differently than she did in the ladies room.  She was so excited from her humiliation that she frantically masturbated herself right after she expelled her enema.  The crowd roared in approval at her shame.

Missy was brought out on stage.  She was wearing her French maid uniform but was in hand and ankle shackles.  Mistress Victoria announced that there was to be a slave auction and that proceeds would go to the club treasury.  After a half hour of intense bidding a woman named Jenny who was wearing a leather catsuit was declared the winner.  After she came up on stage to claim her winnings she said that she was in desperate need of a maid and that was why she wanted Missy.  Then she led Missy away out the back door of the auditorium.

There are submissive women who long to be raped but who are far too dignified to say so.  Such was the case of the first submissive show after lunch.  Bruno and Lars did their best interpretation of a gang bang on the prim and proper woman while she yelped in ecstasy.  Just like I expected the two studs were more than capable of providing multiple orgasms without much trouble.  It was incredibly erotic to watch the two virile studs impale the helpless woman.  I always have had the same fantasy though I never ever have wanted to make it a reality.  I tried not to look at Marisa while they had their way with the girl because I didn’t want her to see my flushed face.

All the while Sylvia was busy with Susan.  After she used the dryer on her hair it was apparent on the large screens that Susan’s hair had been dyed and permed.  Typically her long hair was up in a bun but now it hung down to her shoulders in lovely curls giving her a Lady Godiva appearance.  Since Susan had her back to the big screens she had no idea that her hair was now a florescent purple with a hot pink streak down the back.  Had she known she may have been inclined to protest even further when Sylvia took out her piercing tool.

Just like we had agreed Sylvia was finally allowed to demonstrate her full talents for us.  Susan’s ears were quickly pierced and fitted with large gaudy hoop earrings.  Still restrained in the chair Susan was unable to protest when her nose was pierced and a little ring was put into place.  After a tongue piercing accompanied by a diamond stud Sylvia completed her tacky creation with a navel piercing and another little ring.

Mistress Victoria touched Susan’s lock while she told her that she was not to alter her appearance in any way.  Then the audience clapped their approval when Susan was released and allowed to finally take a walk of shame back across the stage into the dressing room.  Again hidden cameras displayed her humiliation when the prim and proper boss lady discovered what had been done to her.

When she looked into a mirror first she screamed in horror.  Then to the delight of the crowd she slid her fingers into her bikini and frantically masturbated herself like an out of control teenage girl.  When she finally brought herself to her second mind blowing orgasm the crowd erupted in applause of approval.


Chapter 13.  Boss Lady

That Saturday morning I had a brilliant idea.  I called Marisa and she agreed to meet me at Susan’s grand home.  We rang the bell several times before an extremely contrite Susan cracked the door open just a tiny bit and peered out at us.  I made a spectacle out of showing her my gold key before she reluctantly relented and opened the door for our entrance.

In contrast to her beach babe attire from the night before Susan was wearing a full length robe.  It may have provided her with a modicum of modesty but it didn’t hide her purple and pink locks or her ear and nose piercings.  Her silver lock still dangled from her leather collar giving me a sense of superiority over her that I hadn’t ever felt before.  She led us to a sitting room where the three of us made ourselves comfortable on a sofa.  Susan sat between us while we conversed.

I had told Marisa to let me do the talking so she sat silently observing while I laid down the law to our nervous prey.  I continued to finger the powerful gold key that hung from my neck just to make sure that she understood what was happening.

While Susan realized who we were our gold keys were more than enough to put her in her place.  Unlike the Susan Belington we all knew at the office this Susan was timid and contrite.  Obviously she recognized the power that we held in our hands.

“Susan you look entirely different today.  Your new style suits you very well.  In fact you seem to be an entirely different person.  I sincerely doubt that anyone would recognize you.  Don’t you agree?”

She was clearly excited by what had been done to her.  The realization of my words flushed her face and her breathing picked up.  I thought it charming that she was panting at the thought of her two employees seeing her like the submissive woman that she really was.  She was so excited that she couldn’t even speak.  Instead she just nodded her agreement.

“I’ve decided that there are to be changes at the office.  Starting Monday you will be the new office receptionist.”

Finally she found her voice.

“But…I…”

I reached over to her collar and gave her lock a flick of my finger.  Susan diverted her eyes down perhaps realizing the awkward position that she was in.

“No need to thank me.  I think you’ll find that becoming our receptionist will spare you further shame.  You don’t want to be embarrassed at the office any more than you already have been do you?  No one will ever need to know what a slut that you have become.”

He mouth opened to speak but this time no words came out.  Instead she blushed an even deeper red.

“Marisa will become my assistant...”

Finally she found her voice again.

“But who will…”

“…And I will run the company.  You’ll put out an all employee memo first thing Monday announcing my promotion and your retirement to the Cayman Islands to be with your parents.  Be sure to add that no one is to attempt to contact you there.  Oh and you’ll name Miss Candy Kissme as the new company receptionist.”

She looked confused.

“Candy Kissme?”

“Yes Miss Candy Kissme.  That’s you sweetie.”

The sensation of satisfaction was awesome.  Marisa giggled while I gave Candy a stern look.  I wanted her to understand that I was in charge and that she had better not challenge me.  The fact was she couldn’t challenge me.  Her downfall at the office was going to be complete and there wasn’t a thing that she could do about it.

A look of horror came over the former head of Marie St. Belington Fashion.  She knew better than to protest.  After all there was nothing that she could do with her company held in escrow by the Public Disgrace Club.

“One more thing.  Get your credit card out.  We’re taking you shopping today.  You can’t very well be the new face of Belington Fashion wearing your usual frumpy clothes.”


Chapter 14.  A Whole New Belington

That Monday morning was the best day at Marie St. Belington Fashion in years.  There were murmurs when the news spread throughout the office followed by a parade of employees into my new office congratulating me on my promotion.

Nobody even noticed the new receptionist—one Miss Candy Kissme—who sat at the receptionist desk in her tiny little pink dress that generously flaunted her body.  She was the new fresh face of what would become our latest fashion line.  Sort of a sexy punk image that was defined by her florescent purple hair, revealing dress, her hooker platform shoes and of course her ever present leather collar complete with silver lock.  Her new musky perfume—something low-cost called Slut Tonight sold by a French company—begged for attention that our male visitors would no doubt take notice of.  She sat at her desk nervously answering the phones and no doubt all the while hoping that no one would recognize her.  Made up and dressed the way that she was there was little chance of that.

I immediately began to make changes at the office.  By the end of the week the dowdy image of Belington Fashion was a thing of the past.  Our employees were wearing the more casual modern attire that they had always wanted to wear.  With hemlines raised and cleavage freed from exile we had finally risen from the dark ages.  A few of the girls actually got dates that week.  With the more contemporary appearing workforce Candy actually no longer stood out all that much while perched at her receptionist desk.  Her gaudy appearance almost seemed to fit the new culture.

That Friday I took Candy down to the local DMV to apply for a new license.  Mistress Victoria had told me that a submissive from the club worked there so it was no problem to have Susan surrender her driver’s license and replace it with a new one with a photo of her new look.  With that Susan Belington was no more and Candy Kissme was permanently in her place.  She no longer had the means to prove otherwise.

Marisa began immediate work on our new fashion line.  Together we were going to transform Belington Fashion into a cutting edge company that featured all of the latest in women’s fashion.  There was no longer a thing that Susan Belington could do about it because as Candy Kissme the receptionist she was helpless to even offer an opinion on how the company should be run.


Chapter 15.  Mistress Bitchmaker

When we arrived at the club that Friday we were in a great mood.  Our seats at the table in the front row had become our place of honor—after all we had brought socialite Susan Belington to her knees for the amusement of all the club members— so we always had a great view of everything.  Mistress Victoria met us and congratulated us on the makeover that we had done with Susan.  She told us that she had a surprise waiting for Candy Kissme that would add to her public disgrace.

That evening Candy was paraded front and center as the featured submissive of the evening.  Again she was in her string bikini when she was led out in front of the crowd.  Just when it seemed like there wasn’t an end to the intense humiliation that Candy was to endure Mistress Victoria introduced Mistress Hilda Bitchmaker to the eager crowd.

If ever there was an ideal strong authoritative woman with the perfect stage name it was Mistress Hilda Bitchmaker.  Mistress Hilda was the embodiment of the perfect Dominatrix.  With flowing black hair and with makeup applied to perfection she could make any submissive swoon at her appearance.  Dressed in a leather bodysuit her shapely legs ended in stiletto heels that gave her extra height adding to her illusion of supreme towering dominance.

She was joined on stage by her assistant—Mia Dowager—a sissy maid who apparently had a talent for applying tattoos.  At the direction of Mistress Hilda Bruno and Lars positioned Candy face down on a table so that Mia could work on applying her tramp stamp.

The other proceedings went on like always.  One camera focused on Candy and the image that was being applied to her lower back while the other camera covered a new submissive having her pubes shaved.  Later a second submissive was made to kneel in front of Bruno and finger herself to orgasm.  When Mia finished applying her tattoo Mistress Hilda had Candy stand so that the crowd could see her tramp stamp.  Mia had tattooed the word SLUT on her lower back.

The female assistants then helped Candy get dressed.  When they finished Candy found herself in a black leather miniskirt, a pink halter and her matching pink platform hooker heels.  She held a tiny little purple purse with only her new driver’s license in it identifying her as Candy Kissme.  With her leather collar still in place Candy very much looked like a prostitute all decked out for an evening of full bedroom activities.

Mistress Hilda then led Candy outside the club where surveillance cameras picked up the scene.  Bruno was waiting there perched atop a Harley Motorcycle.  Bruno motioned to Candy to ride bitch behind him and with that the Harley roared off into the darkness.

A GoPro camera picked up the action for the audience from there.  Bruno headed straight for the most expensive hotel in town—the Majestic Tower Hotel.  There he deposited Candy right at the front entrance before riding off a short distance.  He positioned the Harley so that we could still see the proceedings via the GoPro.

Mistress Bitchmaker had done a convincing job with Candy.  In moments a squad car pulled up and Candy was immediately cuffed and arrested for prostitution.  No doubt Candy enjoyed her night in lockup with the other ladies of the evening.


Chapter 16.  Too Much Fun

In the weeks that followed Candy was taken by Harley to the hotel several times.  Mia added a second tattoo right above the first that proclaimed Candy a Horny Slut.  The finishing touch was a bold erect penis tattoo that Mia embellished her with just above the tawdry inscription.  Candy’s appearance seemed to fit the tattoo just fine.

One evening Bruno and Lars also had their way with her right on stage for the pleasure of the audience to observe.  There was no doubt that Candy was immensely enjoying herself.  She screamed in ecstasy while each of the two hunks had a public version of a biker gang bang with her.  Now Candy not only looked the part of a harlot she had acted the part too.

The rape scene was enough to make a dominant woman wish that she was submissive.  I found myself dripping wet while the two studs impaled the helpless submissive with their sex and pumped her vigorously into one orgasm after another.

On a separate occasion Master Lars even put on a tawdry display of utter debauchery by doggie fucking Candy.  That time the brute had Candy down on her knees facing the audience.  While the crowd roared their approval Lars mounted her from behind.  Using her hair to raise her head so that she could see the amusement of the crowd he pumped his manhood deep into her until she howled in unrestrained orgasmic lust.

As exciting as that was to watch her humiliation it occurred to us that Candy was having all of the fun—almost enough to make a dominant key holding girl turn in her key for a leather collar and lock.  Yet I decided that the humiliation of it all would be far too much for me to accept so I was better off holding my gold key than I would be putting on a collar.

Mistress Victoria confirmed for us that Candy was indeed a rare submissive.  She had never seen a woman so excited by such extreme humiliation.  All of the public humiliation was erotic for her.  Each and every shameful display served as an aphrodisiac that intensified her orgasms.  She said there was no doubt that Candy was fully addicted to the thrill of submission and that she would remain a submissive forever.

The extreme humiliation of Candy being doggie fucked by Lars was the final straw for us.  That evening Marisa offered that perhaps Candy was having too much fun.  Reluctantly I had to agree.  Something had to be done.

It was Marisa who suggested that we go over to Candy’s house that Saturday with a proposal.  We knew that with Candy’s new reception position that she could no longer afford the payments on her home.  Fortunately my new position allowed me to easily make those payments.  That Saturday afternoon we all sat together on the sofa with Candy seated between us when Marisa made her proposal.

“Candy we have a proposition for you.  We would like to move in with you and make your house payments for you.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.  That way you don’t have to move out.”

“Oh thank you!  I was beginning to worry.  I’ve fallen behind on my payments and I fear that I was going to have to move out.  Thank you so much.  You realize that I would never be able to repay…”

“Of course not.  We wouldn’t expect that.  We’ll keep your paychecks but we know that your earnings at the office will only cover a small fraction of your share.  We do have another idea.”

“Anything.  Please I don’t want to move out.”

“We’ll be moving in and we think that if you agree to become our housemaid then that servitude will cover the remainder of your room and board.”

That certainly caught Candy by surprise.  She hesitated for just a moment.  I reached over and gave the lock that was attached to her collar a little flick of my finger.

“We insist dear.  I’ll have your things moved out of the master bedroom on Monday while you are at work.  You can take the small room off the kitchen.  I’ll have some uniforms sent over so that you’ll look the part of a servant.”

She gave a little shiver.  I was sure that it wasn’t because she was cold.


Chapter 17.  Home Improvement

Living in the mansion that used to belong to Susan Belington was a real treat.  Our maid—Candy Kissme—gave us a life of leisure.  She cooked, cleaned and did our laundry like a good little domestic servant.  She did need a bit of training to do things the way that I liked because while she made a good effort she really had little experience with such things.

It was Marisa who made the suggestion.  There were several extra-bedrooms that were empty and not in use.  She mused, “Why not turn one of them into a discipline room so that Candy could be disciplined for her shoddy work?”

Naturally I thought it was a great idea.  Even better, Marisa had construction experience from when she was back in high school working as an apprentice for a local handyman.  While she mostly handed him tools and did paperwork he occasional let her do hands on work so she was very capable of putting together just what we needed.

After Marisa repainted the room in black we began to pick out necessary items from an Internet site that promised top quality bondage furniture.  It was going to be the BDSM room that would be the envy of every authoritative woman.  We laughed while we imagined putting Candy into various situations that all promised to turn her on with extreme humiliation all for our amusement.  She had become such a slut that we knew that she would be unable to resist anything that we decided to do with her.

Days later when the delivery truck arrived Candy actually helped Marisa carry boxes up to our new discipline room.  She had no idea whatsoever that she was helping Marisa put together the best punishment room ever.  That same day Marisa began her construction project.

One by one the boxes were opened and items were assembled and set in position.  The padded spanking horse was the first thing that Marisa put into place.  We had selected the optional stock model so that Candy would have her head secured while we smacked her bottom.

Out came the tickle stock.  A devious device that was designed to keep feet and hands put while torturing the submissive with tickles.  We knew that Candy would get a laugh out of that.

We had our own personal St. Andrews Cross for long term display and restraint.  Finally the pride of the room was the standing cage—a metal cage the size of a phone booth that could be used for longer term punishments.

Once placed in the cage Candy would be unable to move.  We envisioned giving her a good spanking and then placing her into the cage.  With her arms pinned to her side she would be unable to rub the sting out of her bottom.

For finishing touches paddles, riding crops and assorted flogging devices were hung up on the wall.  Marisa mounted a black cabinet on the wall that held bondage cuffs, blindfolds and gags.  She giggled when she pulled out the gag with dildo attached.  When we saw that item online we had decided that Candy should be pleasuring us with it when we were in the mood.

There was even a hood, a leather harness, hoof heels and anal tail for pony play.  When we saw the items in the catalog we couldn’t resist the image of Candy prancing around like a trained pony out on the grounds while we whipped her bottom with a riding crop.  What could possibly be more demeaning for the bitch than that?

All items came with a lifetime guarantee assuring us of years of pleasure dominating and teasing our former bitchy boss.  We could hardly wait to put the room to good use.

When Candy brought us wine to celebrate our completed project and she saw the completed room she flushed red and gasped with arousal.  She knew precisely what the purpose of the room was without even asking.  It was all for her.


Chapter 18.  Personal Qualifications

I don’t want to take credit for what was Marisa’s idea.  She mused that since Candy was having so much enjoyment from her humiliation in public that perhaps we could intensify her humiliation by withholding her gratification.  She was clearly turned on at work by the shame of what she was going through.  Her constantly flushed cheeks were evidence of that.  So most likely she was gratifying herself during private moments as well as when she was on display at the club.

We decided that it would be amusing to put Candy into chastity.  Marisa gleefully ordered the metal crotch strap and matching metal bra on the Internet.  It was a delightful ensemble well suited for submissive frustration.  Her enthusiasm for the project was only surpassed when the package arrived at the office.  Marisa couldn’t wait to put the confining attire to good use so Candy was ushered back into the ladies room and immediately locked into her chastity.

Marisa had deviously volunteered to take custody of the key that held Candy’s pleasure in check.  She felt that if Candy had to ask for release in order to use the ladies room that it would only serve to add to her humiliation.  So Candy was restrained and at the will of Marisa who made sure to monitor every moment in the restroom—much to Candy’s shame and further embarrassment.

The effect on Candy was precisely what we had in mind.  Her arousal was driving her crazy.  She squirmed and wiggled at work while employees, delivery personnel and sales people came and went.  All of them were without a clue as to why the tart of a receptionist was so profusely blushing all of the time.

It wasn’t long after that we decided that being a receptionist at Marie St. Belington Fashion was far too good for the slutty Candy.  While we were updating our product line we were still far too much of a respectable house of fashion to be represented by such a tawdry receptionist.

We came up with the perfect solution to our concerns.  After consulting Mistress Victoria we learned that Mistress Jenny—the woman who had won sissy maid Missy at auction—was the owner of the Majestic Tower Hotel.  Jenny was always in need of maids so we felt that it was a perfect opportunity for Candy.

We had Candy present herself in her maid uniform for her job interview.  We had coached her regarding her demeanor at the interview so we were looking forward to witnessing her ordeal.  We arrived early on a Saturday morning in Jenny’s office.  She sat behind a mahogany desk dressed in a white lace blouse that showed off her gold key that fell nicely from the chain around her neck.  She smiled when she saw us come in.

“Welcome ladies.  I see that you have a new recruit for me.  How the mighty have fallen!”

She stood up and shook our hands.  She stepped in front of Candy but instead of shaking her hand she fingered the girl’s lock that was attached to her collar.  Jenny gave a little giggle.

“I’m not so sure this one is capable of being a maid here at the Majestic.  We have high standards.  No doubt she will need substantial training.  What do you have to say for yourself girl?”

It was the perfect comment we had anticipated for Candy.  The maid lowered her eyes before she replied.

“Please Mistress Jenny I beg of you.  Please employ me on staff as a hotel maid.  I’ve always aspired to be a hotel maid.”

I tried not to burst into laughter.  It was just like we had rehearsed but it was so much more enjoyable to see our former boss beg like a common unskilled girl for such a low level job.  Jenny seemed to enjoy the moment too.

“Well I suppose that you might do.  But I doubt that your cleaning skills are in order.  I think that you’ll need the supervision of our strictest most experienced supervisor for your training. 

You do realize that many of our male key holder clients have a very serious fetish for maid uniforms.  You can expect a certain amount of interest to be shown in your more personal qualifications.  I would expect that you would be able to welcome such interest without objection or complaint.”

“Yes Mistress I understand.”

Marisa giggled.  We knew precisely what would be expected of the submissive hotel maid and it had nothing to do with housekeeping services.

“Very well then.  You are hired for the position of entry level junior maid in training.  You may start immediately.  You’ll be on probation for at least 90 days.  You had better not disappoint me.”

The grand finale was the best part.  The final indignation was about to blossom.  Still standing with her eyes fixed on the floor Candy gave her rehearsed response.

“Thank you so much Mistress Jenny.  You won’t regret your decision.  I’ll do anything to make sure that you are pleased with my performance.”

With that she dipped a cute little curtsy for her new employer.  Jenny smiled.

“Yes you will girl.  Yes you will.”


Chapter 19.  Juicy Secret

Marisa and I decided that since Candy was going to work as a hotel maid that we may as well go all the way.  We stopped in Mistress Victoria’s office that Friday on our way to our table at the club.

The Mistress sat at her vanity doing her makeup.  Again we spoke to her reflection in the mirror.

“We were thinking, is there any reason that we can’t activate the assignment that is in escrow and take full control of all of Susan Belington’s assets?  It’s not like Candy needs them anymore.”

Mistress Victoria smiled.

“She hasn’t violated the terms has she?”

“No she hasn’t.  But is there anything to keep us from taking everything away from her anyway?”

The Mistress gave a little laugh.

“I guess I need to let you on one of the juicy secrets of the Public Disgrace Club.  That assignment held in escrow was written up by Bruno.  He’s not even a lawyer!  He found a template on the Internet that he modified for our use.  The form was never filed at the courthouse.  It was never intended to be filed.  Any judge would immediately see that the document was flawed and would find that Susan was coerced into signing it.  The bottom line is that the assignment is not legally enforceable.  It’s all a ruse designed to keep our submissive members in their place.”

I looked at Marisa.  She was stunned just like I was.

“Do you mean that there is nothing keeping Candy from simply walking away from the club?”

“Oh there is something keeping her here alright.  It’s even more powerful than any threat of assignment ever could be.  Her own addiction to submissive humiliation is so strong that she could never walk away.  We see that trait in all of our submissives.  Ironic isn’t it?”

“I’ll say!”

“The fact is that the greatest humiliation of all for Candy is that she is enduring all of her erotic humiliation because she has a craving for it.  Not because of the escrow we hold but rather because her own desire keeps her in her place.  How absolutely delightful is that?  That is the greatest humiliation of all!”

We all laughed.  Finally Mistress Victoria finished with her makeup and turned to look directly at us.

“Keep that a secret just between us girls.  So what would you ladies like to do with her tonight?”

I looked at Marisa and she gave me a devious smile before she spoke.

“Candy used to sashay all about the office like she was something special.  So we were thinking that Candy would make an attractive Pony Girl.  That way she could proudly strut her stuff for everyone to see.  Could we have her do that tonight?”

Mistress Victoria nodded.

“I’ve always enjoyed the entertainment of seeing the grace of a well-trained pony girl.  We already have several submissives who have been fully trained to be pony girls so adding Candy to the stable should be easy enough.  I’ll have Bruno prep Candy so that she can join them on stage for a little pony play.  It is one of our most often requested humiliations for our submissives.  I think you’ll find seeing Candy prancing around stage in her pony outfit to be quite amusing.”

We all laughed.

Mistress Victoria was right about that.  When Lars led Candy out with the other pony girls we laughed hysterically.  Our proud bitchy boss was reduced to amusing us in the guise of a trained pony.  She was in full pony tack—including a leather harness that crisscrossed her body but didn’t cover anything private.  The harness made her breasts more prominent while emphasizing her bare pubes.  Her arms were fully secured behind her in an arm binder restraint that held her hands just above her buttocks.  With a bit in her mouth and a leather blindfold over her eyes she was totally at the mercy of her handler.

With hooves on her feet, a hat that had horse ears and a plume of feathers and a full long tail inserted into her bare bottom she presented the appearance of submissive pony all ready for play.  She must have protested being put into her attire back stage because when Lars led her out by her reins her bottom was already striped red from the attention of his riding crop.

While the other Pony Girls weren’t blindfolded because Candy couldn’t see where she was going Lars directed her with the use of his riding crop.  He would tug on her reins and then swipe her bottom to lead her forward or to have her turn.  Using that method he was able to lead her around the stage.  It would have been so much easier for her without her blindfold but of course that wouldn’t have been much fun for the spellbound audience enjoying the show.  By slapping her thighs with his crop he had her lifting her feet high so that she pranced like a trained show pony.  Her steps resulted in the clip clop of her heels which added to the amusement of her performance. 

Lars continued to whip her bottom with the crop while he barked out orders.  Between that and gentle flicks of the crop against her pubes Candy soon became a willing trained participant in the pony show.  After a good bit of time Candy was able to get in line with the other Pony Girls and prance around the stage like a well-trained Pony.

I’ll never forget the amusing image of Candy being paraded about like a slutty pony.  With her tail swaying seductively from her red bottom she was the picture of full submission.  I only wished that I had filmed her degradation so that I could show it to all of the girls back at the office.

Her horsey comeuppance was most definitely the highlight of the evening.


Chapter 20.  Promotion

I knew that it had to happen sooner or later.  Marisa was far too good of a designer to remain at work for Marie St. Belington Fashion.  When she got the call from a recruiter to run a different out of state fashion shop the offer was far too good for her to turn down.

The decision to take the job was easy for Marisa.  Big money and a position of power and authority were just what Marisa wanted.  For her it was like a dream come true.  It was not so easy for us to decide what to do with Candy.

We both considered Candy our property.  Mistress Victoria never told us which of our keys made us the true owner of our little slut so we didn’t really know for sure who she belonged to.  We never did find out which key fit her lock.  In retrospect I suppose that it didn’t really matter.

Marisa wanted to take Candy with her because her new place was going to be huge.  I couldn’t imagine living without my maid.  I knew that Mistress Jenny would miss her new maid if she went with Marisa.  We had a long discussion trying to come up with a fair and equitable way of deciding who our obedient submissive slave would belong to.

Several thoughts occurred to us.  We could put her up for auction at the club and split the proceeds.  Or we could simply give her to Mistress Jenny.  Finally we came up with a civilized decision.  Candy’s future Mistress would be decided with a simple coin flip.

We did want to make the occasion special.  We procured a silver dollar and placed it in front of us while Candy served us a big meal.  Then after a couple of glasses of fine wine it was time to decide Candy’s fate.

The maid stood prim and proper at attention while Marisa picked up the coin.  With a glance at the maid and a big smile Marisa tossed the coin in the air for fate to take its toll.

I can only imagine what went through Candy’s head while she watched.  Was she excited about her future?  Was she humiliated to be bargained away by a mere coin toss?  Who did she prefer to go with?  I’ll never know.

My mistake was calling heads while the silver dollar was spinning in the air.  I should have known that the winning call for a submissive who liked her bottom smacked for titillation would be tails.  Anyway when the coin flopped on the table it was Marisa who walked away with the prize.

That night I had the fun of taking Candy up to the punishment room for one final flogging on the spanking bench.  It was my pleasure to leave the former president of Marie St. Belington Fashion with a lasting memory on her bottom of the time she shared with me.  When I finished with her one thing was for certain.  Her trip to her new home the following morning was sure to be rather uncomfortable.

The home was rather quiet without Marisa.  I really missed my good friend and fellow Mistress.  Living in the huge home without Marisa and my maid was difficult for me.  There was no one to talk to after work and there was no one to prepare my dinner and do my laundry either.

I even stopped going to the Public Disgrace Club because without Candy Kissme to humiliate it simply wasn’t the same.


Chapter 21.  Katie Demure

She had worked for Marie St. Belington Fashion for a couple of years but we had hardly ever spoken.  Aside from occasionally passing her in the hallway I hadn’t really even noticed her.  Until the day that she came into my office to ask me for a favor.

Katie was a sweet little thing.  She was so shy and so reserved that she barely had the courage to come into my office to talk.  Her demeanor fit her appearance.  Her modest powder blue dress and light makeup presented her to be a conservative young lady.  She appeared to be a nice innocent girl if ever there was one.  That’s why our conversation was all the more surprising.  She stood at the door to ask permission to enter.

“Miss Farrow may I have a moment of your time?”

“Sure—Katie isn’t it?”

She nodded her head.

“Come right in Katie and have a seat.  What can I do for you today?”

She walked in and closed the door behind her.

“Well it’s rather personal if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all.  Please do.”

“I’m having a problem with my husband.  He’s between jobs and he spends a lot of time at home alone.  I looked at his cell the other day and I saw that his last call was from a Mistress Elaine.  He even had her name and number in his phone book!”

“Oh dear.  Is he cheating on you?”

“No I don’t think so.  Or maybe he is.  I’m not sure.  But I think maybe there’s something he needs that I’m not providing him with.”

“I see your dilemma but why come to me?”

“It’s the gold key that you wear around your neck.  The rumor was that you belong to…”

Clearly she was embarrassed by the conversation.  She paused and her face flushed before she continued.

“…  I mean I had heard that you went to…”

I thought that I would put her out of her misery and finish the sentence for her.

“The Public Disgrace Club?”

She seemed relieved that I had filled in the blank for her.

“Yes, that’s it.  The Public Disgrace Club.”

One must be discreet about such things.  Rumors and public gossip have ruined more important people than me.

“I’m not saying that I ever went to such a place but I have heard of it.  What if I did go there?  What if that were true?”

“I admire you Miss Farrow.  I mean you’re so…authoritative.  You seem so strong and capable.  I’m not like that but I think that I could be like that with a little bit of help.  So I was hoping that you could teach me how to become more like you.  More like Mistress Elaine.”

“You want me to teach you?”

“That’s right.  I want to learn.  If my husband needs a Mistress then I want to be his Mistress.”

I took a long look at the innocent woman who was sitting in front of me.  She was certainly not the Mistress type.  Not by any means.  I thought it best to make sure that we were both speaking about the same thing.

“Dear Katie do you even know what a Mistress is?”

She hesitated slightly before she answered.

“Leather, whips and chains and that sort of thing?”

“Not exactly sweetie.  Let me explain.  You just described a Dominatrix.  There is a big difference between a Mistress and a Dominatrix.  You don’t want to confuse the two of them.”

It was too late to turn back so I just continued on.

“A Mistress is a title of honor and a title of high esteem given to the refined lady of the household who is in charge—usually in charge of a staff of servants.  It’s an old-fashioned term still used that dates back to an earlier time.”

She was clearly engrossed in the discussion.

“A Dominatrix is a strong powerful woman who demands obedience from an underling.  Failure for a submissive to obey orders from a Dominatrix can result in serious consequences.  While a Mistress may bring out a paddle for a naughty servant a Dominatrix will most likely bring out something that will make a far greater impression.”

I smiled.  I thought about what we had done with Candy Kissme.  I guess I had started out like a Mistress but ended up like a Dominatrix!

“So how do I know what my husband is looking for in a woman?”

“I suppose that there’s only one way to be sure.  What’s your husband’s name?”

“Mark.  Mark Demure.”

I took out my cell phone.

“Give me Mistress Elaine’s phone number.  I’ll just text her and ask her what she has been doing with Mark.”

I started keying in questions when Katie interrupted me.

“Oh one more thing.  I found a pair of panties in his underwear drawer.  They weren’t mine.”

I smiled.  Oh the possibilities!

“You have a panty boy!  My oh my!”


Chapter 22.  Authoritative Attitude

It turned out that Mistress Elaine hadn’t seen Mark.  She had only been providing verbal and text instructions to Mark on how he could become more submissive.  Mistress Elaine told us that Mark definitely had substantial submissive potential and that he would most likely melt in front of a dominant woman.  Even better Mark had confided in her that he wanted to become a sissy maid.  While I imagined the possibilities Katie was simply relieved that her husband wasn’t cheating on her—at least not technically.

With plenty of naughty thoughts in mind I agreed to help her out.  It was the least that I could do for her.  I told her to come by on Saturday and to bring something sexy to wear.  I assured her that no matter what we did I would be sure not to do anything that would make her uncomfortable.  I made no such promise regarding Mark. 

I thought it was right for me to dress appropriately for the occasion.  So I went shopping after work at a local fetish store and picked up a little something just for the meeting.  I could hardly wait to show off my sexy look.  If Mark had even a tiny bit of male submissiveness in him he would be helpless in my presence.  That was precisely what I wanted.

So that was how she came to arrive at my home Saturday evening with a blushing Mark in tow.  When I answered the door I was wearing a black underbust corset over a one piece long sleeve sheer mesh black bodysuit.  The corset added to my breasts giving me a perfect dominatrix appearance.  A little lift can do that to a girl.  My thigh-high black leather boots added to my height so I thought that I presented quite an imposing woman.  If Katie wanted to know what a Dominatrix was supposed to look like then I would show her!

Katie brought a sexy black dress with her that she carried in on a hanger.  She was so shy!  I directed her to the bathroom to change while I sat down to get started with Mark.  Her husband sure liked what he saw—he stared wide-eyed at me while I sat down on the sofa.  I immediately knew that Mark would be easy to dominate.  He couldn’t divert his eyes from me even if he wanted to.

I thought that I would give Katie a little sample of how to dominate her husband.  So I ordered Mark to strip naked and sit down on the floor in front of me while we waited for Katie to change.  True to his submissive nature he did so without complaint.

When Katie emerged from the bathroom she looked tempting in her little leggy black dress that also showed off major cleavage.  Whether Katie realized it or not she definitely had all of the equipment necessary to dominate a submissive male.  I told her that she looked perfect for the occasion.  She was a bit surprised to see her husband sitting on the floor naked but she still managed to sit down next to me.  Mark certainly liked what he saw.  He gaped wide eyed at us like he was in a hypnotic sensual trance.  With Mark still sitting submissively at our feet we casually began to talk.

I knew that I could make Katie comfortable about female domination.  It’s easy to feel like you can completely dominate a male when he is sitting naked at your feet while you have a rather nonchalant conversation with another woman regarding male submission.  Mark just sat there transfixed while I asked Katie what she knew about female domination and what she would like to do with Mark.  She opened up to me while Mark stayed put like a good little boy.

Katie was inexperienced when it came to being an authoritative woman but she was determined to learn.  The shy timid woman spoke about how she thought it would be fun to be in charge for a change.  She even said that the idea gave her a little tingle deep down that she wanted to feel more often.  She was young, cute and innocent but she was willing to explore a whole new world that was just waiting for her to experience.

I was particularly pleased when I asked Mark about the panties that Katie had found.

“Mark sweetie, Katie said that you are wearing female clothing behind her back.  Tell me dear—is that true?  Be careful what you say, you don’t want to call Katie a liar.”

He didn’t need to respond.  Even though he turned a deeper shade of red judging by the reaction of his little male sex organ I already knew the answer before he spoke.

“Yes…I do.”

“What do you do Mark?”

“I…do…wear…female…clothing…when…Katie isn’t around.”

I wanted to laugh.  Almost every word had stuck in his mouth.  Mark had been a naughty boy and he knew it.

“Why do you do that?”

“Because I like it.  I wear the clothing…”

“Go on dear.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.  Everything you say is just between us girls.”

“…To clean house when Katie isn’t home.”

I knew precisely what that meant too.

“Oh I see.  You want to be a sissy maid right?”

He seemed somewhat relieve that I even knew what a sissy maid was.  He nodded his head yes.  It was such a delightful surrender to my female authority that I could hardly contain my glee.  I tried not to laugh and with substantial effort I even managed to suppress a giggle.  With a broad smile I did manage to pat Mark on his cheek and thank him for his honesty.  He had no idea what he had just done.

“Sweetie if a sissy maid is what you have a desire to be then perhaps a sissy maid is exactly what you will have to be.”

Katie gave me a strange look.

“Lisa, what is a sissy maid?”

I smiled.  Some girls just don’t know.  I thought for a moment about how to put the tempting possibilities into words.

“Katie a sissy maid is a male who has a deep seated need to serve a woman and to assist her just like a woman would do.  He wants to do that all dressed up like a female maid.  The sissy maid yearns to make your life easier and more pleasant in any and every way possible.  A sissy maid is a luxury that you will soon learn that you don’t want to live without.”

She seemed confused.

“Serve me?  Dressed up like a female maid?”

“That’s right Katie.  Serve you just like a hired female maid.  The sissy maid finds the attire of a maid to be erotic.  The sissy maid also finds serving and pampering a woman to be irresistibly arousing.  It’s really quite an opportunity if you just think about it for a moment.”

Right after that Katie confessed that when it came to female domination she was a novice and that she would like me to show her how she might dominate Mark.  That was my cue.  I asked her if she would like to see my entertainment room and she excitedly replied that she most certainly would like to.

With Katie alongside me and with a quite naked Mark trailing meekly behind us we ascended the staircase up to the second floor where the discipline room awaited.  I hadn’t been in the room since that night when I had said goodbye to Candy with the artful use of several of the flogging instruments.  It was time to put them to good use once again.

Katie watched in awe while I positioned her husband on the spanking chair before locking his head into place with the stocks.  With his bottom presented for a proper thrashing I casually selected a wooden paddle that was hanging on the wall.  I found that I was excited at the prospect of giving discipline lessons to an innocent girl like Katie.  Katie had no idea.  I was about to take the girl and turn her into a woman.  I told her that she was about to enter a whole new world just before I landed the first smack on Mark’s bottom with a loud crack that made him flinch.


Chapter 23.  Katie The Authoritarian

Much to my surprise Katie turned out to be a natural dominant.  That first evening we both took turns spanking Mark until his bottom turned a deep shade of red.  Katie gleefully smiled while Mark squirmed and wiggled under her firm swats.  Katie had the knack of spanking just hard enough to redden those cheeks but not to cause any severe pain or bruising.  She told me that she had never had so much fun in her whole life.  Better yet, she wanted to know a whole lot more about being a dominant woman.

In just two months and after many visits together Katie became an extraordinary authoritative woman.  I gave her instructions in my home and I paid her visits in her home.  All the while I helped Katie explore the submissive side of Mark.  Together we put Mark through his paces.  First we had him naked serving us wine.  We spanked his bottom, tied him spread eagle to the bed and we teased him unmercifully.  All the while he fell deeper and deeper into submission while he made no effort to resist.  At the same time Katie grew bolder with each passing lesson that I gave her.

During those visits to Katie’s home I methodically showed her how to turn Mark into a willing sissy maid.  That’s right--I turned Mark into her submissive sissy maid.  For Katie it was hard for her to imagine such a thing but with my help it became a reality for her.  One week he was wearing panties while he served us wine and the next week I added a bra while he mopped floors.  Then I had Mark in a wig while I taught him how to apply makeup.  Katie was cautiously amused but noticeably emboldened while her husband was systematically transformed right before her eyes one delightful step at a time.

Finally the big day came for his final transformation.  That day we said goodbye to Mark and hello to sissy maid Mattie.  Before I presented Mattie to Katie I put her in a French maid uniform complete with wig, cap and apron.  By the time I was done with her there was no mistaking what I had accomplished.  Mattie really looked the part of a fine ladies maid.

When I introduced Mattie the maid to Katie I could see that she was somewhat startled at what she was seeing.  I put Mattie to work dusting and vacuuming while we casually watched.  Though we chatted together Katie occasionally took peeks at Mattie while she worked.  She whispered to me that she had never expected to ever in her life see a male dressed like a maid and that it most certainly would take her a bit of time to get used to it.  I knew from experience that it wouldn’t take her quite as long as she thought it would to adjust to having maid service.

I told her to notice that Mattie seemed fully engrossed in her duties.  She agreed with me.  It was so obvious that Mattie was turned on by doing domestic services for us dressed up like a tawdry French maid.  When I mentioned that it was fun to have a uniformed maid at her disposal she agreed.

When I asked her how excited she was to have a maid she was very direct.  She also said that she was not sexually turned on in the least by the appearance of the uniformed maid.  I wouldn’t have expected that.  But she added that she was definitely thrilled by the thought of having a real maid actually doing chores for her.  I told her that was quite natural under the circumstances and that she should just bask in the simple joy of having such dedicated servitude.

Her answer didn’t surprise me in the least.  Having a submissive maid at your beck and call is a female fantasy near the top of every woman’s list if ever there was one.  I sincerely doubt that there is a woman anywhere who actually has any desire whatsoever to do household chores.  Why would we want to do domestic chores?  Doing dishes, laundering clothes and serving meals is tedious work.  The word drudgery is synonymous with housework for a reason.  If there is a woman out there actually enjoying the filthy labor of grueling domestic work I certainly haven’t met her yet.  That’s because there aren’t any women like that out there!  Like all women Katie had always dreamed of having a maid of her own and her dream was coming true for her right in front of her eyes.

Once we got started with Mattie the maid we trained her together.  At first Katie was hesitant to make demands of Mattie but once Katie became accustomed to the maid she got into the swing of it.  With Mattie it was easy.  Once she was in uniform Mattie was a timid little servile maid eager to obey Katie without even a miniscule hint of defiance.  It didn’t matter at all what Katie asked her to do.

In just a few short months Mattie became Katie’s regular maid.  Mattie not only did household chores including doing laundry and making meals she also did personal lady’s maid services for Katie.  Mattie laid out clothes for Katie in the morning and put out her nightgown in the evening.  The maid drew baths for her and then toweled Katie off with heated towels when she was finished.

Katie smiled like an experience Mistress when she told me that she had Mattie doing beauty treatments on her.  Mattie did facials for her and applied moisturizing lotion after her baths.  She even improved upon Mattie’s feminine presentation in order to make the sissy maid more realistic.  Mattie not only had to wear a French maid uniform, she was fully made up and perfumed like a lovely scented woman.  When Mattie came into the room a pleasant flowery fragrance always followed.

While I started Mattie out in patent leather flats, Katie had her maid in mid height heels at all times.  She said that extra touch made Mattie look special.  For her it made the maid appear formal.  She admitted to me that her decision to have Mattie in heels was purely a personal indulgence that she had decided upon because it completed the whole illusion of having a fine maid.  I couldn’t argue with that.  For Katie the concept was simple.  Things had clearly changed in her life.  The fantasy wasn’t about Mark anymore.  It wasn’t about Mattie anymore either.  Having maid service was her fantasy come true and she wanted to enjoy it to the fullest extent possible.

I agreed with Katie that having Mattie look totally feminine was a good thing.  I made Katie feel better about her high standards by pointing out that it was possible that the maid could be observed by someone else just passing by her home.  If somebody were to see Mattie by accident she didn’t want the maid to appear in any way to be a male in women’s clothing.  What would people think?  No doubt they would quickly come to the conclusion that she was engaged in something kinky and that could spell the end of all of her fun.  I assured Katie that she was right in being so demanding.  Mattie would have to appear to be a woman at all times who was simply engrossed in doing housekeeping duties.

When the weeks went by I could see more changes in Katie.  She had no trouble whatsoever casually ordering her maid around.  It was Mattie do this and Mattie do that.  Mattie fix your makeup and Mattie change your dirty apron.  Mattie became a real maid for Katie solely for her comfort and pleasure and there was no doubt whatsoever about that.

Watching the Mistress in Katie come out was a delightful pleasure witness.  An authoritative woman dominating a submissive male is a delicious treat to behold and I had been a big part of it.  She held nothing back while she drove Mattie further and further into sissy maid submission.  She even paddled the maid’s bottom for poor servitude on those occasions when she thought it was justified while I watched closely and assisted her with her discipline technique.

During one visit Mattie brought us chocolates on a silver platter.  Can you imagine that?  Then the maid curtsied for us after we took our sweet time making our selection from the wide array of choices.  Katie said shyly that she occasionally had Mattie bringing her chocolates and fresh fruit for her on a silver platter just for an elegant indulgence.  She called it an added touch of sweet pleasure.  I assured her that she was worth it and that it was okay to treat Mattie that way.  After all Mattie was dressed up like a maid so she may as well play the part to the fullest right?  Even if it was a bit much her husband did want to be a maid so why not?

I thought it was important to tell Katie not to feel guilty.  Sadly so many of us never get to enjoy the delightful pampering of having maid service.  I assured her that she was certainly worthy of it.  Katie agreed and with a wave of her hand she sent her maid off to do laundry duty.  While we talked that day we watched her maid go about her housekeeping duties just like in the manner Katie had insisted upon.

Mattie was a sight to behold.  Working away in her maid uniform she was so adorable.  She was so intent on pleasing Katie that her full attention was on her duties.  I never thought that housekeeping could be so engrossing but for Mattie it was clearly a labor of love.  I only wish that women everywhere could enjoy such charming luxury.

That same evening we talked about male submission and we giggled in amusement while Mattie prepared dinner for us.  Finally Katie asked me the most important question of all.

“Lisa, how do I make sure that this wonderful dream never ends?”

I smiled at her.

“Now sweet Katie you have become a true Mistress.”


Chapter 24.  Public Humiliation

I told Katie that by knowing all about Mattie’s intense desire to be submissive to women that she had uncovered the greatest best kept secret of the submissive personality type.  Most submissive types try extremely hard to hide their intense desire for sexual submission because it is very powerful knowledge in the right hands.  Once a woman knows the true nature of the submissive male she is in complete control.

She seemed to grasp the concept better when I told her the whole story behind Susan Belington.  She couldn’t believe that Candy Kissme had previous been the president of Marie St. Belington Fashion but I assure her that it was true.  Candy’s submissive nature was so intense that she would do absolutely anything to be sexually dominated no matter how humiliating it might be for her.

I explained that once a Mistress learns that a submissive is willing become a sexual servant she can take full charge of that person.  They simply can’t resist the allure.  Once the truth comes out it can never be denied.  What becomes of those submissive types after that?  A door is opened that can never be closed.  Once their secret is out they permanently become submissive servants compelled to compliantly do the will of their Mistress without the will to object.  She speaks and the sissy maid snaps to it with no dilly-dallying allowed.  The Mistress is in control and the sissy maid will do precisely what the she wants when she wants or there will be a price to be paid.  Katie liked the sound of that.

The interesting thing about the submissive sissy maid is that way deep down hidden underneath that uniform they never really get over the erotic humiliation of being dominated by a Mistress.  Their arousal at humiliating submission leaves them totally defenseless and completely unable to do anything about the situation.

There is another even more delightful charming aspect of the submissive sissy maid.  Even I could see that in her pretty French maid uniform there was no doubt whatsoever that Mattie still feared the humiliation of being discovered to be a sissy even while she continued to serve Katie like a true lady’s maid.  I’m sure that was her incentive to make herself appear so feminine.  The fear of ridicule upon discovery is a powerful motivation that serves to keep a sissy maid in line. 

That’s why I felt that in order to cement Mattie’s servant status for Katie that we needed to take Mattie to the Public Disgrace Club.  After all once she was exposed for the sissy that she was she couldn’t’ deny it any longer.  She would have no alternative but to continue indefinitely like Katie’s hired lady’s maid.

That’s how, with the approval of Mistress Victoria, Katie found herself seated with me at my usual front row table at the Public Disgrace Club.  Katie was in a sexy short black dress that flaunted her body like never before.  The gold key that dangled from her necklace said everything else that needed to be said.

That night Mattie the maid was introduced to the audience by Mistress Victoria.  The Mistress called her up on stage to introduce the sissy maid to the sensual delights of the Public Disgrace Club.  The maid stood next to Mistress Victoria facing the crowded auditorium with her eyes lowered and her face flushed a deep red.  The Mistress began in a soothing voice.

“Tell me maid Mattie about the first time you put on women’s clothing.”

It’s never easy for a sissy girl to admit to other women how smitten she is with female clothing.  To do so in front of a group of authoritative women can be even more of a challenge.  There was a pause while the maid found her voice.  Then after she composed herself sufficiently she spoke in a meek manner barely above a whisper.  Fortunately with the help of her microphone we could all hear her.

“I was only…about four.  I went into my mother’s bedroom and…I took a girdle out of her drawers…and I pulled it on.”

The crowd listened intently while the conversation continued.

“Mattie did you masturbate yourself in your mother’s girdle?”

“Yes…I did.”

The ladies in the crowd let out a gasp.  Mistress Victoria tried to calm things.  She encouraged Mattie to continue with her juicy details.

“That’s okay dear.  That happens.  Did you clean up the mess that you made?”

“Oh yes.  I hand washed the girdle.  That’s how I learned to hand wash lingerie.”

Mistress Victoria smiled her approval.

“Did you continue to dress after that in her clothes?”

“Yes as often as I could.  I tried on her bras and her panties.  Then I wore her stockings with her garters.  Finally I put one of her old dresses on.”

“How old were you then?”

“Probably seven or eight.”

You could hear a pin drop in the auditorium.

“What did you do when you dressed up like that?  Did you still masturbate yourself?”

“Yes, but I felt so guilty.  So I cleaned up the house when no one was around.  I thought that if I did household chores it would make up for what I was doing.”

There were whispers in the crowd.

“I see.  Did you enjoy doing that for your mother?”

“Oh yes, absolutely.  The feeling was just amazing.  She would gush her approval when she came home and I felt so proud of myself.”

“So you kept right on doing it?”

“That’s right.”

Mistress Victoria smiled.


Chapter 25.  Mistress Katie

Mistress Victoria continued her questioning.

“So what about Mistress Katie.  Why didn’t you tell her about your desire to dress up like a maid before she married you?”

“I just couldn’t.  I was afraid of what she might think.  I was too embarrassed and too ashamed of myself to tell her.”

“I see.  So are you less embarrassed and less shamed standing here today dressed up like a common maid and confessing your submission to all of us?”

The maid looked even more uncomfortable.

“No…I feel very embarrassed.”

Those ladies in the crowd with keys dangling from their necklaces gave a smattering of applause.  Mistress Victoria smiled.

“It’s alright to feel embarrassed Mattie.  Let me help you with that.  Mistress Jenny come up here please.”

The hotel Mistress came up on stage to the sound of polite applause.  They fitted her with a microphone so that we could hear her clearly.  Mistress Victoria grinned at her.

“Mistress Jenny what is the rule here at the club about secret hidden sissy maid aspirations?”

Mistress Jenny gave a gleeful smile.

“Think of all the time Mistress Katie was doing housework when she had a sissy maid right there to do it for her.  Such a terrible waste of a submissive!  Sissy maids who hold back information like that deserve to be punished.”

Mistress Victoria nodded in agreement.

“Before you administer punishment I do have a question for you.  Do you think that Mattie would make a good hotel maid?”

“Oh yes, absolutely.  I have a position available right now.”

“Excellent.  I’m sure that she’ll enjoy her new career.  Please proceed.”

While Mistress Jenny led the tentative maid over to the spanking bench Mistress Victoria continued speaking.

“Let’s hear what Katie has to say about all that.  Please come up on stage Mistress Katie.”

The applause was loud this time when Mistress Katie came up next to Mistress Victoria.  I was so proud of how confident my delightful protégé appeared standing next to Mistress Victoria.

“Do you have anything to say to our audience Mistress Katie?”

“Why yes I do.  Maid Mattie was the best thing that ever happened to me.  I might never do laundry again!”

Now there was even louder applause and more whispers in the crowd.  Mistress Victoria continued.

“Many of our key holding ladies have been with the club for quite some time.  So tell us dear Katie so that we can remember and enjoy the rush too.  How did it feel that very first time that Mattie was presented to you dressed like a domestic maid?”

The crowd was hushed hanging on every word.

“Well it was different to say the least.  Mistress Lisa helped dress Mattie and then brought her out for me.  I hardly knew what to say or what to think.  In my wildest dreams I never thought that I would see my husband dressed up quite like that.  I mean he, I should say she, looked just like a real female maid.  Imagine that!”

The audience remained silent clearly enjoying the story.

“I found that I couldn’t help myself.  That first day I kept taking sideways glances at Mattie just to make sure that it was all for real.  She looked so authentic and she was so sincere about doing a good job cleaning.  On top of all of that I could see that she was really enjoying herself.”

Mistress Victoria whispered.

“Please continue sweet Katie.”

“In her pretty maid uniform she seemed so feminine to me.  Watching her it didn’t take much imagination to think that she was a real woman.  When she served me tea I even noticed that she was wearing a lovely fragrance that just screamed charming little servant girl.  She was quite the image of a lady’s maid right from the start.

Then I felt terribly guilty.  A woman isn’t supposed to have her husband cleaning for her even without the maid uniform.  Yet I had my husband cleaning for me dressed up in a maid uniform just like an ordinary common servant.  I worried what might happen if somebody noticed what was actually going on.  What would other women think of me if they witnessed what I was doing with my husband?”

The silence in the auditorium was deafening.

“Later that day the light bulb finally went on for me.  Mistress Lisa told me that if I did things the right way that I would never have to clean house again.  The more I thought about it the more that I realized that she was right.  Then I made a decision that I will never regret.  I decided that if my husband wanted to become a maid then I was okay with that.  Why wouldn’t I be?  So I decided that a maid was what my husband was going to become.  Just for me. 

There was polite applause from the ladies in the crowd.

“Right after that—I know you’ll think that I’m crazy—but it’s true.  I was watching Mattie do the dishes…”

Katie stopped perhaps deciding not to say any more.  Mistress Victoria prompted her on.

“What’s that?  Please don’t stop there and leave us hanging.  We want to know!  Please tell us more.”

“I could have sworn that I heard my mother and my grandmother laughing hysterically at Mattie in her maid dress, apron and little cap.  I could sense the hysteria that they would feel if they saw my husband working so hard fully wrapped up in the task of doing dishes in the kitchen.  All while dressed up like a female maid!  The mere thought of what they might think brought a smile to my face.  I mean really, my husband was working away like a common uniformed household maid just for me!”

Another round of applause came from the audience.

“How did that make you feel?  Were you turned on?”

“There was a rush of excitement but it wasn’t because I was sexually attracted to Mattie in any way whatsoever.  I mean she looked like a female maid so I wasn’t at all turned on by that.  That’s not my cup of tea.  No I think I felt aroused because my husband was working like a real maid in order to please me.  A husband is supposed to please his wife but please her by becoming a maid?  I never would have believed it had I not seen it for myself.

The more I thought about it the better I felt about it.  I thought--why would I want to do the household chores myself?  No woman wants to do that do they?  Why shouldn’t Mattie do the household chores?  So if Mattie wanted to do the household chores then I decided that I would let her do them permanently.  Why wouldn’t I?  Why not?  I would never have to mop floors, clean toilets or even do another load of laundry ever again!”

There was a vigorous round of applause for Mistress Katie.  She just stood there with a smile taking in the gleeful approval of her dominant peers.  While Mistress Katie paused Mistress Jenny landed the first smack on the maid’s bare bottom.  The event was captured up close on the big screens for everyone to see.  Up on one screen was Mattie’s grimacing face with the look of total submission while on the other was her bottom displaying a fresh red mark in the clear shape of the paddle.

The crowd became more raucous with roaring laughter and sustained giggling.  Mistress Victoria turned to Katie and continued.

“Do you have any questions for us?”

“Yes I do.  I just don’t want my maid service to ever end.  Maid service is heaven on earth.  How do I keep it from ending?”

There was another vicious smack of the paddle before Mistress Victoria answered.


“Oh that’s easy.  I suggest that you just keep your sissy maid working diligently at all of the chores in your household.  She likes that I’m sure.  She won’t be able to stop herself.  She is a true submissive—there’s no doubt about that.  It’s the rightful place of every sissy maid to serve and pamper their Mistress.  She’ll happily take your place doing all of the tedious domestic chores that you never really wanted to do anyway.” 

There was another loud whack when Mistress Jenny’s paddle found its mark.

The audience burst into wild applause and shrieking feminine laughter.  Mistress Victoria beamed a wide smile.  While the crowd enjoyed every bit of the maid’s humiliation Mistress Jenny continued to apply the paddle to the maid’s bottom.

I felt a deep sense of pride and a sense of satisfaction.  Katie had grown up and blossomed right before my eyes.  I had taught a naïve young girl how to become a strong authoritative Mistress.  It was the least that I could do for her.

It would be the first of many trips that we made to the Public Disgrace Club with Mattie.  Katie still works at Marie St. Belington Fashion while Mattie is still employed as a maid at the Majestic Tower Hotel.  Katie still visits me often and she brings her maid along with her to tidy up my home while we talk.
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Lisa Rose Farrow is a successful business woman who enjoys sharing her dominant lifestyle through her imaginative works of erotic literature.  Her writing is inspired by her real world experiences with her dominant female friends and their submissive males and their submissive females.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow

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

Forbidden Desires Revealed

by Lisa Rose Farrow

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

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

Link:  http://a.co/7qtWiSo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jennifer’s erotic adventure begins when she hears of the legend of Connie Swisher--the woman who founded the college.  Could it be true that at Chardin young girls are taught to train and to dominate submissive males?  How will Jennifer deal with haughty female professors?  You’ll discover all of the sensual secrets of Chardin College for Women right along with Jennifer as she explores the hidden side of Chardin College for Women.

Previously the secrets of venerable Chardin College were known only to the staff and graduates.  For the first time ever the tawdry past is revealed.  Is it possible that males are actually present on the all-woman campus?  If so where are they hidden?

Enter the world of Chardin College where women rule and males are trained to serve them.  Entertaining erotic adventure awaits you on the campus of Chardin College whether you are Dominant Woman enough to seek pleasure there or a willing sissy maid eager to provide service.  


Super Model Maid: The Humiliation Of Charlotte Prentiss 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00OO8M2JQ

Charlotte Prentiss has enjoyed her life as a famous super model.  If only she could have Terrence Covington as her adoring husband her life would be perfect.  But to her dismay the wealthy Terrence pays no attention to her charming looks.  So with her modeling agent she plots a scheme to gain the attention of Terrence by working as his domestic maid.  Things don’t go exactly as planned and when Charlotte discovers her submissive side she finds out that becoming a domestic maid involves much more than she bargained for.

In Super Model Maid you’ll enjoy the erotic humiliation of Charlotte Prentiss as she tumbles down the social ladder.  Her life as a super model fades away to be replaced by that of a mere maid.  Will she be able to overcome her own feelings and get her high fashion life back or will she succumb to her intense erotic desire to serve?

If you have sexual submissive feelings of your own you’ll enjoy this enticing lady to maid transformation.  Be careful what you wish for!
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Trophy Maid: The Humiliation Of Elizabeth Bennington 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00KPJ7XZ6 

Elizabeth Bennington is a rich socialite enjoying a fine life of luxury.  When things go awry she finds herself in an unfamiliar situation—penniless with no place to live.  Under the circumstances and with no other option she accepts a position working for her former maid Marlene Holloway.  How will Marlene treat Elizabeth?  Can a rich socialite actually become a maid?

In Trophy Maid Lady Lisa Rose Farrow explores every working maid’s fantasy—turning her employer into her own maid!  At the same time she delves deeply into sexual humiliation as Elizabeth Bennington is taught the ultimate lesson in humility as she tumbles down the social ladder into a life of domestic servitude.
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Miss Sadie's Salon 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00GU1J6GC

Together Miss Sadie with Miss Mattie—the back seam girls—own Miss Sadie’s salon.  A sissy maid adventure begins when a naive young male innocently applies for a position at the salon.  Will he become a back seam girl too?  In Miss Sadie’s Salon the reader is skillfully teased and denied as you are seduced right along with Miss Sadie into an S/M adventure that will leave you breathless. 

Will Miss Sadie’s desire for her new sissy employee lead her to fulfillment or to something else?  Is Miss Sadie dominant or submissive?  Can she possibly be both?  In this explicit novel you’ll writhe in pleasure right along with Miss Sadie and her newly hired sissy maid as you experience the power of domination interwoven with the thrill of submission.
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Sonja Says: Women Rule!  
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00C52CC84 

In Sonja Says you will delight in seeing the dominant side of superior women as Lady Lisa Rose Farrow intimately describes the experience of her good friend Sonja Blake.  Relish this erotic submissive cross dressing account by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow as she shares the ascent of her friend Sonja Blake from unappreciated secretary to dominant businesswoman.  You’ll be amused with how Sonja dealt with the sexual urges of an irreverent male who owned the maid service where she worked.

Any woman who has ever worked for an impertinent male will savor this titillating story.  You will feel the thrill of female superiority as you discover what happens to Preston—Sonja’s former boss--who treats women employees with nothing but disrespect.  You’ll be wonderfully entertained as Sonja systematically puts him in his place after she discovers his innermost secret.

There is nothing like enjoying the futile struggle of a helpless male who can’t resist his urge to serve a superior woman.  What happens to Preston when the tables are turned?  Is Preston sissy enough to fill her heels?

Cross-dressing submissive males beware.  Dominant women can be found in places you would never expect and there is a fine line between secretly cross dressing yourself and becoming a permanent sissy maid.  Coming out of the closet is one thing—being pulled out is quite another.  If you enjoy submitting to authoritative women or you simply need to be put in your place then this is required reading for you.  Sonja Says--you will obey!


The Maid's Fury 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00BI55HNG

Enjoy the lure of female supremacy in the erotic novels of Lady Lisa Rose Farrow.  Explore the taboo sensations of revenge, lust, as well as a world of cross dressing, Femdom, and bondage.  Lady Farrow indulges her reader in a blend of erotic Femdom reality and erotic S/M fantasy that is her trademark.  Drawing on her own experiences Lady Lisa Rose details a life of feminine superiority that leaves superior women satisfied and sissy males yearning for conquest.

Of course when Lisa Farrow is around submission is always demanded, expected and encouraged.  In the continuation of her novel The Maids Maid you’ll learn what happens to maid Sheila and maid Nora.  In a final confrontation with Lady Camilla you’ll be surprised at the outcome as the full fury of a dominant woman is unleashed.  Return with Lady Lisa Rose Farrow back to a place of decadent feminine superiority in The Maid’s Fury.

[image: The Maid's Fury]


The Maid's Maid 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B0085ZCTLA 

A lady scorned, a rich Aunt, a secret society of dominant women and a large estate in need of servants all await Lisa Rose Farrow’s would be beau.  In this scintillating S/M erotica adventure you’ll find out what happens when the needs of a submissive cross dresser meet the fury of a spurned woman who is in a position to control his every action.

Lisa Rose Farrow takes revenge for every woman who has ever waited in vain for that special guy to ask her out.  After high school graduation her path crosses again with Charles—the object of her unrequited love.  She finds that she is now over him but it is payback time for Charles when she discovers his submissive side.

Tutored by her Aunt Millie while working as her maid, Lisa Rose has become an expert Dominatrix and now spares no mercy taking out her frustrations on hapless Charles!

[image: The Maid's Maid]
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