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PREFACE.  For Heather

It is not unusual for women to be sexually abused in the workplace.  Hardly a day goes by without word of another male taking advantage of a female while she is at work.  Yes the work environment for women has improved over the years but we still are commonly subjected to unwanted sexual attention that men never have to deal with.

A friend of mine--Miss Heather Shane--recently quit her job because after enduring months of unwanted sexual attention from her boss she refused to be a victim any longer.  She now works for a female owned company and she has never been happier.

Her story has been repeated by many women in the workplace.  It does give a lady wonder to ponder a better solution for the situation than to quit her job.


PROLOGUE.  Miss Heather Shane

It occurred to me that if I had worked with Heather that things may have turned out differently for her.  She is far too nice to do anything about a bad work situation.  Heather is what you might call a very good girl.  I am not.

I would have handled things differently in an office that was ruled by an incompetent male.  My experience has been that males who take advantage of women in the workplace are generally trying to make up for their own lack of sexual prowess.  If they really knew how to attract a woman then they wouldn’t have to rely on the workplace situation to do so.  That’s why they need to prey on defenseless women.

I’ve always had an interest in becoming a photographer.  In the age of digital photography and selfies there isn’t quite the opportunity that there used to be in the field but there is still fun to be had.  I sincerely doubt that glamour photography will ever go out of style because it is far too entertaining of an experience.  Who doesn’t like the thrill of dressing up for a photo shoot?  Nothing flatters a girl like having our picture taken!

In Sissy Glamour Shots I get my opportunity to work with Heather in a photography studio and to put things straight with her misbehaving male supervisor—an errant manager named Brendan.  Unlike the typically sexually abused employee I think that you’ll find out that things turn out quite differently for Heather.

Both Dominant Women and eager submissive males are invited to come into the photo studio with me and see firsthand what can happen to a disrespectful male finding himself at the mercy of a truly Dominant Woman.


CHAPTER 1.  Desperate Employment

I always wanted to be a photographer.  There is something about capturing people in their best light that I find appealing.  To be clear I’m talking about a particular kind of photography.  I thought that my services would be in great demand for taking classy high fashion photos.  At least that’s what they said when I enrolled in college.  While I studied I imagined myself in Paris taking pictures at elegant fashion shows.  

You might think that being a photographer is easy work but you’d be wrong.  I studied for several years to become an accomplished professional photographer.  It was hard work.

Once I graduated my biggest problem was getting started.  I soon learned that there aren’t many openings for an inexperienced photographer.  There were entry level options but none of them were very exciting.  The paparazzo life was not for me.  I couldn’t imagine myself running after celebrities for a photo.  I couldn’t work in the news business either because there isn’t any money anymore in photojournalism.  No, the best option for a beginning photographer is to open her own photo studio.

Unfortunately since I didn’t have enough money to open my own place I had to go looking for work at an established studio.  They failed to mention any of the business side of photography at the college I attended at great cost to learn all about the art of snapping pictures.  I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised.

After numerous rejections I found myself becoming quite desperate.  Even though I was at rock bottom I couldn’t bring myself to be sentenced to taking pictures of small children at the local mall.  That was how I wound up at Eve’s Boudoir Photography—a small studio on the north edge of town.  The studio specialized in making portfolios for would-be starlets and middle-aged housewives who wanted to show husbands that they still looked young and sexy.

There were many reasons that I chose to work at Eve’s not the least of which was the elaborate stockpile of glamour outfits that were available for clients to use.  There was a huge room filled with racks and racks of dresses, skirts, blouses, nightgowns and lingerie.  In addition there were other racks that had a wide assortment of fantasy costumes.

Also in the room was a wide array of props.  There were things like boots, hats purses and many other items that could be used to accessorize a client.

Finally there were wigs in various colors and breast forms and hip pads in all sorts of sizes.  The variety would assure that a client could be enhanced to look like just about any sensual woman she cared to appear to be.

I assumed that the studio must have been involved in theater productions and that the place had closed down leaving everything behind.  There was even furniture, equipment and various backdrops that could be used to create fantasy locations.  What a delightful windfall for the studio!

Such an opulent selection of potential props was a dream come true for a budding glamour photographer.  Only a very profitable business could afford to stock so many items.  The size of the selection indicated to me that Eve’s was a very successful business. It wasn’t Paris but I decided that it was about as close as I was going to get at the time.

There were only three of us working at the place.  The owner—a guy named Brendan and a girl named Heather.  You should know that there was no girl named Eve at the studio.  There never was.

I found out later that the use of the name was simply a marketing gimmick.  Brendan thought if he used the name Eve for the studio he would get more customers.  Women seeking glamour photography are generally more comfortable with female photographers.  I guess he paid a consultant big money to find that out for him so he used the name.  Had I been around at the time I could have saved him big bucks because the marketing firm had only stated the obvious.

Anyway Heather did most of the work.  She was receptionist, secretary and she was also in charge of sets and proofs from shoots.  Heather was studying to be a photographer at a junior college and she thought that working in the studio would help her prepare for the position.

Heather also had experience as a makeup artist.  Part of her job was transforming clients into the fantasy that they desired for their photo.  Judging by the pictures that hung in the studio Heather was good at what she did—a true professional who was probably underutilizing her talents by working in such a small studio.

It seemed to me that Brendan took advantage of that.  Poor Heather had to greet the client and assist the client in selecting an outfit and then help the client get dressed.  Then she acted in the role of makeup artist.  At the same time she prepared the set for the shoot.  That meant she had to set up backdrops and position furniture or other items so that the camera would have them in the shot.

I was immediately impressed with her.  She was simply amazing to be able to do all of that while answering phones and setting appointments with clients.

While Brendan was the owner I’m not sure what his role really was since I was hired to take the pictures.  He seemed far too young to hold own a studio and hold the position of owner.  His squeaky somewhat feminine voice only made him seem that much more out of place.

Heather said that his mother had given him money to open the studio.  Heather said that he was not doing a very good job of running the place.  Not only was he not making any money he was behind on his lease and he was close to being forced out of business.

According to Heather his job was to oversee production.  To me it appeared that his main job function was to ogle the women who came in the front door and then to take long breaks.  Perhaps that explained the financial status of the business.

I should have known that things weren’t exactly what they seemed to be.  When I accepted the position of photographer Heather had told me that Brendan didn’t take too many pictures so I was actually happy that I would be the only real professional photographer at work in the place.

My first day on the job was unusual to say the least.  Brendan gave me a sinister grin when he explained that it was tradition for new hires to be put through a glamour shot session before they started working.

I looked over at Heather for her confirmation of the strange practice.  She sheepishly shook her head confirming what he had said.  When we made our way back to the props area she whispered in my ear.

“All of the girls hired here had to do it.  Just go along with him and you’ll be fine.”

With that she went off to work on the set.  When Brendan and I entered the wardrobe room he stood back and took a long look at me.  His stare was discomforting—it seemed like he was mentally undressing me rather than deciding on a glamour shot theme.

He made great theater out of searching through several racks of clothing.  He held several dresses up against me but then shook his head.  Finally he found something that he thought was perfect for me.  I was appalled.

“This has your name all over it dear.  You’ll look simply marvelous in it.  I can’t wait to see you in all of your glory.”

He handed me a rather skimpy leather romper.  It was a bodysuit like garment seemingly with a mission to cover as little skin as possible.

While I stood in shock holding it he continued to rummage through things until he found a pair of thigh high leather boots with ridiculously high stiletto heels.  He handed the boots to me with a smile and pointed to the dressing room.

“Everything you’ll need is in there.  Help yourself to the makeup—it should be severe to go with the theme—and come out when you’re ready.”

Without waiting for a response he turned and left me alone to contemplate turning myself into a strict looking Dominatrix.  Before I could step into the dressing room Heather came in holding—of all things—a black leather riding crop.

She tried to comfort me.

“I know exactly how you feel.  Don’t worry Lisa.  He really does take photos of all his employees.  Did he put on his act of looking through all of the outfits to find that for you?”

“Yes…”

“He does that to all of the girls.  He always comes up with the same outfit after he teases you.  He put me in an outfit just like that too.  He estimated your size at your interview and he bought your outfit just for you.  I guess he has a thing about leather.  After today you won’t have to humiliate yourself like that again so just try to manage to get through it.”

She held out the riding crop for me to take.

“Bring this with you when you come out for the shoot.  It’s part of the set.”

She smiled and left me alone to change.


CHAPTER 2.  Dressing

I quickly discovered that it’s not easy to put on a leather bodysuit—particularly one that has little modesty.  After I stripped naked I had difficulty pulling the garment on.  It wasn’t until I had wiggled it up to my waist that I realized that the thing had only a tiny thin leather strip that masqueraded as a thong.

Even though I was wearing a thong panty things still didn’t fit right.  So I had to take the thong off in order for the bodysuit to look and fit right.  Then I had to start over again with the leather outfit.

I had to pull the garment up tight in order to cover my breasts and snap the leather collar around my neck.  The result was that the leather strip between my legs did a minimal job of covering my womanhood and it was buried deep into my buttocks.

I struggled with the stiletto boots but fortunately they had more stretch in them than the leather romper had.  When I finally had them on I found myself fatigued by the effort it had taken to wiggle into the attire.  I wanted to see how I looked so I stepped in front of the full length mirror that was on the back wall of the dressing room.

When I looked in the mirror I couldn’t believe what I saw.  I had never envisioned myself to be a sexy Dominatrix but that was exactly what I was.  The leather barely covered my breasts while the tightness of the garment plumped up my bustline.  My normally discreet breasts were pronounced and lewdly protruding out in a most enticing fashion.

Worse than that my hips were fully exposed all the way up to my waist.  I wanted to fold my hand in front of me to gain a semblance of modesty.  Then I turned to see how I looked from behind.

I may well have been naked for all the coverage the tiny strap that was in my butt crack provided.  I would be extremely uncomfortable parading around the studio looking like that.  I can only say that the complete effect was blatantly obscene. There was definitely no placement of my hands that could possibly make me look modest.

I decided that if I had to appear like that I might just as well go all in for the look.  So I sat down at the small vanity that was in the room and used the makeup that was there to apply the strict look that Brendan had asked for.

When I finally picked up the riding crop and stood once again in front of the full length door mirror I hardly recognized myself.  The woman that looked back at me was more suited for an S and M shop than for a glamour photography studio.

I wasn’t at all used to walking in stiletto heels so when I opened the door to the dressing room and headed down the hallway to the photo studio I took tiny steps.  I could feel my hips swaying with every step and the tight leather against my crotch made me self-conscious of it.

The leather also had an alarming effect on me.  By the time I came to the studio I was quite aroused and totally embarrassed by my flushed face.  I took a deep breath and stepped inside for my photo shoot.


CHAPTER 3.  Glamour Shots

If I had been surprised by the attire it was nothing compared to the surprise I had when I entered the photography studio.  When I walked in I stood there dumbfounded trying to take in the bizarre setting that had been prepared for my photo shoot.

Brendan was busy setting up several cameras so he paid no attention to me when I walked into the room.  Instead he was absorbed in the task of positioning a tripod.

That was the only thing that appeared to be normal on the set.  Heather had changed her clothes since I had seen her last and she was wearing an extremely revealing French maid uniform.

Her tiny rather obscene garment barely covered her bottom and it clearly revealed stocking tops, garter tabs and a string panty that had absolutely no success in covering her buttocks.  It had a peasant neckline that showed as much if not more cleavage than I was presenting.

Her tiny waist was accentuated by a white lace apron.  She had a lacy white cap on her head with ribbons that dangled down to her shoulders.  She was wearing a blonde wig that frankly made her look like a bimbo.  Her whorish makeup didn’t help any either.  Smokey eyes and ruby red lipstick are perfect for seduction but they aren’t exactly domestic maid necessities.  While I stood there watching she was struggling to move around in a pair of stiletto heels while she was working on the set.

What a set it was!  The backdrop was going to be leather paddles, whips, chains and other assorted items that I was completely unfamiliar with.  There was a straight backed wooden chair perfectly positioned so that the backdrop would be clearly visible if someone was sitting on it.

My first instinct was to run for my life.  However my legs didn’t seem to want to move.  Perhaps they were influenced by the tingling between my legs or by simple curiosity.  I have no idea why I stayed.

When Brendan noticed me standing there he came over to me and greeted me with a lecherous grin.

“My, my you look wonderful Miss Farrow.  Your outfit becomes you.”

Against my will my face flushed an even deeper shade of red.  I wanted to slap him for his clearly sensual greeting but I refrained from it.  After all I needed the job.

Instead I purred a response in my most carnal voice.

“I see you know how to show a girl a good time Brendan.  I presume that I’ll get to use this crop on you?”

It was his turn to flush red.  I felt vindicated.

Before the day ended it was Brendan that would have the last laugh.  I was expecting him to take a few pictures and then the ordeal would be over.  Was I ever wrong about that!

Instead Brendan spent a full ten hours taking what I can only describe to be humiliating photos of the two of us in suggestive poses.  He carefully positioned us before he would tell us to hold it and then he would implore us to make particular facial expressions before the camera would flash.

Our positions started out seemingly innocent enough.  I was seated on the chair and my maid was serving me tea.  Then I was watching her while she carried a serving tray over to me. 

The scenes progressed from there.  By lunch time I was standing over Heather holding my riding crop while she was scrubbing the floor.  For that photo Brendan wanted me to be perfectly positioned so he put his hands on my hips and turned me slightly.

I found the whole affair to be terribly sexist.  Clearly he was taking advantage of the situation for his perverted pleasure.  Since I needed the work there was nothing that I could do about it.  So against my better judgement I allowed the camera to continue to capture the scene.

While I posed the tiny leather strap kept me interested by gently tugging at an intimate place in a manner that no respectful woman would ever admit to.  Of course I’ve never been accused of being respectable.

At least I was spared one indignity.  When Brendan ordered lunch and the delivery boy arrived it was Heather who had to greet the driver in her French maid outfit.  I could overhear their conversation.  The poor boy was encouraged by her provocative outfit and made every effort to persuade Heather to go out with him.  To her credit she stood steadfast against his amorous assault.


CHAPTER 4.  Baby Oil

After lunch things became much more sensual.  I was photographed admiring the backdrop of sadistic implements.  Then I was posed holding a leather paddle looking at it with what Brendan called “My dreamy bedroom eyes”.

He couldn’t have possibly known that my bedroom eyes were the result of what was going on down below.  By mid-afternoon I was so excited I would have jumped on him and rode him to orgasm if only I had the nerve to do so.

Instead I tried to put all of my attention on my modeling.  I willingly posed for him without regard to a drop of decency or modesty.  When he told me to hold my chest out I did so and when he told me to show my buttocks to the camera I didn’t object.  The camera clicked away constantly from every angle imaginable.

Towards the very end of the shoot he had me sit in the wooden chair and take Heather over my knees.  He wanted to photograph me like I was spanking her bottom with the leather paddle.  There was no need to do much to expose her bottom because her dress was so short and her string panty left nothing to the imagination.

When I took her over my knees He explained that he didn’t want me to actually hit her so instead he took out a large makeup brush and turned her bottom red using blush.  I wasn’t sure if he was trying to spare her the paddling or if he was just trying to obscenely touch her so close to her private area.

Regardless of his intent I could tell by her musk scent that Heather was just as turned on by the proceedings as I was.  Brendan snapped dozens of pictures of me supposedly paddling her bottom like she was a naughty little girl.  Perhaps we were both very naughty girls that day.

When his sadistic voyeurism finally came to end Heather and I were both exhausted.  Brendan thanked us for our time and told us we could both report for work first thing in the morning.

There was one more surprise in store for me.  When I pulled the leather romper down and the thin strap between my legs was removed my arousal got the best of me.  Freed of the constraint of the strap and teased by it for a full day without my consent my body took over and the feeling that I had deep inside bubbled to the surface.

The sensuality of the day overcame me.  Without any effort at all on my part I had the most wonderful orgasm I had ever felt.

It was immediately apparent that the leather had chafed me in a most intimate place.  When I touched myself to try and sooth the feeling a second orgasm welled up and left me sitting at the vanity gasping for breath.

I wasn’t sure if Brendan had realized what he had done to me but I was so aroused by the sensation that I had a difficult time walking home.  When I finally arrived home I immediately began to rub baby oil on my irritated skin in a vain attempt to sooth the sensation.

It didn’t work.  Two more orgasms followed before I passed out from exhaustion lying naked on my bed with one hand still fondling my sex.


CHAPTER 5.  Next Day Of Work

That next morning the tingling feeling between my legs hadn’t changed very much.  The leather had done quite a number on my private parts.  When I tried to put a pair of panties on the soft fabric caressed my sensitive areas and my body cried out for sexual relief.  Because of the erotic feeling I finally decided to wear a skirt and blouse combination with a pair of sandals without any panties.

That gave me sufficient enough relief to get to work.  When I arrived I found Heather squirming uncomfortably in her reception chair and a new client waiting for me in the sitting area. 

I thought it was odd the way that Heather was dressed.  She was wearing a classic childish Lolita outfit.  Her short white ruffled dress with pink ribbons and white stockings with white Mary Jane’s made her look like a little girl.

Her attire didn’t seem to be at all professional though the more I thought about it maybe it was appropriate for a fantasy photo studio.  I made a mental note to talk to her later in the day about her outfit.

She certainly wasn’t comfortable in the attire.  She appeared to be squirming like a little girl who needed to use the little girl’s room.  From the look on Heather’s flushed face she was in the same sexually aroused condition that I was.  Clearly Heather was still feeling the aftereffects of the previous day’s photo session.

When Brandon passed by I could see him looking at us with a knowing smirk on his face.  The pervert!  I think that he knew exactly what he had done to both of us.  Had I not been so aroused by my condition I would have smacked him right across his grinning mouth.

Instead I found that my burning desire helped motivate me to work.  I felt sexy and I wanted to bring out the same feeling in my first patron on the job.  So I brought the new client back to the dressing area and began a steamy day of lusty photography.

I tried to ignore Brendan when he came into the photo studio to see how things were going.  It was about all of the control that I could muster with the bawdy tease that was going on between my legs.

When I finished near midday with my customer I went straight to the dressing room, closed the door, lifted my skirt and quickly brought myself to an intense orgasm.  While my breathing slowly returned to normal I heard the door on the other dressing room open and close and then through the wall I could faintly hear Heather moaning in exotic pleasure.  Darn that Brendan!

There were no other customers that day.  By quitting time I could see by the glassy look on Heather that she was in about the same condition that I was.  I couldn’t wait to get home and relieve myself over and over again.


CHAPTER 6.  Mercy Me

Mercifully by the next day my erotic itch had subsided.  For the first time since my glamour shoot I was able to think straight without a compelling desire to enthusiastically orgasm my brains out.

I finally had a chance to talk with Heather about her attire.  Her dress on the second day was strange just like it had been the day before.  She was wearing a tight pink hobble skirt with a sheer spandex blouse that revealed just about everything a guy might want to know about a woman.  Her heels made the whole outfit ridiculously impractical for office work.  Or for that matter impractical for anything else.

I wondered what the tight skirt was doing to the private area between her legs.  If she was still sensitive down there her skirt would only make things worse.  Before I had a chance to say a thing she handed me a binder.

“Lisa, Brendan told me to give you a copy of the office dress code.  He said to tell you that he expects you to carefully observe all of the rules starting tomorrow.”

I smiled.  When Brendan hired me he hadn’t said a word about a dress code.  I opened the binder and gazed in horror at the requirements that he had set down for his female employees.

Simply put in summary we were required to wear a different costume suitable for a glamour photo session each day to work.  Each costume had to be sexually themed and highlight a particular body feature.  Short skirts, plenty of cleavage, sexy heels and provocative makeup were appropriate and expected.  Dominatrix attire was preferred though hooker, Geisha and Lolita were acceptable.  I felt my face flush.

You may be wondering why I didn’t just quit on the spot.  I was certainly tempted to do so but my overdue rent payment prevented me from making such a hasty decision.  I looked straight at Heather.

“You’ve got to be kidding me!”

She seemed confused.

“He didn’t tell you about the dress code?  I thought that you knew all about it.”

I wondered if that was a sideways slap at my attire.  I was wearing a rather short skirt but it was only because I had felt so sexy when I dressed that morning.  Did she think that I was dressed like a hooker?  I put the thought aside.

“I can’t believe it.  I won’t dress like that…”

“It is his business.  He says that the customers like us wearing fantasy costumes.  He says it makes them feel more comfortable and willing to explore their own photo fantasies.”

“Yes, but…”

“I can assure you that Brendan is very particular about our attire.”

“I’ll just bet that he is.  But…”

“Don’t say anything about the dress code.  That’s what Denise said before…”

“Heather who is Denise?”

“She was our previous photographer—the girl that you replaced.”


CHAPTER 7.  Wonder Woman

I hadn’t asked about the previous photographer and why she had left for other work.  It was a mistake on my part during my job interview.  I made a mental note never to make the same mistake again.

“Heather, why did Denise leave?”

“Just like all of the rest she couldn’t bring herself to follow all of the rules.”

“The rest?”

“That’s right, the rest.  We’ve had a long list of female photographers here.  Most of them only lasted a short time.  Generally they wouldn’t follow the rules.  I told them to do what I do to get around them but they still don’t last very long.”

If she had a way to skirt the rules I wanted to know about it.

“How do you get past the rules?”

“Not really past the rules, I just live with them.  I’d be embarrassed to come to work in some of the outfits I have to wear so I often dress casually and then change in one of the changing rooms when I get here.  That way nobody sees me outside of the shop.  Brendan seems to understand.  He leaves outfits for me every morning.”

Based on the attire I had seen her wearing I could understand why she did that.  I could understand why Brendan was helping her too.  He had turned her into his own private Barbie Doll and he was obviously enjoying playing a game of dress-up.

I realized that if I was to survive more than a few days on the job I’d probably have to do the same thing.

“Tell me more about Denise.”

“Things were really slow around here so we had to pose for Brendan while he practiced his photography.”

“Pose?”

“Yes, pose, just like the contract says.  You know, when there are no customers we have to pose for Brendan.  He can be kind of kinky and he had us doing some really bizarre things.”

“Bizarre things?  Like what?”

“Just a little bit of girl on girl type stuff.  For example at one session he had me spank her bottom then he had us dressed in sheer baby doll nightgowns making out in bed.  Of course it was all for fun but it kind of upset Denise.”

“I can’t imagine why…”

“After that Denise became all indignant and she started to resist his orders.”

“That sounds like a lot to ask of an employee.  Why didn’t you leave?”

“I was the first to sign a contract so I can’t leave.  But before he hired you the photographers didn’t sign a contract so they were all free to go.  Besides I’ve always wanted to be an actress.  I studied acting in school but I was never able to land a part.  The job allows me to act.  I’ve pretended to be a maid, a housewife, a Dominatrix, a sultry vixen and all sorts of other roles all for the camera.

Acting is all fantasy just like what we do here at Eve’s Boudoir Photography.  I’ll admit that some of the shoots are a little bit racy but that’s acting too.  All the starlets do this sort of thing.  The Hollywood casting couch is legendary isn’t it?  A girl has to do what a girl has to do.  I realize that this is not Hollywood but for me it’s the next best thing.”

My mind drifted to the contract for a moment.  The money was so good that I hadn’t really looked at the papers that I had signed.  I would have to do that after work.

Then I just had to know.

“So Heather, what did Brendan have Denise do that finally caused her to leave?”

Heather blushed a deep red.

“He had this fantasy.  I was dressed up like Catwoman and she was dressed up like Wonder Woman.  She was dressed like the original Wonder Woman—you know the skimpy outfit that displays your boobs…”

“I get the idea.”

“My leather outfit was so tight that Denise had to help me get into it…”

“I know what Catwoman looks like.”

“Well, he shot a series with the two of us pretending to fight.  Eventually Denise, I mean Wonder Woman, ended up sitting in a chair all tied up and struggling to get free.  She was tied up so tight that all she could do was wiggle and moan in an attempt to escape.  The camera clicked away while Wonder Woman squirmed herself into exhaustion—all captured on Brendan’s camera.”

“That doesn’t sound so bad.”

“It wasn’t until Brendan told me to unmask Wonder Woman.”

“Unmask?”

“That’s what he called it.  Unmask.  Denise was exceptionally well-endowed and I just know that Brendan had been wanting to see everything for himself.  A girl can tell.  He had that look about him.  On that day he wasn’t shy about asking.  He told me to take her top down and expose her breasts for the camera.”

There was a long pause.

“Did you do it?”

“Yes, of course.  I was under contract.  Wonder Woman, I mean Denise, screamed all sorts of obscenities at Brendan while he took a series of topless pictures of her.  I couldn’t help myself, it was so funny to see Wonder Woman humiliated like that.  I laughed at her too.

I’ll bet the pictures were great, though I’ve never seen them.  I suppose that Brendan has them in his private collection.  Can you just imagine Catwoman laughing at Wonder Woman’s helpless plight?  Such an evil plot!”

She giggled at her recollection.  I smiled on the outside but I had a sinking feeling on the inside.

“What happened after that?”

“Brendan left us alone so that I could free Denise.  She was so angry that she just pulled her costume back up and stalked right out of the studio never to return.  I can only imagine what people thought seeing Wonder Woman driving her car down the street.

Poor Denise.  I guess that she never realized what she was getting into.”


CHAPTER 8.  Binding Contract

That evening I rummaged through my desk looking for the papers that I had signed when I took the position at the studio.  I read the whole thing several times hoping that somehow I had misread it.  To my horror that was not the case.

Most of it was complicated mumbo jumbo but hidden in the middle of all the gobbledygook was verbiage that I had never suspected.

Employee agrees to dress code specified by the studio.  As such employee agrees to themed attire of a sexual nature at all times while on the job.

At the discretion of the studio employee agrees to participate in sexually themed photo shoots both in and out of costume.

The verbiage went on and on.

No slacks are allowed.  Skirts and dresses are always to be worn above the knee…Maximum cleavage is to be displayed at all times…Employee should expect a certain amount of groping and fondling…

There was much more to the contract detailing the type of required costumes as well as what constituted sexually themed and what constituted acceptable fondling.  According to the terms basically every type of fondling was acceptable.  I had even given him permission to order me to masturbate myself in front of the camera!

I had never heard of such sexual implication in an employment contract before.  There was no doubt about it.  Brendan was a real dickhead if ever there was one.  The terms were perhaps suitable for a Vegas strip show girl or a pornographic film star but certainly not for a photographer.  I was appalled.

It was as bad as it could possibly be.  Even worse the iron clad contract had a term of 5 years and was automatically renewable at the whim of the studio.  I was trapped.


CHAPTER 9.  Juvenile Fun

Brendan seemed to realize that he had me where he wanted me because he gave me an amused grin that next day when I reported for work.  He took a long look at me when he passed me on the way to his office.

For a third straight day I conformed to the required dress code—previously by accident but this time on purpose.  I wore my shortest pink miniskirt with a sheer pink blouse.  If he wanted to be teased then until I could find a way out of the contract that’s precisely what I intended to do with him.

I was a bit shocked when I saw how Heather was dressed that morning.  I found her wearing a French maid uniform complete with cap and apron.

“Heather why are you dressed like that?”

“Brendan often asks me to wear my French maid uniform.  I think he has a thing for women in uniform.  Has he measured you for your maid uniform yet?”

“Measure me?  No why would he do that?”

“He provides some of our outfits and he is particular about maid uniforms.  He says he likes them to fit just right so that we make a good impression.”

She made an impression alright.  Her hem was so short that her ruffled panties were visible from behind and her cleavage was amply displayed.  She definitely had the slutty maid look perfected.  Clearly Heather was eye-candy for Brendan whether she realized it or not.

The phone rang and Heather answered before she spoke to me again.

“Brendan wants to see you in dressing room 1.”

Had I known the reason why Brendan wanted to see me I certainly would have refused to go.  But I still needed the work and he was the boss.

When I entered the room he told me to close the door.  Then he pulled out a seamstress tape measure from his pocket.

“I’m going to measure you for your custom maid uniforms.  I provide all of my employees with uniforms so that they can dress alike on certain days.  Hold still.”

I guess he caught me by surprise.  All I could do was stand there while he measured every part of my body with the tape.

He started with my head, measuring carefully for my cap.  Then he measured the width of my mouth before working his way down to my neck.

He continued thoroughly sizing me up.  He took his time measuring my waist, hips and bust before casually recording the measurements on a pad of paper.  Then he measured from my ankle to my crotch, from my crotch to my waist and then the distance between the nipples of my breasts.

Even though all he was doing was measuring me I felt so violated.  I had never been groped and fondled so much under the guise of a garment fitting.  Just when I came to my senses and started to protest Brendan announced that he had everything that he needed and that I could go back to work.

If I thought the worst was over I was in for a big surprise the following morning.


CHAPTER 10.  School Days

When I arrived at the studio the next morning Heather immediately ushered me into a dressing room.

“We don’t have any clients today and Brendan says he wants to do a photo shoot.  Here, put this on and put your hair up while I change in the next room.”

She went out the door while I looked at the garment that she had handed me.  After what had happened the day before I expected to be wearing something outrageously sexy.  Instead I found myself slipping into a dowdy black skirt and white blouse combo that made me look like an old fashioned school teacher.

Perhaps getting far too much into the fantasy I put my hair up in a bun completing the image of an authoritative educator.  I even found a barrette on the vanity to keep my hair in place.  I touched up the look with makeup that was also on the vanity giving myself the perfect look of a stern instructor.  I had no idea why I was dressing like that but I found the fantasy to be a bit of excitement.

My big surprise came when I exited the dressing room.  Heather was waiting outside dressed up like a sexy school girl.  She looked absolutely juvenile.  She wore a short plaid skirt, a white see-thru blouse, white socks and shiny black Mary Jane shoes.  She had put her long hair into pigtails and had made herself up with pink lip gloss and pink blush.  Had I not known her, I could have easily mistaken her for a young teen on her way to school.

I didn’t have time to comment.  She took me by the hand and led me towards the studio.

“Let’s go, Brendan is waiting for us.”

Indeed he was.  He had already set up the scene and the camera.  There were a couple of student desks and a teacher’s desk with a podium giving the studio the illusion of being a classroom.

What followed was a series of photos of Heather posing as a student while I lectured her.  The shoot seemed innocent enough though at the time I had no idea what use the pictures could possibly be.  I imaged that Brendan just had a fantasy of being a spectacular photo artist who could take magnificent pictures of even the most ordinary scenes.

I shouldn’t have become too complacent because I was appalled at what happened next.

Things became more intense when I was instructed to yell at Heather while pointing at her with a ruler.  Then she was standing in front of me with her head down while I continued to yell.

Brendan followed the action with his camera recoding everything.  Two tripods also were filming every moment.

Then I sat down in the teachers chair and was told to pull Heather over my lap.  Brendan gave me a wooden paddle and Heather’s skirt went up and her panties went down.

I should have been ashamed of what I did next.  I paddled Heather like an errant school girl while Brendan urged me to hit her harder.  While the paddle smacked against her bare bottom I became excited at the power that I was wielding over her.  No, I was not ashamed at all.  Instead I could feel the dampness between my legs and the quivering of something deep inside of me that shouldn’t have been responding at all.

When I finished turning Heather’s bottom a bright red I was instructed to lead her over to the corner.  There she stood holding her skirt up so that the camera could capture every angle of her humiliation.  Brendan applauded me for a job well done.


CHAPTER 11.  Moving In

In spite of how I had humiliated her in front of the camera Heather and I quickly became good friends.  Perhaps the common bond of working for a douche bag employer who paid us with peanuts did the trick.  Brendan may have thought that Heather was like some sort of Barbie Bimbo but I thought differently.  I saw a woman who was beautiful, intelligent and personable.  Whatever it was that drew us together we were soon sharing details about not only the studio but our personal lives too.

I couldn’t believe that such an attractive gifted young woman was not only single but completely unattached.  We commiserated together over our situation.  We agreed that no matter how hard we tried girls like us simply never seemed to find the right guys to bring into our lives.

Heather’s struggles to become an actress had led her to work at the studio for a paltry sum of money.  So she was struggling to pay for a tiny apartment.  She confided to me that she was late on her rent payments and that she was just a few days away from eviction.  I was in a similar position.

Heather’s apartment was several blocks away from the studio so she had to walk quite a distance in order to get to work.  My apartment was much closer to the studio requiring just a short walk.

We both came to the same conclusion simultaneously.  If we lived together we could split the rent and then there would be plenty of money for the two of us.  I actually had two bedrooms in my apartment that were empty.  Not so much because I wanted them but because it was the only apartment I could find that was available when I looked.  So I had plenty of room.  That was how Heather came to share my apartment and how we both managed to survive on the meager wages paid by the studio.

From that point on we would be friends forever held together by common interests.  Since we were both the same size we even shared wardrobes.  That was particularly convenient for me because of the unusual dress code at the studio.  It meant that I didn’t have to buy any bizarre costumes in order to look the part of whatever fantasy our peculiar boss had in mind for the day.

I mean really!  Imagine the indignity of having to own attire that could make you look like a cheerleader, schoolgirl, Catwoman, Wonder Woman, Raggedy Anne, and a maid along with a dozen or so other outfits all designed to fully display my female attributes in order to fulfill the fantasy of a leering employer.

We all have our dignity but we also have to put food on the table.  So I was resigned to comply with the demands of my employer, silly and demeaning as they were.


CHAPTER 12.  Maid Service

A few days later when I reported for work Heather told me that we had to get dressed for a photo shoot.  She told me that my outfit was in dressing room 2 and to get dressed right away because Brendan was waiting for us.

When I saw my French maid uniform for that first time I was taken aback.  Somehow the outfit didn’t seem so ridiculously slutty when I saw it on Heather.  Maybe that was because she was wearing it and not me.

The dress was form fitting leaving little to the imagination.  With a short hem that gave a peek at my stocking tops and frilly panties and with a plunging neckline the outfit was anything but modest.  The blonde wig that came with the attire was the final insult—I felt like a street walker getting ready for work.

Nevertheless once I applied my makeup and put on the ridiculously high heels I put on my best smile and stepped out of the dressing room.  I reasoned that if Heather enjoyed being on camera then I could enjoy being photographed too.

Heather was standing outside the room waiting for me wearing the identical outfit.  We must have looked like two slutty bimbos in search of a good time.

Brendan was waiting for us in the studio.  Like always there were props that had been put in place for the shoot.  The background was going to be a large brass bed, a nightstand and two chairs facing each other at the foot of the bed.  We stood between the chairs waiting for instructions from Brendan.  I was nervous while Heather seemed cool and calm.

Brendan pushed buttons starting up several of the cameras that were set up on tripods.  Then he pointed a handheld camera right at us.

“Okay girls, let’s get started.  Heather, give her a kiss.”

I was so startled by the order I failed to react when Heather gave me a big hug and a lewd wet kiss.  Her tongue probed inside of my mouth while--in what I have to say what was only a reflexive action--I returned her advance.

Our tongues intertwined while her hands probed my bottom.  Heather tasted like a sweet spring flower in all of its glory.  I found the whole interlude to be unsettling yet I was unable to control my carnal emotions.  I found myself making out with Heather with my own hands pulling her closer by her bottom until our bodies knitted together like two amorous teenage lovers kissing goodnight.

While we made out Brendan continued to film every last second of our lusty encounter.  I wanted to push Heather away but I found myself enjoying the sensuous pleasures of her advances.  She was soft and gentle.  Her moves were not like the mauling a girl usual receives from a guy.

Finally Heather pulled away.  She grinned at me no doubt admiring how she had forcefully taken me and awakened something deep inside of me.  My guilt told me that I shouldn’t be reacting like that to the touch of another woman.  I had never thought that another woman could have such an effect on me but there was no denying what she had done to me.  My heart pounded for more of her attentions.

My excitement built when Brendan ordered us to lie down on the bed.  She took my hand and led me back to the bed where we continued our lewd interlude.  I forgot about the cameras and concentrated on Heather and my own burning desire.  By the time Brendan ordered us on to the next scene I was so excited I would have done anything just to continue our session.  I certainly wasn’t ready for what happened next.


CHAPTER 13.  All Tied Up

We stood next to the bed.  Brendan hardly glanced at me.  Instead he looked at Heather before he pointed to one of the chairs.

“Put her there, you know what to do.”

She looked at me with a sly smile.

“Lisa sit down.  I’ll be with you in a second.”

I sat and watched while she went over to the night stand that was next to the bed.  I looked over at Brendan.  He was adjusting one of the cameras that was on a tripod.  I heard Heather move behind the chair where I was seated.  Brendan pointed his handheld camera at me.

In a quick move Heather took both of my hands by the wrists and pulled them behind me.  I know that I should have protested but in my aroused state I was in no condition to object to anything that Heather was doing to me.  Instead I lamely sat there while she bound my wrists together with what felt like cotton rope.

Then she moved in front of me and tied my feet together at the ankles and at my knees.  I had been held captive before by my feelings but never before had I been trussed up like a kidnap victim.

“Heather, what are you doing?  Stop right this instant!”

She giggled and looked at Brendan for instructions.

“Silence her.”

Heather giggled again and then went back to the night stand.  My eyes widened when she pulled out a black leather penis gag.  The phallus looked huge to me and when she approached me with it I started to protest in fear.

“Heather no!  Please don’t…”

She stuffed the phallic probe deep into my mouth and fastened the leather strap tight behind my head.  The flavor of the rubber penis was awful after the sweet taste of Heather.  The massive phallus pressed against the back of my mouth.  I had to suppress a gagging reflex.  My mouth was filled so I was effectively silenced.  I could grunt and moan but I was unable to speak.

Brendan put down his camera.  I was keenly aware that the cameras that were on tripods continued to record every second of what was happening.  He stood by the second chair and motioned to Heather.

“You’re next honey.  Have a seat.”

With the chairs facing each other I was looking right at Heather while Brendan went to work on her.  He was sure enjoying himself.  He beamed devilishly while he tied Heather up the same way she had done to me.

When he finished we were both identically tethered to our chairs completely helpless and silenced by the gags that were in our mouths.  Brendan stood back for a moment admiring his work.  He picked up the camera and pointed it in our direction.

“Okay girls, struggle for the camera.  I want to see you both wiggling trying to escape.  You are captives and need to get away before you are taken advantage of.”

Heather began to squirm and struggle.  Of course she was tied tightly in place so it was of no use for her to attempt to escape.  I suppose that she knew that but with her acting background it was easy for her to pretend that she had a chance.  I had no intention of giving Brendan the satisfaction of seeing me trying to wiggle my body like that for his viewing pleasure.

Brendan was disappointed in my performance.

“Lisa you need to be more demonstrative for the camera.  If not you’ll miss out on all of the fun.”

It occurred to me that my amusement had nothing to do with what was going on.  What he meant was that if I didn’t squirm for the camera then he would miss out on his sordid pleasure.

He stepped over to Heather and placed his hand on her thigh.  Heather stopped trying to escape and her eyes sort of glazed over.  His hands slowly worked their way up her thigh.  I heard Heather give a soft moan from beneath her gag.

Brendan stopped just before reaching a more private area.  He stepped behind her and reached in front of her lightly touching the top of her dress.  From where I was seated I could tell that he was about to pull her dress down revealing her breasts.  She made no effort to resist.  Instead she moaned in pleasure and gave the best little jiggle that she could like she was encouraging him on.

Just at that moment we heard a customer enter the shop.  Brendan moved away from Heather.

“Don’t go away girls, I’ll be right back.”


CHAPTER 14.  A Visitor

I could hear Brendan talking with the customer in the other room.  The customer was inquiring about a gift certificate for his wife for a glamour photo session.  He said that his wife was into fantasy and she would enjoy something sexy.

It was my chance to escape.  I started to squirm in an attempt to free myself.  Darn those ropes!  Heather had done an excellent job of restraining me.  After several minutes of straining against my bonds I had only succeeded in tiring myself out.  Now not only was I yearning with lust, my muscles were throbbing too.

Heather made no such attempt.  She simply sat there watching me struggle in frustration while waiting for Brendan to return.  I began to think that there was much more between her and her employer because she seemed to be enjoying the whole scene.

I had been so busy trying to free myself that I hadn’t been listening to the conversation that was going on in the adjoining room.  My attention was drawn back to the visitor when Brendan came back through the door to the studio—with the customer right behind him!

Now I was frantic in a futile attempt to try to free myself.  Again it was to no avail.  I couldn’t believe that Brendan had brought a complete stranger into the studio with the two of us tied up like we were.  I stopped trying to escape.  I helplessly listened to the conversation.

“Sure Steve we do sexual fantasy here.  In fact I was doing a session with these two ladies when you came in.”

I frantically shook my head no but Brendan paid no attention.

“These two ladies are lesbians.  Their sexual fantasy was to be working alone as maids when a burglar came in and tied them up before taking sexual advantage of them.”

“They’re lesbians?”

“Absolutely.  Here, take a look.”

Brendan picked his camera up and started showing Steve the pictures that he had taken.  I hadn’t thought about the prospect of the photos being seen by anyone other than Brendan.  I was embarrassed.  The potential customer was impressed.

“They sure went at each other didn’t they?  Wow, you did great work capturing every moment.”

“We do plenty of sexual fantasy here.  Perhaps you’d like to participate.  I’m sure you’d only add to the pleasure that these two ladies are experiencing.”

Brendan went over to Heather and stroked her thigh again.  The poor girl moaned in pleasure.

“Are you sure it’s okay for me to help?”

“Absolutely.  You’ll bring reality to the fantasy.”

Brendan stepped aside.  Steve brushed Heather’s thigh and she moaned once more.  Steve grinned and slowly moved his hands up her body to her breasts.  At that point Heather seemed comatose.  She was strapped in place with her eyes half closed, face flushed, in sheer bliss while the stranger groped her breasts.

Brendan picked his camera up again.

“Go ahead drop her top.”

Steve tugged at her bodice.  Heather made no attempt to resist.  Realizing that I was going to be next I started to frantically try to escape.  Brendan laughed at me.

“That’s much better Lisa.  Now you are getting the idea.”

Without thinking I tried to scream.  Of course with my penis gag in place nothing really came out—just a muffled sound that sounded more like a pleasure-seeking whimper than a scream of disapproval.  It only served to encourage Brendan.

Meanwhile the stranger had successfully bared Heather’s breasts.  He stroked her hardened nipples while she purred like a contented kitten beneath her penis gag.  Brendan interrupted the playful teasing.

“Steve do the other one.  She’s just begging for it.”

The stranger turned to me.  He placed his hands on my thigh precariously close to my love triangle.  My body betrayed me.  I tried to scream but another whimper beckoned him on.  I no longer had a desire to resist.  I wanted to surrender to his touch.

His fingers moved to my bust.  He fondled my nipples through my dress.  They delightfully hardened to his touch.  At that exact moment I heard the door to the shop open.

“Looks like I have another customer.  Come with me Steve and I’ll set you up with that gift certificate.”

The two guys left the room while I panted in sexual frustration.

Brendan came back in the room a few minutes later and quickly untied Heather.

“Ladies we have a customer and she wants to have her picture taken right now.  I’ll leave you two to get it done.  I’ve got to leave for an appointment.”

I couldn’t believe it!  Heather freed herself while Brendan left us alone.  Heather removed my gag and gave me a wet kiss before she untied me.  Then, still dressed up like French maids we did the photo shoot with the customer.

My mind was not on my work that afternoon.  All I could think of was the pleasure that I had been deprived of.  I wondered what would have happened had the customer not come through the door.  It had been a cruel tease that I would not soon forget.


CHAPTER 15.  Discovery

We had a client scheduled for the following morning.  Heather and I were both dressed up like maids again only this time we wore conservative uniforms more suitable for work at an expensive hotel.  When I came in I immediately began to set up for her photo shoot.  I felt that under the circumstances that the best thing that I could do would be to absorb myself in my work.

The client was one Mrs. Emma Steele.  She was a married woman who wanted sexy glamour shots for a present to her husband.  She arrived promptly at her scheduled time.  I took her to a dressing room and she changed into racy lingerie that she had brought with her.

While I skillfully took photos of Mrs. Steele Brendan left the building for one of his usual ridiculously long hour lunch breaks.

It was during the glamour shoot with Mrs. Steele that one wall in the photo studio caught my attention.  The wall was completely mirrored from top to bottom.  It made for interesting artistic value but for unknown reasons on that particular day I was suspicious of it.

The studio was immediately adjacent to Brendan’s office.  I suspected that the mirror had more devious purposes so when I finished with Mrs. Steele I went over to his office to check things out for myself.

At first I was happy that the wall in his office was solid drywall.  There was a closet on that wall but other than that there was nothing special about it.

I almost left it at that but the more I looked at the office the more the dimensions seemed off to me.  In other words the hallway from the studio to his office was noticeably longer than the size of both rooms put together.

That was what led me to open the closet door and make an astonishing find.  Behind the closet door was another room.  Worse than that my initial feeling was correct—the mirror was two-way and from inside the closet the studio was completely visible.

While I was working on glamour shots with clients it was clear that Brendan was watching everything from his secret room.  But it quickly got much more depraved than even that.

At the side of the room against the wall was a small desk.  On the desk were two flash drives.  One of the flash drives had my name on it and the other had Heather’s name on it.

On the wall opposite the two-way mirror was another desk.  I opened one of the drawers and it contained more flash drives similar to the flash drives that were on the first desk.  Each drive was clearly labeled with the name of a client that had been photographed.  At first I thought that Brendan was simply keeping copies of the photos that he was giving to clients.

Under the desk was a row of computers.  On the wall above the desk was an impressive array of computer monitors.  Curious about the monitors I turned them all on.  I immediately discovered that apparently there were multiple cameras throughout the studio including the reception area, photography area, dressing rooms and the powder rooms.

Any activity anywhere in the building could easily be observed from the hidden location.  I was furious when I realized that Brendan had probably observed me a few days earlier bringing myself to a lusty orgasm.  My suspicions were confirmed when I put the drive that had my name on it into a slot on one of the computers.

Brendan had made a complete obscene glamour photo portfolio of me!  There were dozens of pictures of me undressing, putting on the Dominatrix attire, paddling Heather and then finally a series of photos showing me masturbating myself in the dressing room.  I felt absolutely humiliated beyond description!

Then I looked into the second flash drive that had Heather’s name on it.  In it Heather was pictured in similar degrading poses.  He had her photographed undressing, serving me in her uniform, over my knee for her spanking and finally relieving herself in lustful orgasms back in her dressing room.

I pulled a couple of the flash drives from the desk drawer and checked them out on the computer.  On them I found pictures of clients in various stages of undress.  Brendan had captured every moment of client sessions from the dressing room, to the studio and then back to the dressing room again.  No private moment was safe.  Every single client had been photographed in various stages of undress!

Each folder on the drives had a description supposedly identifying the best feature of the model.  For instance one folder  was named Farrah Wells—Great Legs, while another was Deborah Pettington—nice ass.  All I could think of was what a pig that Brendan was!

Of course I couldn’t help myself.  I just had to know what Brendan thought of his employees.  Heather had a folder called Heather Shane—hot boobs while my photos were in a folder named Lisa Rose Farrow—sexy body.  For a moment I smiled at the flattery but then I became infuriated.  How dare him!

Just when I thought it couldn’t be worse I noticed that one of the monitors was showing an Internet site.  To my utter dismay the site, Eve’s Glamour Babes, was an online version of the photos that I had seen on the flash drives complete with video of all the women.  There was even a tab where all of the photos and videos could be ordered and downloaded from the site for a small fee.

I couldn’t believe the paltry amount of money it took to buy a picture of me in various stages of undress.  The least Brendan could have done was sell my respectability at a decent price.  The video Sexy Body Masturbating was selling for a mere pittance.  As if I didn’t already feel tawdry enough the pitiful price he had put on my modesty only served to make me feel cheap and slutty.

Enraged is not sufficient enough to describe the angry feeling that I had.  Clearly there was a need to put a stop to what Brendan was doing.  But I wasn’t sure yet what I could possibly do to put an end to his obscene ogling and degradation of innocent women.

I finally pulled myself together and left his office to contemplate what I could do about his shocking behavior.  I decided to talk to Heather and find out what she thought that we should do.


CHAPTER 16.  Evidence

When I told Heather what I had found she didn’t believe me.  It wasn’t until Brendan was safely out of the office and we both went into the secret room that she realized that I was right.  When she viewed the photos herself she realized what had been happening in the studio to unsuspecting women.

Just like I had been, at first she was embarrassed and humiliated by what she had seen.  Then she was angry.  Then I guess she realized that she had been filmed like she was a kind of starlet so she mellowed a bit.  It didn’t quite affect her like you would suspect.  I couldn’t believe what she said.

“It’s not that I mind him selling the photos, it’s just that I’m a professional and I should get royalties.”

“Heather that’s not the point!  He’s taken photos of us when we thought we were in private and he’s sold them out on the Internet!  We have to do something about it!”

“What would you suggest?  I mean we’re just employees here.  If we say something we’ll be fired!”

She was right about that.  We both needed the work and we couldn’t take a chance at losing our jobs.

I played the events that had happened back in my mind.  I was particularly upset about the photos he had taken of me in the Dominatrix attire.  Then it hit me.

“Heather he does have a thing about dominant women, doesn’t he?”

“Why yes.  He likes to see me in authoritative attire.  You know, teacher, nurse and dominatrix.  I think it turns him on.”

“It does seem to, doesn’t it?  He likes role-playing games too.  Perhaps we should indulge him.”

Heather smiled in approval.

“You know sometimes you have to cause trouble in order to end trouble.”

I couldn’t have agreed more.


CHAPTER 17.  Teaching A Lesson

That next morning we both arrived early so that we had time to set up the studio and get dressed.  There were no client appointments for the day so we had plenty of time to put our plan into action.  I wore my authoritative schoolmarm outfit—including my appropriate strict hairdo—while Heather was attired like a sexy nurse.  We arranged the studio to look like a classroom complete with teacher’s desk and a student’s desk.  We waited in the studio for Brendan to arrive.

I was seated at the teacher’s desk with Heather standing next to me when Brendan came in.  When he saw us he stopped with his mouth half open no doubt gaping with desire.  I didn’t give him time to gather his thoughts or to speak.

Instead I stood up and moved in front of the desk.  I was holding a small wooden paddle that Heather had found in the props room.

“Nurse Heather, the student has arrived late for class and she is out of uniform.  We’ll have to remedy this situation immediately.”

I waved the paddle through the air right in front of Brendan.  It seemed to get his attention.  I brandished the paddle again and he appeared to be mesmerized by the look of it.  It was exactly what I had wanted to do.

“You are out of uniform Brenda.  Strip right this instant!”

I waved the paddle again for emphasis.  Heather came over to him and helped him out of his shirt.  When she tugged at his belt he hesitated.  Another gesture of my paddle and he surrendered.  His pants quickly dropped to the floor.

Heather giggled when his undies came off.  By the firm look of him he was certainly enjoying the game.

“Take Brenda to the dressing room and put her in uniform.  Then bring her back here for her punishment.”

I emphasized the feminine connotation.  I wanted our little Brenda to understand that things were about to change.

When Heather finished with Brenda in the changing room she was a totally different person.  The brash Brendan had become a shy Brenda complete with a female school uniform that Heather had once worn.  She looked absolutely juvenile with the appearance of a contrite young school girl.  She wore a short plaid skirt, a white see-thru blouse, white socks and black Mary Jane’s.  Heather had put her into a blonde wig with pigtails and she had made her up with pink lip gloss and pink blush. 

Brenda’s face flushed a deep red as Heather led her by the hand back into our faux classroom.  It was precisely the effect that I was going for.  We had successfully changed roles from the game we had previously played.  Only this time I would be the teacher and it was Brenda who was about to be the chastised school girl while Heather was going to play the part of the nurse voyeur.


CHAPTER 18.  Spanking

When I pulled the chair out in front of the desk the look on Brenda was precious.  Up until that point I don’t believe that she realized what I was going to do with her.  Her eyes widened when Heather led her next to me and instructed her to go over my lap.

For a moment she resisted but I gave her a stern glare and she succumbed to my superior female authority.

“Nurse Heather, lower the naughty girl’s panties.”

With a giggle Heather carefully pulled Brenda’s panties down to her ankles.  Brenda gave a nervous wiggle on my lap but she stayed in position.  In my mind I pictured the room filled with flash drives containing photos and the Internet site with the lewd pictures.  Then I smacked Brenda’s bottom with the firmest stroke of the paddle that I could muster.

The loud crack caused Brenda to flinch and clench her buttocks cheeks together.  I paid no attention to her discomfort.  Instead I continued my assault with a flurry of hits that caused her to kick her legs while her bottom turned a lovely deep shade of scarlet red from the thrashing.

I suppose that turning the sissy bottom red should have been satisfaction enough.  But I wanted more than that.  Brenda pleaded for mercy but I continued to swing the paddle while she tried to evade the sting.

Her efforts were to no avail.  It wasn’t until she began to sob like a little child that I even slowed the pace of the swats.  She was sniffling like a penitent child when my arm finally grew tired and I finally stopped the onslaught.

Nurse Heather gleefully watched in full approval of the proceedings.  When I finished the thrashing Heather’s eyes grew wide in anticipation that further humiliation was in store for the sissy.  With Brenda sufficiently chastised I held the paddle against her crimson bottom.

“Brenda dear starting tomorrow you are going to be our new secretary and Heather will be my assistant.  Do you understand?”

There was a slight pause.  I raised the paddle to continue the lesson just when Brenda spoke.

“Yes, I understand.”

“Yes?  Yes what?”

“Yes Miss Lisa, I understand.”

“Very good.  You appear to be a quick learner.  I like that in a sissy girl.”


CHAPTER 19.  Naughty Girls

It wasn’t until Brenda had been lectured and paddled that Heather joined in on the fun.

“Lisa don’t you think that Brenda has been a real pain in the rear?  All of those flash drives and that Internet site!  She is such a naughty girl!”

“Agreed, but what should we do about that?”

Heather hardly needed any encouragement.  She knew exactly what we had planned and it was time for the grand finale.  She disappeared into the prop storage room and returned with a big smile while rolling out a hospital drip cart.  There was a white enema bag practically bursting with fluid hanging ominously from one of the hooks on the cart.

She slipped her hands into a pair of pink rubber gloves that had been on the cart.  Then she opened up a tube of anal lubricant that had been next to the gloves.  Brenda was still over my lap in a most humiliating position when Heather approached us with the cart.

“Brenda dear this is what happens to naughty girls who are a pain in the ass.”

With that she spread Brenda’s buttocks with one hand while she squirted the anal lubricant between them with the other.  Then she worked the fluid deep into Brenda’s rear opening while the sissy squirmed in a meager attempt to resist.

Satisfied with her work she suppressed a giggle while she lightly lubricated the pink nozzle that was attached to the white enema bag.  Then, with clinical precision, she slowly inserted the nozzle deep into the rectum of the sissy girl.  Brenda barely managed an insignificant protest.

“Please don’t…”

Maintaining a clinical voice Heather responded.

“Oh but I must sweetie.  You’ve been such a pain in the rear that I must remedy the situation for your own good.”

“Please I beg…”

She interrupted the pleading mid-sentence with a simple twist of the knob that had held the fluid in the enema bag.  Brenda immediately responded to the fluid invading her body.

“Oh please no…”

The sissy gave a wiggle of her bottom that appeared particularly girlish with her skirt raised up while the fluid slowly drained into her.  After a few moments Brenda finally stopped squirming, apparently resigned to her fate.

While the fluid continued to flow Heather took Brenda’s heels off and then took the sissy’s panties off.  Then she took a disposable diaper off the cart and slid it up over Brenda’s ankles.  Then she carefully put Brenda’s heels back on her feet.

Finally the enema bag emptied.  Heather left the nozzle in place while the fluid did its job.  We watched in silence while Brenda began to uncomfortably squirm. 

Finally Heather had mercy on the sissy and slowly removed the nozzle.  Almost at the same time she pulled the diaper up into place.  Brenda started to get up.  I decided that I wanted a bit of fun too.

“Not yet sissy girl, I didn’t give you permission.”

Brenda groaned in agony but kept her position on my lap.  Heather carefully pulled Brenda’s skirt back down into place.  I decided that we had enough fun for the time being.

“Brenda I think you’ve learned your lesson.  Remember we can do this again if you disobey us.  Now you may get up.”

Brenda stood up and then quickly bolted for the ladies room.  She looked silly running in her heels with her skirt swishing giving glimpses of her diaper along the way.  Heather beamed her approval.

“Do you think she made it to the bathroom?”

I gave a short laugh.

“Who cares?”


CHAPTER 20.  A New Secretary

That next day when Brenda came to work Heather immediately took her back to a dressing room.  It was quite a while before Heather came out by herself.

“What is taking so long Heather?”

“Our new girl was reluctant to put her pantyhose on.  She needed a bit of gentle persuasion.”

We both giggled.

When Brenda finally emerged she appeared to be like any other working girl.  Heather gleamed while the blushing sissy meekly presented herself to me like she was a new employee on her first day on the job.  She stood in front of me with her head down while I assessed her new look.

The first thing I noticed about her was her lovely feminine fragrance.  Heather had selected a sweet captivating floral scent that boldly announced her newfound girlish sexuality.  With a perfume like that Brenda was sure to turn heads and tease the senses even in a crowd.

Even better than that Heather had put her into in to an outfit that was appropriate for the shop tradition. Our new secretary wore a stylish powder blue skirt suit with a hemline that dared to show enough leg to make her the object of attention of every male who might come her way.

I couldn’t help myself.  I had to comment on her legs.

“Heather you look so pretty!  That skirt really flatters your legs.”

Precisely like I expected her face flushed a deeper red from the compliment.  I was trying to humiliate her and that did the trick.

The transformation didn’t stop there.  Heather had given our new charge ample breasts that gave her a full-figured bustline.  Her hips appeared to also be padded out.  The result was an hourglass silhouette that any woman might envy. 

Heather had outdone herself with Brenda’s makeup.  Heavy eyeliner, false lashes, a splash of blush and luscious ruby red lip gloss hid the true identity of the lovely secretary.  Her whole makeover was framed by a brunet wig that flowed to her shoulders.

Heather didn’t spare the bling either.  I knew that it was all costume jewelry but Brenda had enough bangles to start her own jewelry store.  Combined with several rings, a necklace that dangled to her cleavage and a pink silk scarf Brenda was glammed up with the best of them. 

She was a tart to behold.  The stunning brunet was convincing enough to be a little boy’s wet dream.  Even a close examination wouldn’t reveal the truth that was concealed behind the new Brenda.  Heather was simply a magician.  If she could change Brendan like that she could probably do just about anything to a woman’s appearance given enough time.

I should have known.  Heather had been practicing with clients for years.  Preparing women for glamour photography is an art and Heather was certainly a master artist.

I wanted to squeal with delight at the humiliation that Heather had bestowed upon our new charge.  Whatever the adventure was doing for Brenda she certainly had no objection.  She had allowed Heather to transform her into a desirable secretary without so much as a minor objection.

I pointed to the reception desk.

“Brenda that’s your new desk.  I expect you to be there dressed for work every morning when we open and for you to be the last person to leave the studio in the evening.  If your work is not up to my standard there will be serious repercussions.  Do you understand?”

The sissy was so aroused that she could barely utter a response.

“I couldn’t.  I just couldn’t.  What if somebody recognizes me?”

I had to suppress a giggle.

“Honey, trust me, nobody is going to recognize you dressed like that.  Now get to your desk right this instant.”

“Yes, yes…I mean... yes Miss Farrow.”

I wanted to burst out laughing.  Her squeaky voice was feminine and fitting for her new appearance.  Just like that we had reduced our former employer to a meek sissy girl.  She was too shy to say no and too timid to resist.  It was perfect.  She was so docile that she had addressed me with “Miss Farrow”!  The only thing missing from our triumph was a curtsy to punctuate her humiliation.  I made a mental note to decide later if I wanted her to curtsy for us whenever we gave her an order.  In the meantime I was enjoying the rush that having such authority over the sissy girl gave me.

Heather and I left our new secretary to her duties.  We went back into the studio to prepare for the day’s clients. 


CHAPTER 21.  All Tied Up

Heather kept the sissy dressed up like a stunning brunet tart so any male client certainly would have had designs on her. Fortunately for Brenda most of our clients were women hoping for that special fantasy photo session.

I know males.  Their interest in a girl like Brenda would have nothing to do with her intellect—at least what little there was of it.  No, they would have seen a brunet bimbo and their thoughts would have immediately turned to how they might take advantage of her.  Of course that wouldn’t have been a good thing for Brenda.

For a few days Brenda was confined only to secretarial duty.  I suppose that you could say that we soon tired of our new play toy and so we decided to have a little more fun with her.

I have to admit that it was Heather’s idea.  My first instinct was to take down the web site that Brenda had created but Heather knew better.  She suggested that we do photo sessions with Brenda and post her pictures on the site.  Heather even proposed creating a Facebook page for our new girl so that the whole world could share in her shame.

It would be a challenge to take photos of Brenda in various stages of undress without disclosing the truth about her but we felt that we were up to the task.  So on the first day that our schedule was clear we turned the hidden cameras back on and got to work with our new model.

We started out modestly enough.  At first we posed Brenda simply doing secretarial work.  Then we branched out.  We had her bending over to file, typing at her desk and then in poses that flattered her long legs.  We soon tired of that so when Heather suggested doing more risqué photography I was all for it.

That’s how Brenda ended up back in her school girl attire over Heather’s knee receiving a spanking for the camera.  Then she became a bondage model with Heather her tying her up in various alluring positions.  Brenda made quite the fetching damsel in distress all bound and gagged and ready to be taken full advantage of.

Brenda was safely secured in the very same chair that I had once occupied when a client came in the front door.  Heather and I left Brenda to contemplate her situation while we saw to our customer.

It turned out to be a fateful ironic twist.  The woman, a pretty young aspiring model named Lorraine, was interested in a kinky bondage photo session so we decided to take her back into the studio to show her our session in progress.

Lorraine walked around Brenda taking mental note of the strict bondage we had put her into.  She remarked how authentic the skanky slut scene appeared to be while Brenda squirmed in a futile effort to free herself.  There was no way that Brenda was going to get away.  Heather had done a superb job with her restraints so she had no choice but to be seen for the slutty girl that she appeared to be.

Brenda flushed a deep red beneath her gag while Lorraine stood right in front of her calmly discussing her own future photo session.  I suppose that it’s one thing for your two employees to humiliate you but quite another for them to show a stranger what had become of you.

I had quickly learned that submissive sissy girls have no choice but to do like they are told to do.  So Brenda could only listen while Lorraine discussed possible scenarios for her photo session.

She turned out to have magnificent ideas—for our own sissy girl.  She had suggested butt plugs, caning and forced masturbation among other enticing poses.  We agreed to do them all for her all the while intending to employ the same on our own bondage model.  Our fortuitous meeting with Lorraine guaranteed us that we were going to have a most amusing time slut shaming our own Brenda for her very own website.


CHAPTER 22.  Sweetener

It was after a long day at work when we returned to our apartment that the idea occurred to us.  We had several customers that day so we had been required to work well after our normal quitting time.  Up to that point Heather had been dressing Brenda up at work.  It meant coming in early so that Brenda was attired in time to open the shop up.

Heather looked around the apartment while she spoke.  We had spent so much time at work that the place was a mess.  There were dirty dishes in the sink, there was laundry piled on the floor and last night’s pizza leftovers were still on the kitchen table.  We hadn’t vacuumed the place in weeks.

If I was a poor housekeeper then Heather was even worse than that.  Her idea of housework was to sweep a room with a glance.  That explained why the place was such a mess.

“Lisa don’t you think that it would be easier if we had Brenda dress herself up before she came to work?  That way we wouldn’t have to get up so early in the morning to get her ready.”

I gave the idea a bit of thought.

“I don’t think that she could get herself ready on her own.  It takes quite a bit for you to get her appearance just right.”

Heather gave a thoughtful look.  Then she seemed to have the perfect idea.

“Why don’t we have Brenda move in with us?  We still have an empty bedroom and that way I could do her makeup in the morning.  She could walk to work with us.”

I couldn’t even imagine it.

“Are you kidding me?  Why would we want Brenda here with us?  Absolutely not!”

“Don’t be so quick to dismiss the idea.  What if I add a little sweetener to the deal?”

“Sweetener?  Like what?”

“I was thinking.  This place is such a mess.  We hardly have time for housekeeping.  What if we turned Brenda into our housekeeper?”

“You mean turn her into our own maid?”

“Yes, that’s it.  Our very own live-in maid.  She could cook, clean and do laundry for us.  Sissy girls are born to please us, don’t you think?  Think of how much fun that would be to have our little Brenda serving us!”

I immediately fell in love with the idea.  That was some sweetener!

I imagined Brenda wearing the same little French maid uniform that she had bought for us while dutifully cleaning our apartment.  Not only would she look cute but the domestic servitude would put her in her place.

The best part would be no more housekeeping duties for us.  Typically only the extremely rich can afford the luxury of a live-in maid yet on our meager incomes we would have our very own.

Heather’s idea was absolutely brilliant!


CHAPTER 23.  On Duty

Brenda didn’t want any part of our new scheme.  She didn’t even want to change into the French maid uniform let alone leave the studio for the walk back to the apartment dressed in it.  At least not until Heather brought out the paddle from the prop room.

I watched while Heather put her in her place.  She toyed with the paddle tapping it into the palm of her hand while she spoke.  Perhaps it was her acting lessons but Heather was able to speak in a terse tone that left little doubt regarding who was in charge.

“Brenda maybe you don’t understand so let me explain things for you.  We want you to be our very own housemaid.  We think that you are well suited for the role of our domestic servant.  We want you to dress for your new station in life so that there is no doubt about who is in charge here.  You will dress in the French maid uniform or there will be consequences for being such a bad girl.”

She paused a moment to make an impression on the sissy girl before she continued.

“Disobedient girls get the paddle on their bare bottom.  Do you want me to take you over my knee and pull your panties down right in front of Lisa?  I can assure you that if I have to do that not only will you not be able to sit for a week you’ll be leaving here in the French maid uniform regardless.”

Brenda looked at me and then she looked back at Heather.  I could tell that she knew that she had no option.  What choice does a sissy really have when she is confronted by two dominant women?  Torn between being paddled and being put into a maid uniform or just agreeing to dress in a maid uniform the sissy really had no choice. 

In the end she made the right decision.  She saved her bottom from the paddle and meekly went back to the dressing room to change.  When she came back out she was in the tiny maid uniform complete with apron and cap.  Heather looked her over.

“Those shoes will never do dear.  You know better than to put on flats.  French maids wear stilettos and the higher the better.  Go back and change them.”

When Brenda came back out she was sissy styling in a pair of black patent stiletto heels.  The result was that her gait was more appropriate for the sissy girl that she was.  Her bottom wiggled slightly with each and every step.  Heather grinned her approval.

For us it was another victorious moment.  It cemented Brenda in the inferior role of submissive servant while lifting us to the role of supreme Dominatrix.  Heather enjoyed the moment.  She was pleased with herself having put her former boss in to a dress that would serve to keep the sissy completely under her control.


CHAPTER 24.  Walk Of Shame

If Brenda the secretary didn’t look like a tizzy bimbo then Brenda the French maid certainly did.  Her appearance in her flirty maid uniform just made our walk home at the end of the day that much more amusing for us.

We had Brenda walk a few steps behind us carrying our purses so that she definitely appeared to be our maid servant.  Which of course was exactly what we intended to have her look like.  While we leisurely strolled she struggled to keep up with us while we walked because she had trouble keeping pace in her stiletto heels.

If Brenda wanted to go unnoticed that was not the case.  To add to her embarrassment guys in cars passing honked their horns in approval of her revealing attire.  Other pedestrians, both female and male, gawked at the French maid.  Her long legs and shapely body advertised provocatively for something that guys lusted for while women could only shake their heads in disapproval.

When Brenda finally arrived home to our apartment she was so happy to be out of the public eye that she was ready and willing to do our housework.  I suppose that after her walk of shame acting like a French maid was quite tame by comparison.

Brenda may have looked the part of house maid but she sure wasn’t able to act the part.  Even the simplest of household tasks had to be taught to her in order to make her even remotely acceptable in her new role.

After a couple of weeks of trying to teach her how to be a maid servant we were frustrated.  Things still weren’t cleaned to our satisfaction and Brenda still had no idea what to do in the kitchen or in the laundry room.  Things came to a head when Brenda made the world’s worst stew—then dropped the plate in my lap while serving it to me.

After I changed clothes we ordered Chinese delivery.  When we finished eating Heather said that she had an idea.

“I think I have the answer to our little domestic problem.  It would mean that we would have to give up our secretary at the studio for a while but I think it will be worthwhile in the long run.”

At this point I was willing to try anything.  Poor Brenda may have looked the part of French maid but she really was clueless how to do the job.

“My cousin Marcie Weldon might be just the solution that we need.”

“Marcie Weldon?  You’ve never mentioned her before.  Tell me more.”


CHAPTER 25.  Controlling

We sent Brenda to her room so that we could talk privately about her.  We needed to solve our housekeeping problem so Heather had my full attention.

“Marcie is recently divorced.  Her husband was a gynecologist who, shall we say, probed a little too deep into his work.”

“Disgusting!”

“I know.  But she got the better of him.  She got the house and secured a substantial monthly income so I think she is happy.  They never seemed to be too good of a match anyway.”

“Why not?”

“Well Marcie is a grade school teacher.  When it comes to men she is quite controlling.  You could say that she treated her hubby like he was a child in her classroom.  She can be strict and domineering.  I guess that you might say that maybe she can be extremely controlling at times.

Mind you there’s nothing wrong with that but I don’t think that he appreciated her supervision.  She has a kinky side too but I don’t know if that played a part in the divorce.”

“Kinky?”

“You know, kinky.  Like role playing, paddles, whips, a little bit of bondage—that sort of thing.  You might even call her a Dominatrix though I personally think the term is a bit harsh.  Every time a woman shows any sort of aggression at all she is called a Dominatrix whether she actually is a Dominatrix or not.  Dominatrix is such a harsh term that I believe should be reserved for certain movie characters--don’t you think?  Like most women she really is very sweet but yes there’s definitely a strict side of her that needs to be in charge all of the time.”

“In charge all of the time?”

“Yes, all of the time.  You know just like when handling children in a classroom.  The teacher is always in charge.  A good teacher is of course strict and controlling but it is only for the good of the student.  There are those who might say that is mean spirited but actually it shows care and concern for the student.  Similarly with her husband Marcie wasn’t above handing out a tiny bit of punishment for the wrong behavior.”

“She punished him?  Really?”

“With her hairbrush, I think.”

I smiled.  I liked what I was hearing.  Marcie sounded exactly like what Brenda needed.  Whether she learned to be a good maid or not I would certainly enjoy the idea of having a girl like Marcie teach the sissy a thing or two.  Paybacks can be sweet when done effectively.

“Do you think that she’d like to work with Brenda?”

“Almost for certain.  She has her huge house—four bathrooms and five bedrooms—and I know she would appreciate the help.  She’s off for the summer break so she has plenty of time for training.”

“Sounds promising.  I’d really like to meet your cousin.  Do you think that we can have her come over and have her discuss our little domestic problem?”

“I don’t see why not.  I’ll call her tomorrow and set something up.”

I couldn’t wait.


CHAPTER 26.  Marcie Weldon

Marcie sat on the sofa.  We had Brenda wait in her room while we discussed her future.  Marcie certainly looked the part of the strict school teacher.

She was definitely not a meek woman.  I felt like I was a student in her classroom and that I dare not upset her.  Her steely dark eyes were fixed straight on me.  Her lips were coated in crimson lipstick but set in a strict pout.  Her no-nonsense short perky auburn hair allowed her diamond studded earrings to shine.  She was dressed in a gray skirt suit with a gray blouse.  She wore gray pantyhose that allowed her short skirt to flatter her legs.  She sat with her legs together seemingly ready to pounce at a moment’s notice.

Marcie clearly looked like she meant business--I found sitting in her presence to be intimidating.  She was definitely not a woman to be taken lightly.  Everything about her commanded utmost respect from those around her.  Heather was speaking while I was taking in the appearance of her cousin.

“I’ve told Marcie about our problem.  She understands that Brenda needs, shall we say, a woman’s touch.  She is more than willing to provide it.”

Marcie sat stoically and simply listened.  If this was a job interview she was sure confident about it.  I suppose that she knew that she was right for the position and that the job was already hers.

I had a few questions of my own.

“Marcie you do understand that Brenda is…”

With that Marcie joined in by finishing my sentence for me.

“A sissy girl.  Yes I do.  That’s no problem at all.  In fact that adds a certain allure to the training that will have to be done.  Most males need to be taught lessons that only a woman can provide.  Nothing would make me happier than to put a sissy girl to work with housekeeping tasks.”

I doubted by her monotone that anything would make her happy.  That by itself was encouraging.

“Did Heather mention that Brenda might require a bit of gentle persuasion at times?”

“Yes she did.”

“You do realize…”

Again she cut me off.

“You don’t need to ask.  I’m a school teacher Lisa.  I can spank with the best of them.”

She said it like she was perturbed that I had questioned her credentials.  I was simply looking out for her.  I didn’t want to put her into a position that she was not able to handle.  Clearly that was not going to be a problem for her.  There was no longer any doubt in my mind that she was up to the task.

“Heather maybe we should have Marcie meet Brenda.  Perhaps you should bring our little maid out.”

Heather stood up and returned a few moments later.  There was a slight pause before a blushing Brenda meekly appeared.  She glanced at our guest and gave her a timid smile.  Then she positioned herself a few steps in front of Marcie and waited nervously with her eyes lowered.

I’m not sure that Brenda realized the implications of our guest.  Maybe it was my imagination but her shy smile seemed to show a bit of desire for the attractive woman.  She was certainly in for a big surprise.

Marcie went straight to the point.  She looked right at the maid and spoke in a matter of fact tone.

“I’m told that you are a submissive.  I believe that means that you can only feel loved when you feel controlled.  I am now in control here.  If you know what is good for you then you will be a good little pet and do as you are told.”

Marcie smiled for the first time.  There was no oral response from the maid—just a shy nod.  Marcie reached for her purse and took a small wooden hairbrush out from it.  While she spoke she held the brush in one hand and tapped her other palm with it.

“If you are going to work for me you’ll need to know who is in charge.  Your superiors have put me in charge of you and from now on you will obey everything I say.  If you slip up in any way I will paddle you like you are an errant schoolgirl and you’ll thank me for it.

I’ll be reporting back to these ladies when I’m through with you so you had better learn your lessons properly.  Your domestic skills will reflect on my teaching ability and you wouldn’t want to disappoint me.

I need you to understand that I mean business.  To prove it to you I want you to lay across my lap right this instant so that I can give you a hairbrush spanking.”

Just like that she had reduced Brenda to a little girl in need of immediate correction.  Marcie glared at the sissy just waiting to see if her order would be obeyed.  She wasn’t disappointed.

In a move of total surrender to female superiority Brenda moved closer and then carefully positioned herself across the lap of the authoritative woman.

Marcie looked our way and gave an expression of smug satisfaction.  She knew she had won and that Brenda would be a good little submissive for her.  She just needed to seal the deal.

Clearly she had done this sort of thing before.  Without batting an eyelash she lifted the maid’s dress and pulled her panties down.  We watched in awe while she applied the hairbrush to the upraised bottom with fervent abandon.

If Brenda had thought that the pretty woman was going to provide any kind of sexual pleasure I’m sure that those thoughts quickly disappeared.

After a dozen or so swift swats the upturned bottom of the maid was a deep red and the sissy girl began to squirm in search of relief.  Still appearing to be a stern emotionless authoritarian, Marcie paid no attention to her plight.  Instead she continued to soundly beat the bottom of the girl with her hairbrush without hesitation of any sort whatsoever.

The sissy kicked her legs and wiggled helplessly in a futile attempt to avert the onslaught.  However she was unable to escape the certainty of her punishment.  Instead her efforts merely whittled away her willpower until she simply wore herself out.  Unable to resist any longer she simply laid still while Marcie continued disciplining her.

When she finished applying the hairbrush Marcie she ordered the maid to stand up in front of her with her dress raised up.

“Well girl, what do you say?”

For just a moment Brenda seemed confused.  Then she finally got the message.

“Thank you for spanking me Miss Marcie.”

“Very good girl.  You are a fast learner.  I’m sure that we’ll get along just fine.”

Then Marcie glanced at the tiny lewd erection that the sissy girl displayed for her.  Marcie shook her head.

“Oh look, such a cute little sissy clitty.  I can see that the sissy enjoys being dominated.  She is even thrilled to be put to the paddle.  I’m sure that I can train her with hardly any effort at all.”

She looked back at us.

“I doubt that she could do any good with that little clit of hers but I’m still surprised that you don’t have her in chastity.  No good can come of it.  A snug restraint will give our girl much more enthusiasm for her work.  I let my ex out of his and it caused me nothing but trouble.  Of course I’ll have to rectify her situation immediately once the girl is fully in my charge.”

It was such a clinical assessment so it shouldn’t have been a surprise when Marcie casually moved on to other issues.

“Does the girl do her own makeup?”

Heather shook her head.

“It doesn’t surprise me.  I thought that she had help.  She looks well done and based upon what I see I doubt that the sissy has the aptitude for it.  Don’t worry, I’ll take care of makeup lessons and her grooming skills too.

I like your choice of uniform.  Very feminine.  Does she have her own wardrobe?”

Again Heather shook her head.

“I doubt she’ll need more than just her uniform but I’ll see.”

With that she pointed to the corner.

“Sweetie put your nose in there and hold your dress up so that we can all see your naughty bottom.”

Brenda did like she was told.  While holding her dress up and with her panties still at her knees she took tiny steps over to the corner.  Then she stood there silently with her dress held up so that we could admire Marcie’s handiwork.  Satisfied with her job, Marcie turned away from the maid back towards us.

Marcie was clearly pleased with the assessment that she had made of our sissy.

“I think that Brenda will make an acceptable student.  Which domestic skills would you like her to become proficient in?”

Marcie had seemed so harsh with Brenda.  Yet at the same time she seemed perfect for the job of training the sissy maid.  When Heather explained to her that we wanted a full service housemaid without hesitation she nodded her head in approval.  I had no doubt that she would be a firm taskmistress and that Brenda would be turned into a most helpful house servant.  I had no reservations whatsoever when we put Brenda into Marcie’s charge.

With that Marcie led the maid out the door so that her real training could begin.


CHAPTER 27.  Marcie’s Classroom

A short time after our initial meeting Marcie called us to give us an update on her progress.  Heather put her call on speaker so that we could both listen in.

Marcie spoke in the same detached business voice that seemed even more impersonal over the phone.

“I just wanted to let you both know how I’m doing.  Brenda was so cute when we started out.  She begged and pleaded with me to let her go.  Can you imagine that?  She thought that I would let her sissy ass go!  I had to gag her and put her in restraints before she stopped begging me but now that’s a thing of the past.  A few extra swats with the paddle also helped bring the message home.  She’s learned that she’s is more than happy to be a good little sissy maid.

At this point Brenda has been fitted with her chastity and her own shaping corset.  It’s a strict full body retro model like the ladies used to wear back in the day complete with metal stays. It’s absolutely perfect for training a girl’s figure.  Since she was so reluctant at first to put it on I even gave the strings an extra tug to make sure her figure was perfect.  I must say that she has quite the hourglass silhouette now.”

The image in my mind of Brenda the French trollop was delightful.  I was actually quite pleased with the job that Marcie was doing with our maid.  I couldn’t wait to see her for myself.  The Mistress continued on.

“I have really put her nose to the grindstone.  I’ve started her out with bathroom duties and I expect her to graduate to bedroom duties next.

Heather, why didn’t you tell me that the cute little cunt was so proficient at oral servitude?  She sure knows how to make a girl tingle all over.”

She sounded so clinical about it.  Heather was surprised by her frank admission.  She looked at me and shrugged her shoulders.  I didn’t know what to say either.

“Heather did you hear me?”

Finally Heather spoke up.

“We…didn’t…know…that she was so skilled in that area.”

“Oh I must say she is extremely proficient.  She must have had hours of practice in order to be that good.  I can tell you that there’s nothing in the world like guiltless sex.  I’ve never had an orgasm like…”

This time I cut Marcie off.  I really didn’t want to know what I was missing out on.

“How much more time do you think you’ll need with her Marcie?”

There was a slight pause.

“This could take a bit of time.  I haven’t even put her in the kitchen yet.  She needs to know how to cook and of course how to serve properly.  If you want other skills like sewing and dressing assistance it will take much more time.  Aside from her obvious oral skill she’s a slow learner when it comes to being a domestic.  I’ve already had to put the paddle to her several times.  I always say that there’s nothing like a few swats to get a lesson across.”

Heather giggled.  I couldn’t help myself either.  I put my hand over my mouth to suppress my amusement.  Marcie continued on.

“She does respond to the paddle although her chastity keeps her from expressing her complete approval of her treatment.  I can see it in her eyes.  She is quite submissive and she is enjoying her role immensely.  The girl seems to take pleasure in her own humiliation.  Sissy girls can be like that.  It almost seems like she should be paying me for the valuable lessons that she is receiving.

I haven’t had her providing maid service in front of any other women yet.  I don’t think that she is ready to be shown just yet.  Her eyes tend to wander where they shouldn’t be for a proper serving girl.  To be sure I think that more time in training is necessary.  By then she should know her way around the kitchen and her serving skills should be at least adequate.

I was thinking that perhaps we can schedule a dinner party at my place a few months from now so that she can display her newfound abilities to both of you.  What do you think?”

Actually we both liked the sound of that so we quickly agreed and a date was set.


CHAPTER 28.  Lisa Rose Photography

We had a great summer at the studio.  We were free of Brenda so we could run things the way that we wanted.  A few weeks after Marcie left with Brenda we renamed the studio Lisa Rose Photography.  We held a festive grand re-opening celebration that brought substantial attention to us.  Combined with our savvy Internet marketing campaign business picked up immediately.

I didn’t feel bad taking over the studio.  I was able to bring the lease up to date and money was pouring in the front door.  The studio really did belong to me because I had saved it from financial ruin.

We no longer dressed in any of the silly costumes that had been mandatory before.  While our clients still requested fantasy attire we dressed in conservative pantsuits so that we looked professional at all times.

Marcie occasionally sent us pictures of Brenda doing various household tasks.  There was Brenda making beds, Brenda washing dishes and of course Brenda cleaning the floors down on her hands and knees.  She was still wearing French maid uniforms though it appeared that Marcie had added several variations of the classic attire.  The maid appeared in a number of different aprons and an assortment of frilly caps.  Yes, Marcie clearly was working the maid hard but she obviously didn’t spare the froufrou either.

Naturally we uploaded all of the photos of Brenda to the Internet so that the whole world could see what had become of Brenda.  While the true nature of Brenda was no longer visible the intimidation value of the photos alone was priceless.  We intended to use them as our insurance policy for the future.  They virtually assured us that we would never be subjected to sexual abuse from our previous boss ever again.

Brenda had no such assurance.  It was clear by the photos that Marcie was paying strict attention to the sissy maid’s derriere.  Many of the photos featured her rosy cheeks that had obviously been tutored by the firm hand of Marcie Weldon.

That was precisely the treatment that we had hoped Marcie would apply to the mischievous voyeur.  Brenda needed to be put in her place for what she had done at the studio.  There was no doubt about it, Marcie had been the best woman for the job of doing it.

If we had any concern at all it was regarding Marcie’s continued comments praising the sissy for her outstanding work in the bedroom.  Apparently Brenda was quite astute with her oral servitude and Marcie was taking full advantage of her skill.  We hoped that Marcie didn’t become too accustomed to her intimate attentions because we did hope to one day put Brenda back in our employ.

When we listened to Marcie on the cell she sometimes seemed to be enjoying sheer bliss even while she spoke.  I wondered what the maid was doing during those conversations but I never asked.  There are things that are better left unsaid.


CHAPTER 29.  Dinner Party

The day finally arrived for the big dinner party reveal.  Marcie had said that we should dress to tease for the occasion.  So Heather and I both wore our little black dresses with matching black heels to the party.  A quick spritz of my very best perfume completed my preparation for an evening that promised to be amusing.

We were surprised when we arrived to see several cars parked outside of the large home.  We had thought that the dinner was a private affair but clearly Marcie had thought otherwise.

When we entered Marcie’s home we were surprised to see a gathering that, including ourselves, numbered an even dozen.  Lovely expensive feminine fragrances mixed in the air leaving no doubt this was a female only affair.  All of the guests were female friends of Marcie all dressed sensually for an evening of fine dining.

Before we sat down I managed a peek into the kitchen where I saw a matronly woman preparing dinner.  I couldn’t see Brenda because she was off to the side out of sight presumably acting as an assistant to the mature woman.  I knew that Brenda was in the kitchen because I could hear the woman giving instructions to the maid who apparently was dutifully following her orders.

When Brenda did emerge from the kitchen to take our drink orders I couldn’t believe my eyes.  The maid had been dramatically changed from when we last saw her.

For starters she appeared much more childish than before.  Marcie had put the maid in a short blonde wig.  Her straight hair came almost to her shoulders with girlish bangs in front.  The cute touch was the addition of two lace bows atop her head to each side that framed her look nicely.

Marcie must have taught her how to apply her makeup because it was suitably done to match her youthful appearance.  A touch of blush with a soft pink lipstick worked well with her dark eyeliner and extra-long lashes.  She had the childish innocence look down pat.

Adding to her juvenile appearance she still wore a short uniform with white frills at the sleeves and collar.  However now she had a matching pinafore apron.  The lace tops of her white stockings were clearly visible from underneath the short hem of her dress.  The final juvenile touch was a pair of black patent leather Mary Jane shoes.

I had to applaud Marcie.  The transition of Brenda into a humiliated little girl was impressive.  I was sorry that I hadn’t thought of the concept myself.

It was apparent that the guests had no idea of the true identity of the maid.  Marcie had pulled off the ultimate ruse.  Aside from Heather and myself, the guests paid absolutely no attention to the timid girl who served them throughout the evening.

Brenda had clearly been well trained.  She was exceptionally polite.  Even in the presence of a house filled with attractive women all dressed to tempt and tease she was able to stay in character.  She even kept her eyes diverted from scrutinizing the guests.  Perhaps it was the fear of Marcie’s wrath that provided the strength of such willpower.

Whatever the reason she dutifully fetched when diners made requests and she kept all of our glasses filled.  When it came time to clear the table Brenda was right there to make sure everything was promptly removed.

Yes, Marcie had done a superb job with her training.  She had turned Brenda into a compliant sissy girl who couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than a simple maid servant.  One couldn’t help but admire Marcie’s handiwork all the while suppressing amusing laughter at the plight of the sissy.

The maid was never so much as introduced to the ladies.  They never even seemed to notice her.  Instead she simply served us like a hired maid servant who successfully blended into the background while the real important ladies enjoyed the evening.


CHAPTER 30.  Enticement

The meal was topped off by a delicious chocolate mousse.  Then the maid served us a fine vintage wine that was absolutely perfect.  We lounged for hours conversing about nothing in particular while the maid dutifully tended to our glasses.

When the wine was finally consumed by the guests the party began to break up.  One by one the ladies thanked Marcie for the evening before going out the door.  The matronly caterer had long since left when Heather and I were the last remaining guests.  Marcie had Brenda stand in front of us and give us a cute curtsy before she dismissed the girl to do final clean-up duty in the kitchen.

Marcie was pleased with herself.

“What do you think?  Do you like what I’ve done with Brenda?”

Heather smiled and answered for both of us.

“Absolutely.  She is perfect!”

“Agreed.  She has been a joy to instruct and as you can see she can be very useful.  I think that I was the envy of my friends to have my own maid on staff.  I can assure you that none of them enjoy such luxury.  I do have a question for you both.”

She paused for a moment and then continued.

“Could I convince the two of you to part with her?  I have such a large home.  It is in need of a full-time maid and Brenda is perfect for the position.

If you agree I’ll be sure that you become sole owners of the studio and I’ll add a monetary enticement so that your future is assured.  What do you think?”

She surprised me with her generous offer.  I had envisioned Brenda returning with us to take care of our apartment and then resuming her secretarial duties at the studio.  But the thought of owning the studio was too much incentive to let the sissy maid stand in my way.  For that matter the thought of Brenda staying permanently in the service of Marcie was far too delightful to turn down.

I could see that Marcie had been ruthless with Brenda.  She was a stern taskmistress to be sure.  Based on the results she had achieved with Brenda anyone could see that.  If we left Brenda with Marcie she would be assured of spending years tending to the merciless needs of her new mistress.  No doubt Marcie would routinely enjoy the oral servitude of the sissy girl.  I imagined that Brenda would be spanked regularly for poor performance.  The thought of it all was absolutely delicious.

Before we agreed to give the sissy to Marcie we did have one stipulation.  Brenda was to be brought by the studio from time to time so that we could take glamour shots of her for the website.  With a devilish smile Marcie quickly agreed to our terms.

That’s how I became the owner of the Lisa Rose Photography studio.  Heather continues working for me as my assistant.

For Brenda her life as a sissy maid was just beginning.  As far as I know she is still servicing Marcie both in the bedroom and out of it.  Knowing Marcie, regardless of her performance I’m sure that Brenda’s bottom routinely receives the strict attention of Marcie’s paddle.

Brenda has turned out to be a shy little sissy girl but she does make an exceptional glamour model.  We have posed her in various lewd positions and we find her timid demeanor to be refreshingly cute.  Since she was so fond of taking photos of previous clients we have tried to keep her own glamour shots as humiliating as possible.  I’m sure that our Internet subscribers have enjoyed the show.

I’ve noticed during some of our glamour photography sessions that Brenda is still wearing her chastity.  I think that is a good thing because the girl is such a slut that she couldn’t otherwise control her urges.

I do occasionally wonder if Marcie ever uses her key to free the sissy girl’s little clit for a playful romp.

Somehow I doubt it.
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