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Dedication

For daughters everywhere.  Thankfully, there’s so much that our mothers will never know about the things that we do!

Like always, for submissive males who adore women.  Yes, there is a place for you in our households.


Preface

Recently my Pinterest page was shut down.  Something about sexual content being inappropriate.  Can you imagine that?  The nerve!  I guess there are those who simply don’t appreciate the thoughts of a dominant woman, like me, who enjoys putting submissive sissy girls in their place. 

Hardly a setback.  I’ll continue on doing what I’ve always done.  After all, a girl has to do what a girl has to do!

I enjoy sensual domination.  With the proper motivation, boys can be made to do just about anything that we desire.  Sexuality can be a strong motivator.  In fact, even girls can be led by their sexual desires.  If a girl understands that the way that I do, she can make her life so much more interesting.

In fact, sexual submission opens the door to all sorts of games that can be played.  The very best part of being an authoritative woman can be having sexually submissive personalities submitting to our supreme authority.


Prologue.  Sissy Maid Chantelle

There are all sorts of sexual types in the world.  Sadly, it can be difficult to tell what sexual proclivity any particular individual might have.  Miss Sadie Sanderson was particularly astute at hiding her own tendencies.  Those around her, initially, would have no idea what the true Sadie was all about.  Her mother, Marissa Sanderson, certainly had no idea.

Marrissa’s good friend, Virginia Ellington, was clearly a prim and proper woman.  At least outward appearances would seem to confirm that notion.  That was why Marrissa wanted Virginia to keep a close eye on her daughter.  Sadie was definitely a wild one in need of mature oversight.  What better way to keep watch on a young girl known to get out of control than to have a friend look after her?

The arrangement eventually worked out well for everyone involved.


Chapter 1.  Nice Deal

Today was the first day of Sadie’s one week vacation.  Her big day had finally arrived.  It was the Monday that Sadie had been looking forward to.  Moving day.  Months of searching for a place to live had thankfully come to an end.  For Sadie Sanderson, the wait had been well worth it.  Instead of a tiny little apartment, Sadie was moving into a huge four-bedroom colonial.  A true gift.  More than that.  Very generous.

Her new landlord, and her new next-door neighbor, Virginia Ellington, was a good friend of her mother Marissa.  While her mother lived a couple of hundred miles away, she had known Virginia for years.  They had been very close until Virginia had married and subsequently moved away.

Virginia had just received the colonial as part of an equitable divorce settlement.  Her ex had been in real estate, and he had several rental properties that he used for income at the time of the divorce.  The rental was vacant at the time of the divorce.  As a favor to her longtime friend, Virginia was renting the home to Sadie for a mere pittance.

The only downside for Sadie was that Virginia was a bit too close to Sadie’s mother.  She had promised to keep an eye on Sadie.  That meant no boys allowed.  It was a compromise that Sadie had accepted in exchange for the elaborate digs.

Keeping watch would be easy enough.  The two colonials had multiple windows that faced each other.  Sadie’s parlor, dining room, kitchen, and kitchen nook were readily visible from Virginia’s home.  In particular, the nook was nestled near a large bay window bringing plenty of light into the kitchen, but sacrificing any semblance of privacy in the process.

Only the first floor of the colonial was furnished, with the exception of window treatments.  Virginia had removed all of them in order to freshen the place up, but she hadn’t replaced them, specifically in order to keep tabs on Sadie.  Sadie had her own bedroom set, so she was fine with furnishing the second floor herself.  The lack of window treatments throughout the home would be an aggravation, but Sadie decided it was worth it.

The small moving van carrying Sadie’s few possessions arrived at the same time Gabe, her latest boyfriend, appeared at the front door. He had helped load boxes into the moving van, and then he had hitched a ride with the movers.  After a hug, Sadie spoke with Gabe while the movers did their job bringing boxes into her new home.

Gabe was still apartment hunting.  He had no luck at all, and he would soon be forced to move back in with his parents.  Talk about admitting defeat.  Ugh!

So Gabe lingered after the movers left, sitting upstairs on the bed while Sadie began to take clothes from boxes and put them away.  Both Sadie and Gabe were giddy from all of the excitement. Soon Gabe began to tease Sadie while she neatly arranged her top-drawer lingerie.

Gabe wanted to see Sadie in just about everything.  He begged and pleaded for her to model panties and bras just for him.  You know, a private showing.  Sadie was finally leaving her longtime apartment roomie, Jacqueline, behind.  So this was their first opportunity to be alone.  Let the games begin!

Sadie laughed and giggled while Gabe tried to talk her out of her clothes.  It wasn’t until Sadie held up a matching bra and shapewear set from Chantelle that Sadie became annoyed at his playful mocking.  He had said that she could use a little shaping up.  He said it in jest, of course.  It wasn’t meant in the manner that Sadie took it for.  But that wasn’t the point.  Boys should never laugh at a girl’s lingerie.  It’s just not done!  While the matching bra was pretty, designed to embellish even a well-endowed woman, it was the pink high-waisted stretch lace number that caused him to laugh at her.  Definitely a sore spot for Sadie.

Her mother had given her the garment when she was in high school.  Mom had called it a panty girdle, a dated reference to a garment from a long past era.  Her mother never did understand the difference between shapewear and girdles.  Mothers!  Come to think of it, Sadie didn’t know the difference either.  No matter.  Mom had explained that the garment would keep things in their place.  She said that the constricting grip of the garment was meant to help form a girl into a look more pleasing to the male eye.  A must have for every young lady.  So she had said.

Sadie had worn the tight, extremely uncomfortable, girdle all through high school.  How stupid was that?  It wasn’t until senior year, in the back seat of a van, that Sadie realized that the garment wasn’t given to her to keep things tucked in.  It was given to her to keep things out!

Sadie held the garment in her hand while she took offense to Gabe’s comments.  The last thing that a girl ever wants to hear from a boy is that her curves need attention, and that it would take firm shapewear to do it.

“What do you mean that I sure could use shaping up?  I didn’t even buy this.  My mother gave it to me.  She bought it by mistake and thought that I might like it.  Yuck!”

Just like that the mood changed.  Gabe hardly knew what to say.  Instead, he just gazed at Sadie, with a slight smirk on his face.  Sadie continued.

“Boys.  They never have any appreciation for what we go through to look pretty. They always look down on us.  We never get the respect that we deserve.”

Sadie and Gabe had only been going together for a few weeks.  Gabe hadn’t even met Sadie’s mother yet.  So he knew better than to get into trouble.

“I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean it.  That just slipped out.”

Sadie was pleased that he had apologized so quickly.  It was a good sign.  Perhaps on another occasion she would have just moved on.  But Sadie was in a playful mood.  After all, she was just moving into such a grand colonial!  A home fit for a queen.

She took a few steps closer, and held out the shapewear.  Gabe inhaled the perfumed fragrance.  Obviously the garment had been in with all of Sadie’s other lingerie.  Her signature fragrance was unmistakable.

“Take a closer look.  Maybe you’ll learn to appreciate a girl better that way.  Go on, take it!”

Gabe wasn’t quite sure what he should do.  Had the garment been on Sadie, he would have had no trouble deciding. Taking such fine things off of a girl was half the fun of making out.  But she was offering the garment to him.  What could possibly be the purpose of that?


Chapter 2.  Apology

Gabe’s mind worked quickly.  Perhaps he hadn’t been apologetic enough.  He decided it was best to try again.

“Sadie, I have every respect for women.  I know that you make quite an effort to impress guys by the way you dress.  I do truly appreciate your effort.”

Big mistake.  Now Sadie was even more irritated.

“Effort?  Effort?  Are you saying that I haven’t made an impression?  I’ve only made an effort?  Besides, I don’t dress up for guys.  I dress up because it makes me feel better.  Buster, you had better change your tone or I’m going to show you the door.”

Sadie turned around. Now she was getting ready to put the shapewear set in the bureau drawer right next to her pantyhose.

Gabe couldn’t believe how quickly things had escalated.  He had to fix things fast.

“Honey, I look up to women.  I look up to you.  Really, I mean that.  I’m so sorry that you misunderstood.”

It was just like that when Sadie had a flash of playfulness that would change their relationship for good.  Sadie turned to face Gabe, then tossed the bra and shapewear set, along with a pair of pantyhose right at her boyfriend.  They landed in his lap.  He gathered everything in his hands, holding them reverently, to keep them from falling to the floor.  Gabe sat frozen in surprise while she reprimanded him.

“If you don’t look down on women Gabe, then you shouldn’t have a problem dressing like one, should you?”

Gabe had no idea what to say.  Instead he just stared, afraid that he might say or do the wrong thing.  Sadie continued.

“Well, what do you say?  Were you lying to me, or did you mean it?  Do you really look up to women?”

“Why, I…I mean…”

Sadie was giddy again.  This was going to be fun.  She didn’t really want to spend any more time unpacking anyway.  She had a whole kitchen to unbox downstairs.  Gabe could be a pleasant diversion.  She crossed her arms across her chest.

“Gabe, I want you to strip for me, right this second.”

“Strip?”

“You heard me.  Take it off.  Take it all off!”

Sadie grinned.  Sadie hadn’t seen Gabe naked, so this was a real opportunity for her.  She wasn’t sure what he would do, she didn’t really know Gabe all that well, but it would sure be amusing to see his response to such an order.  First he glanced at the window.  Without window treatments, everything he did would be clearly visible in the colonial next door from the second floor.  Apparently, he thought it safe at the moment.  Much to her surprise, he stood up and slowly peeled off everything that he was wearing.

He stood timidly in front of Sadie, face flushed red, hands in front of his privates, while she mischievously looked him over.

“Move those hands away sweetie.  I want to see everything.”

Amazingly, he complied.  Sadie giggled.  A full-blown erection just from being told to strip!  Obviously he was into her.  She knew from experience that a horny boy was completely helpless if a girl knew what to do with him.

Sadie loved to tease boys.  She had perfected the art of promising everything, and then delivering nothing.  Boys often trailed after her, panting for attention, while she openly flirted with them.  She had only kissed a boy on a couple of occasions, if, in fact, a peck on the lips counted as a kiss.  Never any tongue.  She was always saving that for later. A later that never seemed to come.

Yes, though Sadie was most certainly an untouched virgin, she had led many boys along.  She enjoyed seeing how helpless that they were in her presence.  She smiled to herself at the thought of what she could do with this vulnerable gift of much needed assistance.  Moving to a new place could be such a hassle!  She raised one eyebrow.

“Not much to work with there, but I suppose it will do.”

Sadie paused for effect before continuing.

“Now then, you did say that look up to women didn’t you?  Right?”

Much to Sadie’s glee, Gabe could only nod his head in agreement.  Time for good-natured amusement.

“Good.  Then you’ll have no problem dressing like one.”


Chapter 3.  Vanity

Gabe sat at the vanity that the movers had brought in earlier.  It was the same vanity that Sadie’s mother had picked out for her when she became a teenager.  Not quite what most women have in their home, but substantial enough to spread out makeup and to see the results in the mirror.

Sadie’s boyfriend was nervously staring into the vanity mirror, shifting uneasily in his seat.  A Chantelle lace bra, black tights, and Chantelle lace shapewear can do that to a guy.  The shapewear was tight, meant for a much thinner woman, but strong enough to stretch out and to shape Gabe with a firm hug.  His tummy was held tight, giving him a girlish waistline.  Plus the garment gave a little lift to his buttocks.  His black tights concealed the fact that his legs needed to be shaved, at least in need of a little touch-up in order to be perfectly feminine.

Sadie was proud of herself.  Control top shapewear can be a girl’s best friend.  Such a versatile garment!  It can add curves to a girl, or it can be used to control something entirely different on a boy.  At the moment, Gabe was well under control.

Sadie had already done his eyes, and now she was reaching for blusher. Not that he needed that, he was already blushing profusely.  Quite red, in fact.  Incredibly, Gabe had offered virtually no resistance while she played with him like he was a girl’s toy doll.

Sadie felt the need to rub it in.

“Feeling like a girl yet sweetie pie?”

Gabe didn’t respond. Instead he rolled his eyes.  May as well let Sadie have her fun.  He was enjoying the attention, even if it was a bit unusual.  To say the least!

Having applied a generous brush of blush to each cheek, Sadie stopped for a moment.

“Oh dear me, I see the problem.”

Sadie had noticed that the bra, meant for a voluptuous woman, looked like two pitifully deflated balloons on Gabe’s chest.  With that, Sadie took several pairs of old pantyhose, rolled them up, and then filled out the D size cups on Gabe’s bra until they were proudly bursting with womanhood.

“There!  Now you have that voluptuous womanly figure that you always wanted!”

“Sadie, you’ve had your fun, that’s enough.  Can I get out of this get up now?”

“What happened to no problem dressing up like a woman?  Were you being dishonest with me?  I should hope not.  That would be very, very naughty.  Pucker up girly.”

Sadie took an old lipstick and gave Gabe sweet pink lips.  Then she went into one of the unpacked boxes and searched until she found what she wanted.  She had used the black wig she pulled out when she went out with the girls when she was in college.  She had gone to a male strip show with her friends and she didn’t want to be recognized.  She didn’t think that her mom would approve if she found out.  It had already served her well on multiple occasions, even getting her drinks when she was underage.  There are times when a young girl just has to go incognito!  She had kept the wig just in case she needed it again. 

What a full head of hair it was!  It had certainly changed Sadie’s appearance, and now it was doing the same thing for girlie Gabe.  She straightened the wig on Gabe’s head, and gave it a quick brush out.  She smiled at her creation.

“Now you can get dressed honey.”

Sadie opened another box while Gabe stood and went over to his clothes.  Just when he picked up his shirt Sadie stopped him.

“No, not in that girlie, in this!”

Sadie held up a souvenir from a job she once held in college.  A maid uniform! She had worked one summer as a maid, cleaning houses near campus.  The money had been good even if the work was a bit demeaning.  Actually, it had been incredibly demeaning, particularly the apron and cap, but Sadie didn’t like to think about that anymore.  That memory was best left alone.  Water under the bridge.

Gabe hardly knew what to say.  He really liked Sadie, so he didn’t want to disappoint her.  He did say that he admired women.  Sadie held the dress up and gave it a shake while she softly pleaded with him in her best coquettish voice.

“Pretty please.  Just for me.  Just for today.  Promise.  I always wanted a maid.  You look perfect.  You can help me unpack.  It will help make you feel the role.”

Gabe rolled his eyes again.  What he wouldn’t do for a pretty girl!  Sadie grinned while he half-heartedly stepped into the uniform.  Sadie zipped him up in back.  The shapewear helped the dress to conform to his new curves.  Sadie tied the white apron on him, making a pretty bow, then she put the mob cap that she had always thought was so silly on his head.  The cap had been a requirement on the job that summer.  Yuk!  Sadie always thought that to be the ultimate in humiliation for the female employees.

“Wait a minute.  One more thing.”

Gabe gave her an impatient look.

“You’re enjoying this far too much.”

Sadie grinned while she quickly combed thru a box.

“Who me?  I can’t believe that you just said that!”

Sadie searched another box, and came up with a pair of black patent leather heels.

“These were a bit big on me, they should fit you perfectly.”

Indeed they did.  Gabe slipped them on, then stood before his girlfriend looking very much like a traditional female housemaid.  When Sadie added the finishing touch, a blast of an extremely fragrant perfume, his face burned red from humiliation.

Gabe had always admired women, but that didn’t really mean that he wanted to dress like one.  Yet, there he was.  From nose to toes, he was the flawless image of a female maid.

Sadie was extremely proud of her new creation.  She always thought that she had a flair for changing her own image with the right clothes and makeup.  In high school, she had been part of the drama group, working backstage on wardrobe and makeup.  She fancied herself as well versed in changing appearances.  She always enjoyed costume parties, and even surprising boyfriends by showing up for a date looking like a whole different girl.  Her latest work, a housemaid, proved it once again.

Gabe was quite slender, soft spoken, so he easily could be mistaken for a girl even before Sadie had worked her magic on him.  In fact, when Sadie first met him, she had mistaken him for a girl.  His baby-faced female features belied both his true age and his sex.  That was part of her initial attraction to him.  His appearance really didn’t agree with what he really was.

On their first date in a coffee shop the waitress had even asked them what the ladies would care to drink.  So it really didn’t take half of the transformation effort that Sadie had accomplished in order to sell the playful deception.  It had all been far too easy.

With all of the female trimmings, he had the whole female maid look down perfectly.  He was a lookalike for a young maid out on her very first job.  He even had that timid shy look that young girls often have.  The new maid was absolutely adorable.  Just what Sadie needed to help her out on moving in day!  She stood back and assessed the blushing helper that stood timidly before her.  Time to offer a bit of encouragement.

“You look great sweetie.  Since you obviously enjoy women’s clothing so much, you can stay up here and unpack the rest of my clothes.  Hang everything neatly in the closet.  Then find the sheets and make the bed.”

“But…” 

Sadie didn’t wait to hear the rest.

“I’m going downstairs to set up the kitchen.  When you finish up here, then you can come down and help.  If you do a good job, maybe I’ll even give you a kiss.  Snap to it girlie!”

Of course Sadie had absolutely no intention of kissing Gabe. She really hardly knew him.  She was just being flirtatious in order to tempt him into helping out.  She knew what kissing could lead to.  There are worse things for a single girl than an early morning walk of shame.  There’s nothing sadder than a single girl in a drugstore looking for a pregnancy test.  A single girl never wants a permanent reminder of a temporary feeling! There was no way that was going to happen to Sadie.

Besides, any thought of kissing him vanished once he put on that maid uniform.  Now he really looked like a girl.  Not exactly her type.

With that Sadie left her new maid upstairs in the bedroom to work while she went down to the kitchen.  She was quite satisfied with herself with what she had done.  What a brilliant idea!


Chapter 4.  Gabe

Gabe slowly began unpacking the rest of Sadie’s wardrobe.  It was difficult to work with enthusiasm dressed the way that he was.  A female maid uniform?  How silly.  He felt embarrassed that he had let a girl dress him like that.  It was not exactly what Gabe had been expecting to do that day at Sadie’s new home.

Their relationship was still new.  Far too new for a kinky dress up game.  The faux maid had only met Sadie a couple of weeks earlier.  They had both been apartment hunting, and their meeting was strictly by accident.  They had managed to be at the same apartment that was for rent at the same time.

Gabe was far too shy to approach a strange girl.  In fact he had girl friends, but he had never really dated a girl, let alone kissed a girl.  For a guy of his age that was unheard of, but it was the truth.  When it came to relationships with girls, Gabe was frustrated.  He was too timid and too shy to move past simple friendship with a girl.

So Sadie had made the first move, offering to share a coffee with another apartment hunter. That’s when Sadie had learned that Gabe’s lease was running out and that he was desperate to find another apartment and to find another job.  In an untimely event, he had just been released from his job, right when he needed to renew his lease.  Without a job to support himself, once his lease ran out he would have to suffer the ultimate indignity for a young man—he would have to go home to his parents.

The maid admired the pretty dresses that he was hanging in the closet.  He daydreamed while he worked.  Sadie’s clothes reminded him of his two older sisters’ clothing.  On more than one occasion he had found his way into their bedroom when he was home alone and tried on their clothing.

Though he would never admit it, Gabe had always found female clothing to be a major turn on.  At one time or another, he had tried on just about every garment that his sisters owned. Each one teased and cajoled his desire, giving him a sweet fantasy of heated sex.  Though he had stained panties with precum on many occasions, he had convinced himself that good girls don’t masturbate.  So he had never done so.  At least not when dressed up like a girl.  It had been humiliating handwashing his sister’s panties after he wore them, but it was a necessity that he learned to live with.  It was the only way to avoid discovery of his secret activity.

Sadie had taken his previous dress-up game to whole new level.  It was one thing to sneak around dressing up like a girl in secret, but quite another to do so at the direction of a pretty girl like Sadie.

The more he thought about it, the more he found the notion that Sadie had controlled him to such an extent to be incredibly erotic.  His head was swimming with desire.  Though his sex was firmly contained in his tight shapewear, that only served to increase his yearning for uncontrolled sex.  He could already feel precum dampening things down there.  He hoped that Sadie wouldn’t mind that he may be hopelessly staining her lingerie.

Yet, though a full-grown man, Gabe couldn’t bring himself to take any action.  After all, he was dressed like a female maid. 

Good girls don’t masturbate.


Chapter 5.  Visitor

Downstairs, Sadie had just started working in the kitchen when there was a soft tap at the front door.  From back in the kitchen, Sadie barely heard the sound, but she thought that she had better investigate.  When she opened the front door, there was Virginia Ellington, her new landlord.  The thoughtful woman had brought over a flower arrangement.  A gift to welcome Sadie into her new home.  Virginia set the arrangement down on an end table and began to extol the virtues of Sadie’s new home.

Virginia was still a young woman.  Though apparently what you might call an old-fashioned woman, somehow seemingly magically transported to current day from an earlier era.  To the casual observer, without question, she was a woman of good taste, always cognizant of her immaculate appearance.  Sadie could admire a woman who took such care with her appearance.  Even just visiting her new tenant, she was dressed in a stylish skirt suit.  Perfect clothes, perfect hair, perfect makeup.  Her look was flawless.  No doubt the recent divorcee wouldn’t remain single for very long.

Sadie was comfortable talking with her.  She knew that Virginia was a prim and proper woman, just like her mother. Of course that’s precisely why Sadie’s mom wanted Virginia to keep an eye on her daughter.

Virginia gave Sadie a quick tour of the first floor, pointing out all of the little things that made the home unique.  She made sure to note the windows, and she stressed that she had a good view of goings on from her own home.  So she emphasized that Sadie had to be on her best behavior.  Virginia was particularly proud of the kitchen pantry.  She opened the door to the huge walk-in storeroom.  It was large enough that both women stepped inside to admire the shelving largess.

Perhaps it was a twist of fate, but while the ladies stepped inside the pantry, that was when the upstairs maid arrived in the kitchen looking for Sadie.  She hadn’t come even lose to unpacking everything upstairs, but she had a question for Sadie regarding how to arrange panties in her panty drawer.  When Virginia led Sadie out of the pantry, she found herself face to face with the maid.  Virginia smiled at the sight of the young blushing girl.

“Why Sadie, I had no idea that you had a maid.  I was led to believe that your financial status was, shall we say, somewhat in need.  Introduce me.  What’s the girl’s name?”

Sadie was caught by surprise. Her mind raced for something to say.  What could she possibly come up with on such short notice?  She certainly couldn’t say that the maid was her boyfriend Gabe.  Her new lifestyle would be over before it even began.  Finally, after much too long of a pause, she nervously said the first thing that came to her mind.

“Chantelle.  Her name is Chantelle.  Chantelle Lace.”

Virginia smiled.

“What a sweet name.  Nice to meet you miss Chantelle.”

In just those few moments Sadie managed to compose herself.  A most wonderful idea came to mind.  She elaborated on the maid.

“Chantelle is unemployed.  She has agreed to be my housemaid in exchange for room and board until she can do better.  It may take her some time, so she’ll be staying with me.”

Virginia enthusiastically approved.

“What a wonderful idea.  I couldn’t imagine how a single working girl was going to do all of the necessary upkeep for such a large home.  These big colonials can be a burden to keep clean.  I should know.  I’ve been looking for a housemaid myself.  Perhaps Chantelle would be interested in working next door for me?  Part-time, of course.”

Chantelle was caught entirely off guard.  She was speechless.  Yes, she was out of work, but become a housemaid?  Not exactly something that she would want to brag about.  She was already looking forward to taking off the maid uniform.  A few hours attired like a domestic was more than enough for the new maid.  Sadie came to the rescue, not taking the risk of waiting for Chantelle to speak and possibly messing up the intriguing opportunity.

“Of course she would be interested.  She can work for you a couple of days during the week while I’m away at work.  It’s win-win for everybody.”

Virginia was pleased with the arrangement.  Ignoring the maid, after all, she was just a domestic, she spoke directly to Sadie.

“Excellent.  I’ll give her the week to help you to settle in.  Then I’ll expect her over to my place next Monday.  I have plenty of work for her to do.  It can be a trial run.  An opportunity for me to see what she can do.  We’ll discuss the rest of the details later.  For now, I’ll just let her get things straightened out here for you.”

With that, Virginia went out the door, leaving a stunned Chantelle standing next to her new employer.

Sadie couldn’t have been more pleased with herself.  Like she always said, when opportunity knocks, you have to be willing to open the door.


Chapter 6.  Maid Chantelle

Chantelle gave Sadie a frustrated look.

“What did you do that for?  I’m not a housemaid!”

Sadie grinned.

“You are now sweetie.  Can’t you see?  She had no idea who you really are.  She thought that you were a female maid, no questions asked!  Keep in mind, Virginia is my mom’s good friend.  I wouldn’t even be able to see you with her on the watch.  She would never allow it.  But just think.  Now you can stay right here with me, and she’ll be no wiser for it!”

There were a few moments of silence while the reality set in for Chantelle.  The maid spoke next.

“I’ll admit I’ll enjoy moving in with you.  But if that means that I have to be a maid, I mean...”

Sadie took charge of the situation.

“Much more than just my housemaid.  Look at all of these windows.  You’ll have to pose like a woman all of the time.  Virginia can see everything that goes on in here.  If Virginia finds out the truth, we’ll both be in big trouble.  It’s bad enough I dropped out of college to take a menial office job, if mom finds out I’m living with a boy I’ll have to come back home.”

Sadie was already working on a plan.  An intricate deception, designed not only to fool her landlord, but also to provide herself with maid service.  Chantelle was perfect for the job.  Be that as it may, the maid wasn’t sold on the idea.  She still squirmed, clearly embarrassed by the zany idea.

“I don’t know if I can do that.  I don’t know anything about being a real housemaid.  I mean, today was just a goofy game, wasn’t it?  Right?  Posing like a maid…”  Her voice trailed off.  Sadie picked up the conversation.

“Of course I’ll have to work with you a little.  You know, clothes shopping, and a few accessories.  Those nails will have to be done.  Naturally, you’ll need to shave those legs.”

Sadie glanced down at the maid’s legs.  They really weren’t very viral, actually quite feminine, but she’d have him shave them just for the fun of it.  Why not?  It would put the sissy in her place.  Sadie continued right on.

“Not to mention teaching you how to be a capable housemaid.  But I’m absolutely sure that you can pull it off.  Won’t you do it?  Just for me?  Pretty please?”

Sadie gave him the eyebrow flutter.  Whenever she wanted something from a boy, that was her go to move.  That and the hair flip.  No to mention a lick of the lips.  They always worked magic on unsuspecting boys!

Gabe gazed into her eyes.  Sadie was such a beautiful woman!  The kind of girl he could only dream about.  How could he possibly resist such charm?  After all, he would be moving in with a gorgeous woman.  That’s quite a perk in exchange for a little dress-up game.

Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad.  With that thought, Gabe faded into the background.  Chantelle the maid slowly began to emerge to take charge.  Finally Chantelle half-heartedly nodded in agreement.

“Okay, I’ll do it.  But first, I’m going to have to go and get my things from my apartment.  I’ll change and be back in a few hours.”

Sadie put a quick stop to that.

“You can’t do that Chantelle!  Virginia is on the prowl!  She would see you!  Virginia only saw movers coming and going from here.  If you change back into Gabe, then she might see a boy leaving, then the charade would be over.  No Chantelle, from this moment on, you’re Chantelle, my female maid.  A simple domestic, at my beck and call.  You can’t be seen to be anything other than that.  What you need to do is to gather up the clothes that you came in with and toss them out.  I’ll take care of your apartment.  You just concentrate on being my maid.”

Chantelle half-heartedly gave in.  Sadie sure seemed to know what she was doing.  How difficult could becoming a domestic maid possibly be?

They spent the rest of the day setting up the household.  Sadie and her maid worked for hours at the task.  When they stopped for the day out of fatigue, not to mention boredom, there was still more work to be done.  Sadie decided that the rest could wait for later.  She told the maid that she would have to spend her first night on the couch until they could set up a bedroom for her.

Sadie spent most of that night wide awake, thinking about Chantelle.  She knew that if she was going to sell Chantelle to Virginia as her maid, that the maid would need work.  Otherwise the ruse wouldn’t succeed for very long.  It was just before dawn when Sadie finally fell asleep.


Chapter 7.  Morning

The following morning Sadie set to work perfecting the demeanor of her new maid.  Sadie sat in the dining room with her laptop open in front of her.  Once the maid was dressed, she sat down next to Sadie to begin putting things in place for the subterfuge.  Sadie gave her a stern look.

“Chantelle, you can’t sit next to me.  Remember the windows?  A maid should stand at the ready, hands folded in front of her apron, eyes lowered, waiting to be of assistance when needed.”

Chantelle quickly stood and posed correctly.  Clearly not pleased to hold such a diminutive posture, the maid spoke sarcastically.

“Like this Sadie?”

Sadie rolled her eyes.

“You mean, Yes Miss Sanderson.  You must always address your superior properly, in a deferring manner.  If you don’t, it will be a giveaway.  Try it.”

The sarcasm was still evident.

“Yes Miss Sanderson.”

Trying to poke fun at the absurd situation of being dressed up like a housemaid in front of her girlfriend, the maid added a polite curtsy.  Sadie smiled approvingly.

“I like the curtsy, that can stay.  But the attitude has to stop.  You do know that in the past women would use the paddle on ill-mannered maids, don’t you?  You had better get into the part or I’ll be putting the paddle to your bare bottom.  I mean it, lose the attitude.”

She said it so matter of fact that Chantelle had to take it seriously. The comment immediately wiped the smile off the maid’s face.

With the laptop in place, and with maid Chantelle standing dutifully her side, Sadie began the process of ordering everything that was needed to pull off the subterfuge.

Having slept on the idea, Sadie was positively gleeful at the prospect of having a maid.  Clearly Chantelle was still a reluctant party to the ruse.  Sadie’s motivation was based on her rather short college experience.  That was when Sadie had solidified her reputation.

College had been quite an experience.  How was she supposed to have known that boys weren’t allowed in the sophomore girl’s dormitory?  It had been quite a party, really the biggest bash on campus that semester, until the campus police broke it up.  She really didn’t think that it was all that raucous, but apparently a few stuffy nearby neighbors disagreed.

Okay, it was four in the morning when the police arrived, with the fire department right behind them, sirens blaring.  But you know, girls will be girls!  Right?  Hey, it was only a small fire.  Most likely it would have eventually gone out on its own.  Maybe.  Okay, maybe not.  We’ll never know now, will we?

Since she was the organizer of the affair, she took the fall, along with ten of her best friends.  Oh, there were boys there too.  One was even passed out on the floor with a pair of pink panties fitted over his head, gusset arranged right over his nose.  He did look so cute!  Even today Sadie couldn’t remember how many boys were actually present that fateful night.  Probably because she had so much to drink.

Later she was called to the admissions building.  There, she was told by a prudish woman in a rather overdramatic speech, that such an esteemed private institution didn’t want troublesome girls like her anywhere near campus.  Pfft!

Sadie had to agree to never return to the campus in order to avoid the college pressing charges.  Sadie didn’t really ever want to come back anyway, so it was no big deal for her to agree to that.

Anyway, because of the obvious misunderstanding, Sadie had to clear out her dorm room and leave campus.  While expulsion seemed a bit too much at the time, it did allow Sadie to pursue other interests.  Sadie considered it to be failing up.  That’s what had led her to accepting a job in a strange city where she could move away from home and enjoy the freedom that a young woman needs.  Particularly, a young woman like Sadie.

Her pitiful boring office job was barely enough to keep the lights on in her new home, a huge colonial.  But the largess was given to her at a substantial discount.  The fancy digs came with a price.  Her landlord was appointed unofficial guardian wholly intent on keeping Sadie away from parties and the male companionship that she longed for.  After all, how can you possibly party without boys?

Now Sadie sat with her laptop, absolutely giddy at how things had already progressed.  She had managed to find a way to circumvent the lame effort that had been established to keep her out of trouble.  She had only been in her new place for less than a day, and she already had a boy in her home.  Sort of.

“Chantelle, Virginia has seen you so you’ll have to keep the same bust that I gave you yesterday.  She might get suspicious otherwise.  Let’s get you some size D falsies.”

While Chantelle squirmed, with a few clicks of her mouse Sadie was looking at voluptuous breast inserts.  She selected full-figured D breasts, and with another click Chantelle’s long-term bustline was established.  Plenty of bounce, and a firm pair of nipples.  Everything a sexy girl needed to attract boys.

With a sly grin on her face, Sadie ordered panties for the maid. While full panties would have been just fine, Sadie wanted the maid in thong panties.  She reasoned that girls often wear them to be sexy, so the maid should too.  Chantelle didn’t seem to notice what Sadie was doing to her.  If she didn’t mind being sexed up a bit, then why not?

Sadie decided that she needed breakfast.  So she sent the maid to the kitchen while she continued ordering.

An assortment of Chantelle shaping garments followed, all designed to enhance the maid’s hourglass figure.  Or, more to the point, to give the maid an hourglass figure.  Sadie wanted to make sure that Chantelle’s waist was tucked in so that it would accentuate her new breasts and emphasize her buttocks.  Garter belts with back-seamed stockings, Cuban heels of course, were a must.

Sadie wanted Chantelle to have her own uniforms.  A few traditional black uniforms with white accents, embroidered with Chantelle, went into another cart.  She paired the dress with the usual accessories.  Apron, cap, black patent shoes.  The works.  She paid the extra upcharge for a quick turnaround.

Sadie realized that Chantelle would have to leave the house at one time or another.  So she even shopped for a couple of bodycon dresses just in case.

Finally, Sadie was on to wigs, cosmetics, and grooming accessories.  She didn’t want Chantelle using her own cosmetics, so she ordered the bare minimum from the online Cosmetics For U store.  When the pink shavers arrived, she would have Chantelle begin her female grooming habits.

Chantelle came into the room with a couple of plates of toast and two glasses of orange juice.  That was pretty much all that was available in the meagerly stocked kitchen.  Okay, that was everything that was in the kitchen.  Amazingly, since things were still a bit disorganized, the maid had even managed to find the toaster.  Sadie made a note to do some grocery shopping.  Chantelle sat down next to Sadie to eat her breakfast.  Sadie gave her an irritated look.

“Chantelle, you can’t sit next to me to eat.”

The maid seemed puzzled.

“What’s the problem?”

Sadie shook her head.

“What if Virginia saw us thru the window?  What would she think?  From now on, you serve me in the dining room, and you eat in the kitchen. Got it?”

Chantelle was disappointed, but she got the picture.  She stood up, and picked up her own breakfast.  Then she went into the kitchen, feeling very much like a servant in Sadie’s new home.


Chapter 8.  Furnishings

By late morning Sadie had ordered everything that a maid would need to look the part.  It had taken just about all of her savings.  It was just a start of what she had planned, of course.  Sadie had even ordered the maid a couple of nightgowns so that she could sleep comfortably.  Everything was in stock, and it would all be shipped overnight free of charge.

Her next step was to set up quarters for her maid.  While Sadie would sleep like a queen in the large master bedroom, Chantelle would have to sleep down the hallway in the smallest bedroom that the huge colonial featured.  Most likely it had been intended to be a sewing room, or perhaps a small office, but Sadie wanted it to be a bedroom for the maid.  It was well away from her own bedroom, so she would feel safe from any possible unwanted attention during the night. She didn’t want to give her new boyfriend any ideas!  The room was perfect for a young child, or, more to the point, for a household servant.

Sadie loved to shop so she was excited about furnishing the room for Chantelle. She wanted to take Chantelle with her out to the local furniture store.  They featured same day delivery, a real perk, so there would be no need for the maid to spend another night sleeping on the couch.

She announced her intention to Chantelle.

“Chantelle, we’re going shopping. I need to get your bedroom set up.  Let’s go!”

Chantelle looked down at her uniform.

“Dressed like this?  I don’t think so.  I’d feel silly.”

Sadie smiled.  Great opportunity to teach the sissy a lesson.

“You’re right.  I wouldn’t want you to look like you were my maid accompanying me to the store.  I’ve got just the thing for you.  Follow me.”

They both went back upstairs to Sadie’s bedroom.  There were still a few boxes left to be unpacked, but most of Sadie’s clothes were already in her closet.  Sadie quickly flipped through the clothes that were there, before coming to a pink skirt suit that her mother had given her years earlier when she went looking for a summer job.  You know, pink for good luck.

Her mother had worn the outfit to work for years, it had been a favorite of hers.  But Sadie hadn’t worn it.  Not only because it was dated, but also because she detested pink.  Not exactly a power suit fit for a girl like Sadie.  She did have her reputation to uphold!  She didn’t want to disappoint her mother, so she had accepted the gift.  So she had kept the outfit, without any intention of ever wearing it, just in case her mom ever asked about it.  Perfect attire for Chantelle!

The maid took a horrified glance at the colorful ensemble.  A flashy double-breasted pink jacket, meant to be worn over a sheer white ruffled nylon blouse that was also on the hanger, and a short pleated pink skirt. All topped off with a gaudy pink rose sewn on to the lapel.  The attire screamed prissy femininity, in a manner that harkened back to a long-lost era when women were treated in the office like sex objects.  Just like Sadie, there was no way in the world that Chantelle would ever wear such a thing!

Chantelle’s eyes pleaded with Sadie.

“I can’t Sadie, please, I can’t…”

Perturbed by the maid’s response, Sadie crossed her arms in front of her breasts, and gave the maid a stern look.  Sadie didn’t say a word.  She didn’t have to.  The maid got the message.

“I mean, I mean, please Miss Sanderson, I don’t think I’m ready for that just yet.  Perhaps I wouldn’t mind so much wearing my uniform to the store.  May I at least leave my cap here while we go?”

Sadie was still annoyed.  Such impertinence!  If Chantelle was going to fool anybody, she needed to look and to act the part of a humble maid.  Plus she had to be comfortable enough to stary in character in front of strangers.

Sadie was no longer in the mood to compromise.  She didn’t have to negotiate with the maid.  After all, Chantelle was her maid!  She wanted to maintain the decorum that she had already established with her new housemaid.  Chantelle was going to be her maid, and she would just have to become accustomed to looking and to acting like one.  This sort of attitude would never do.

“You’ll go in full uniform, cap and all, or you’ll go in the pretty skirt suit that my mother cherished so much.  I think that the outfit would become you.

Your choice dearie.”


Chapter 9.  Shopping

Chantelle felt silly walking into the furniture store dressed in her domestic maid uniform.  She couldn’t believe the lengths that she was going to simply to please her new girlfriend.  Sadie had taken her by surprise.  She had thought that Sadie would reconsider her servile position after a brief period.  Instead, she discovered that Sadie was serious about the whole maid thing.  Chantelle was being treated like Sadie was her employer, and like she was just an employee.  A lowly maid at that.

The black white trimmed dress, white apron, and ridiculous mob cap she was wearing, clearly identified Chantelle to be a housemaid.  A commonplace one at that. She found the thought of showing herself in public to be demeaning.  Even more so when the saleslady came out to greet them at the store entrance.  The woman introduced herself to Sadie to be Hannah, but she completely ignored the obvious servant at her side.  A clear slight because of her obvious lower-class status.

Sadie didn’t help out the situation.  Apparently Sadie was really getting into the role of lady of the manor.  Her high-minded tone couldn’t possibly have sounded more snobbish.  She was obviously enjoying her newfound superior position in the household.  She had no trouble brandishing her newfound authority in front of a stranger.  There was nothing that Chantelle could do about that.

“I’m setting up servant’s quarters for my new maid.  I’m looking for a basic low cost bed and also a bureau for my maid.  But first, I’d like a new vanity for myself.  My own is need of a major upgrade.”

Chantelle wanted to laugh, but she tried to suppress the urge.  Her girlfriend sure knew how to play a part.  She wasn’t sure if the show was for the saleswoman or if it was for her.  The obvious put-on caused the maid to momentarily forget how she was dressed. 

Hannah smiled.  The stylish woman knew what she wanted. A certain sale. Nothing like the joy of that first commission in the morning!

“Come with me, we have plenty of vanity selections for a sophisticated woman with discerning taste.  I’m sure that you can find something of interest.”

Chantelle trailed behind the two women while they headed towards the back of the store.

Sadie lazily perused several vanities while Chantelle stood by watching.  Other shoppers strolled by, taking no particular note of the maid.  Hannah was quite knowledgeable, pointing out the differences between various units.  Sadie intended to keep the new vanity for herself, while moving her old vanity into the maid’s room.  It was a good excuse to replace an old piece of her bedroom furniture that was more suitable for her teen years.  Finally she made her decision.  Hannah assured her that the unit could be delivered and set up for her by the end of the day.  Amazing!

Sadie spent far less time on the maid’s quarters.  At this point, she had completely blown her budget and fully depleted her savings.  Her lone credit card was just about maxed out.  So she had no other choice.  A single bed, no headboard, and a modest bureau of four drawers.  For the bureau, Hannah had found her a scratched and dinged-up bargain.  Like Hannah said, a typical combination for a young girl’s room or for a college dorm.  Hannah included a set of lavender bed sheets for her at no extra charge.  Again, Hannah gave assurances that the furniture would be delivered the same day.

Chantelle wasn’t particularly concerned about the modest furniture.  She could live with the lavender sheets.  She was just happy that she wouldn’t be sleeping on the couch anymore.  Throughout the buying process, Chantelle hadn’t given any thought to the fact that her identity hadn’t been questioned in the slightest.  She had been accepted out in public for what she appeared to be—Sadie’s female housemaid.

When they arrived back home, Sadie was ecstatic that she had been able to do all the setup work for the maid on the same day.  Now she could enjoy the rest of her one-week vacation without worrying about digs for the maid.

With the maid otherwise occupied, Sadie made a quick phone call, contacting Gabe’s former landlord.  She informed the woman who answered that Gabe would not be returning, and that she was free to empty the apartment, and then to donate everything that was in it.  No need to bother refunding the security deposit.  That sealed the deal.  With that task completed, Sadie could turn her attention to herself.

There was still plenty of unpacking to be done, plus the place needed to be cleaned from top to bottom.  Sadie smiled.  She had no intention of working that hard on her vacation.  She would let the maid do the work.

It was early evening when the truck pulled up in front of the house carrying Sadie’s order.  While Chantelle timidly hid in the kitchen, Sadie flirted shamelessly with the delivery guys.  She enjoyed teasing them while they set up the maid’s room.

With a simple hair flip she had them moving her old vanity out, and putting her new vanity in its place.  With a lick of her lips, they fell over each other trying to please her.

Sadie did love to tease boys!  When they finished, with another lick of her lips for good measure, she sent them on their way.

It was only then that the maid peered out from the kitchen.


Chapter 10.  Cosmetics For U

By Wednesday, all of Chantelle’s new clothing had arrived.  Sadie showed her how to position her ample falsies in her bra, and she taught her how to adjust her wig just right.  Both additions had helped the maid to appear even more genuine.  By his time, all of the boxes had been unpacked, and everything had been put away.  Sadie had supervised the maid every step of the way.  Now Sadie was sitting back and relaxing. 

The moment of solitude gave Sadie a great idea.  She told Chantelle not to put any makeup on.  Just a spritz of perfume this morning.  While Chantelle was happy to avoid putting the makeup on, she didn’t realize that Sadie had other plans for her.

Sadie had remembered that a “Cosmetics For U” sales representative had been stopping by at work offering free makeovers to all the women in an effort to generate sales.  Sadie still had her business card in her wallet.  Why not take advantage of the offer?  With a quick cell phone call, Sadie arranged for the representative, Miss Gloria Divine, to stop by.  Apparently it was a slow day for cosmetic sales, because Miss Divine quickly agreed to come by at 11:00.

Miss Divine arrived promptly at the appointed time.  After quick introductions, it was time to get down to business.  Sadie led the representative to the kitchen where the maid was waiting.  When Chantelle saw the attractive woman her eyes widened while she gaped in obvious lust.

No surprise there.  Women who sell cosmetics are typically knockout attractive.  Miss Divine was no different in that regard.  Her looks had that attention getting effect on every male who encountered her.  Her attire was designed to pique the interest of every male in her path, and then to leave them drooling in her wake.  Such an impression was good for business, so she was simply making full use of her ample resources.

A powder blue blazer over a sheer lacy white blouse, with a matching powder blue mini skirt, could do that to any male with a pulse.  The extremely sheer see-thru blouse Miss Divine wore added to her allure because it vividly displayed the tempting blue lace bra that she wore beneath it.  Her audaciously high blue heels and back seamed taupe hose drew attention to Miss Divine’s shapely legs.  Her incredibly sexy perfume assured that she could not be missed when she stepped into a room.

Just in case the attractive woman was not readily recognizable as a cosmetic sales lady, “Gloria Divine” was embroidered on her blazer in fancy script just beneath “Cosmetics for U.”

Very personalized, very classic, very chic, very sexy.

Sadie and Gloria sat down at the kitchen table while Chantelle stood next to Sadie.  Miss Divine took a long look at Sadie.

“I hate to say it, I could lose my job for this, but I don’t think that you need a makeover.  Are those our products that you are using?”

Sadie grinned.  She was flattered to have an expert compliment her on her look.

“Why yes, I use all Cosmetics For U products, how nice of you to notice.  Thank you for the compliment, but you aren’t here for me.  I was hoping that you’d do a makeover on my maid.  You know, something modestly professional.”  She pointed to the maid.  “This is Chantelle.”

Miss Divine was a bit surprised.  She had never done a makeover for a maid before.  Quite unusual.  She had the maid sit down next to her while she took a good long look at her would-be client.  Typically, she wouldn’t work with a girl of so little means.  She rolled her eyes at the thought.  Then she reconsidered, thinking that perhaps the girl’s employer would provide for the girl’s cosmetics.  After all, maids do use makeup too.  At least a little.  Sadly, this maid hadn’t even made a feeble effort.  Not a good reflection on her employer.  No wonder she had been summoned to save the day.

When she noted Chantelle on the maid’s uniform, she thought it a bit tacky.  A maid should remain anonymous and unremarkable.  Maids are meant to be kept in the background, invisible, part of the fixtures of a well-appointed home.  This maid didn’t seem to be very aware of her station.  Clearly, she didn’t know her place.  Miss Divine whispered almost inaudibly, in a most condescending manner. 

“Obviously.”

Finally, having carefully examined her potential client, she gave her assessment.  She turned to Sadie.

“Oh dear, I see what you mean.  Hardly a suitable look even for a common household maid.  Yes, I think that I can fix this.  It can be done. A good foundation would be a start.  I can bring those cheek bones out and pluck those eyebrows.  Extra long lash extensions are a must.  That might just save the day.”

Miss Divine sighed.  It was a bit more work than she would typically do for a client, but she could sense that a sale might follow if she did things right.  Better a small sale than none at all.  After all, she had taken the time to stop by.  The call had interrupted her meditation, so she felt invested.  Miss Divine stood up.

“Let me go back out to the car and bring a few things in.”

While Miss Divine was outside, Chantelle pleaded her case.

“Please Miss Sanderson, I don’t want a makeover.  I fooled your landlord yesterday, so why do I need a makeover?”

Sadie shook her head.

“We were just lucky yesterday.  You have a long way to go if you want to stay here with me.  Don’t worry, just a few slight changes and you’ll be very convincing.  Pay close attention to everything Miss Divine says.  You’ll need to do your own makeup every morning from now on.”

Miss Divine came back into the room, toting two large cosmetic cases, one in each hand.  Miss Divine turned to Sadie.

“Is there a place that we can work?”

Sadie smiled.

“Why yes.”  She turned to Chantelle. “Take Miss Divine up to your room.  That will give you a chance to show off your new vanity.”

Miss Divine gave the cosmetic cases to the maid to carry.

“A new vanity?  How quaint.  Show me the way.”


Chapter 11.  Makeover

Chantelle was still regretting the mistake she made immediately upon sitting down at her vanity.  Her head was still swimming with intoxicating arousal. She was so focused on the beautiful woman near her, that she was unable to concentrate on anything else.  It was an accident.  She had simply admired Miss Divine’s amazing perfume, commenting to her on what a lovely fragrance it was.

The scent of the perfume was riveting, just like the attractive woman who wore it.  Chantelle simply couldn’t take her mind off the overpowering scent that surrounded her.

Once Chantelle had commented on the fragrance, the Cosmetics For U rep had immediately opened her cosmetic case, and then misted the maid from tip to toe with the fragrance.  It was only then that she had explained what it was.

“Chantelle, I’ll leave you with a supply of Obedience, the latest creation from Cosmetics For U.  A luxury fragrance, usually far too expensive for a working girl like you.  Consider it a gift.  It’s a proprietary blend of wonderful scents.  We are so confident of its allure that it’s absolutely guaranteed to leave every male panting with desire wherever you go or your money back.”

Just Chantelle’s luck.  Apparently this was one of those few cases where the product performed just like advertised.  From that moment on, Chantelle had difficulty paying attention to the work that Miss Divine was doing.  Instead, she was fixated on the gorgeous woman.  When she plucked stray eyebrows, Chantelle admired her beautiful facial skin.  Her makeup was so perfect!  Chantelle didn’t even notice when Miss Divine applied her own extra long eyelashes.  Miss Divine noted that with the long-lasting glue she had used that the eyelashes were essentially permanent.  From that point on, her own lashes fluttered like those of a flirtatious girl.

Then, while Miss Divine went to work with her makeup kit, all Chantelle could think of was how wonderful it would be to tear the blouse off the woman and to kiss her breasts.  Then to do same with that tempting little pink skirt before burying her face in the woman’s sex.  Chantelle had never, ever, felt such animal attraction to a woman before.

Miss Divine took painstaking measures to explain each and every brush stroke while she gave the maid a whole new look.  Not too over-the-top, but rather a subtle appearance of a servant who was serious about her role.

While Miss Divine applied nail polish, and not one, but two glossy clear coats over a coat of shiny beige, Chantelle’s eyes fixated on the woman’s legs.  It was so easy to become preoccupied with such lovely feminine legs.  She longed to get between them, and to pleasure the woman to the best of her ability.

By the time Miss Divine finished her work, Chantelle had memorized every inch of her mouthwatering body.  Only the fact that she still realized that she was dressed up like a female maid had kept Chantelle from attempting to have her way with the woman right then and there.  Chantelle had never been filled with such desire for a woman before in her life.

While Chantelle daydreamed about taking the woman to bed, Miss Divine stood back admiring her creation.  Chantelle sat at the vanity, finally taking her first look in the mirror at the magic that Miss Divine had accomplished.  At first she thought she was looking at a stranger.  She barely recognized the blushing young maid staring back at her in the mirror.  Every blink of her lashes was a flirtatious come-hither invitation that no male could possibly resist.  The makeup had softened Chantelle’s girlish features, while bringing out her innocent youthful appearance.

Then Miss Divine surprised the maid.  She could see that the maid was clueless with how to apply makeup.  Why else wouldn’t she have been made up when she arrived?

“I’ll have you use this proprietary makeup remover, and then have you start all over again.  This time, you’ll have to do it yourself.”

Chantelle did just like she had been told to do.  After she meticulously removed all of her makeup, she struggled under the watchful eye of the cosmetic representative, applying it for the second time.  But after a few more hints from the beautiful woman, she managed to replicate the same look.  Well, okay.  More than just a few more hints.

Miss Divine was thankful that she had selected such a simple look for the maid.  The poor thing had struggled with it.  It had been difficult to witness such ineptitude.  No telling what would have happened had she given the girl a more demanding look.

Again, Chantelle was admiring the pretty maid in the mirror.  It was just at that moment that Sadie came into the room to check on the progress that Miss Divine had made with her maid.


Chapter 12.  Perfect

When Sadie entered the room, what she saw was Miss Divine standing next to a young female maid.  Sadie was thrilled with the finished result.  There was absolutely no evidence left of Gabe, only maid Chantelle remained.  Sadie sized up the servant the way she would have measured a real maid who she was about to employ.

Shaping brows and adding lash extensions, gave the maid a youthful, flirtatious, sexy appearance.  Chantelle appeared to be much younger than she actually was.  Perfect for a young girl, perhaps one out on her first job.

The maid looked professional.  Just a hint of blush and a touch of neutral colors had been exactly what the maid needed.

Sadie couldn’t help but notice the perfume.  Clearly, Miss Divine had drenched the maid in it.  Sadie was pleased with that.  It helped to sell the whole picture.  She gave Miss Divine a big smile.

“Well done, I’m very pleased.”

Miss Divine always liked when clients approved of her work.

“Thank you so much, I aim to please.  I thought that the subtle look brought out her youthful innocence while maintaining a certain professionalism.  A young girl should have a flirtatious hint, and I believe that her longer lashes give her that. All I did was bring out the charm that the girl already possessed.”

Sadie smiled inside.  Obviously, the woman had no idea that she had just helped to transform a male into a pretty young woman.  If the representative, working in close proximity, couldn’t tell the truth about her client, then certainly nobody else would be the wiser.

Miss Divine shifted into sales mode.

“I’ll leave the girl with sample sizes.  May I place an order for additional supplies?”

Sadie looked at the blushing maid.  Chantelle seemed pre-occupied.  No doubt the experience had been overwhelming for her.  Then Sadie realized that the maid was fixated on Miss Divine.  How brazen!  Wandering eyes already?  Sadie knew right then and there that their relationship would be strictly platonic.  That only served to spur her on for what she had in mind for her new housemaid.

“Yes, plenty of product.  She’ll be using them for a long time to come.”

Miss Divine eagerly pulled up her order app so that she could enter the purchase.  It had been worthwhile spending all of that time on the lowly maid after all!


Chapter 13.  Miss Ellington

By the following Monday, Sadie had become accustomed to having a maid at her beck and call.  Chantelle had become fully immersed in her role.  It was time for Sadie to return to her mundane office drudgery, and time for Chantelle to go next door and become a domestic for Miss Ellington.

Sadie took one last look at her maid before sending her out the door.

“Hmm, something is still missing.  I know.  Wait here.”

Sadie went into her jewelry box and took out a silver necklace that a boyfriend had once given to her.  It was a cheap trinket, a dismal reminder of a dreadful date that had gone terribly awry.  She had only worn it once before relegating it to the bottom of her jewelry box.

Every girl should have a bit of flair added to their outfit.  Even a mere housemaid.  So Sadie felt that the necklace was the perfect finishing touch for Chantelle.  She clipped the necklace around the maid’s neck before making sure that it was properly centered. Chantelle was naively thankful for the gift.  Sadie smiled.  Obviously, the maid had no idea what the necklace signified.

The silver adornment featured a prominent padlock pendant that couldn’t be missed.  Those in the know would immediately identify the wearer to be sexually submissive.  A role that Sadie couldn’t possibly have filled for her ditzy boyfriend, but a role that fit Chantelle perfectly.

It was time for Sadie to give last minute encouragement.

“Don’t forget, it’s important that Miss Ellington does not discover who you really are.  Act like a female maid at all times.  Check your hair and makeup from time to time.  Girls do that.  You should too.  Be light on your feet.  Don’t forget, click, click, click, not clomp, clomp, clomp.  Remember to sit to pee, failure to do so will be a giveaway.  Miss Ellington will be watching you like a hawk.  Any last questions?”

Chantelle still wasn’t really ready for this.

“Sadie, do I have to…”

“Miss Sanderson to you girlie.”

The maid was annoyed that she had been corrected.  But she also understood that a certain protocol was expected from a maid.

“Miss Sanderson, I don’t really want…”

“Chantelle, this is important.  If my mother finds out that I have a boy in my house, I’ll have to leave.  I’ll never see you gain!  Plus I’ll never hear the end of it.”

The maid tried one more time.

“I know, but…”

“No dear, there’s no but about it.  You’ll do fine.  You look great, you’ll be great.  Even your makeup looks perfect.”

Chantelle blushed.  She had never been good at receiving a compliment.  It was not exactly the compliment she would have liked.  A girl telling her that she had applied her makeup perfectly?  Really?  But it was still a compliment for how well she was playing along with the game.  Sadie continued.

“I’d give you a big wet kiss, but I don’t want to smudge your lipstick.  On your way sweetie!”

With that, Sadie led the maid outside.  Sadie was on her way to work, while the maid went next door to begin her day of servitude for Miss Ellington.


Chapter 14.  Housemaid

Virginia opened the front door.  She was pleased to see that the maid had appeared on time.  Domestics should be punctual.  She quickly sized up the girl. She liked the maid’s new appearance.  A more refined look, more fitting for a maid with pride in her profession.

“Come on in Chantelle, let’s get you started right away.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Virginia smiled.  Formal, yes, but not that formal.  Best to straighten that out right away.

“Address me with Miss Ellington.  That will be sufficient.”

“Yes Miss Ellington.”

“Follow me into the laundry room.”

Chantelle was disappointed to see a mountain of clothes waiting for her on the laundry room floor.  She had expected the woman to be particular, not prone to just tossing things on the floor.

The maid immediately started shoving things into the washer while Miss Ellington watched closely, clearly appalled at what she was witnessing.  The maid was obviously clueless!  Finally, when the maid tossed her fine lingerie into the washer, Miss Ellington couldn’t take it anymore.

“You’re new at this aren’t you?”

The maid froze.  What could she possibly say to that? Of course she was new!  She had no idea what she was doing.  Sadie hadn’t trained her.  Sadie had a small pile of clothes to be washed waiting next door, but the maid hadn’t had time to get to them just yet.  She had been kept busy unpacking for Sadie. She quickly decided that there was no use in pretending. The woman had seen thru her almost immediately.  Chantelle lowered her eyes, somewhat embarrassed that she hadn’t pulled off the ruse for very long.

“Yes ma’am, I’m new.”

Miss Ellington gave her a little smile.  If the maid wanted to call her ma’am, then that would have to do.  She was much more concerned at the maid’s ability, or lack thereof, to do the laundry.  She had expected more.

“I could tell sweetie.  Nothing to be ashamed of.  We all have to start sooner or later.  Let me show you how to do laundry.”

Though Miss Ellington was finely dressed for the day, she took the time to teach the maid how to sort clothes by type and by color.  While the whites were spinning in the washer, Miss Ellington set her sights on lingerie.

“Lingerie should always be handwashed.  Here, put these on.”

She tossed a pair of pink laundry gloves at the maid while she ran the water in the laundry sink.  She added sudsy soap while the sink filled, the fragrant scent of the soap drifting throughout the room.

After that, Miss Ellington closely supervised while she gave the maid intricate instructions on how to properly handwash lingerie.  She looked over the maid’s shoulder, every step of the way.  She gave the maid a little verse to remember, while the maid meticulously cleaned one item after another just like she was instructed to do.

Dip, soak, gently squeeze several times.  Rinse!  Pat dry.

Dip, soak, gently squeeze several times.  Rinse! Pat dry.

Dip, soak, gently squeeze several times.  Rinse!  Pat dry.

Chantelle found the experience to be exhilarating.  It wasn’t just fondling all of Miss Ellington’s intimates.  It was also the fact that the alluring woman was standing right next to her while giving strict orders on precisely how things should be done. Such close proximity to such a beautiful woman while being taught how to wash her lingerie was humiliating, but erotic at the same time.  She had been spoken to like she was a child, but she found it to be delightfully stirring.

It was difficult for Chantelle to concentrate on the task at hand under the circumstances.  The maid inhaled Miss Ellington’s delightful fragrance, a much softer scent than her own, while keeping her hands busy at work just like she had been directed to do.  Mixed with the scent of the laundry soap, the aroma was heavenly.

Miss Ellington could see that the maid was clueless.  Trouble washing out lingerie?  Imagine that!  Such a simple task that any girl could do, yet the maid was struggling with it.  She knew that she would have to spend time with the maid in order for her to be a true benefit.  She decided to start with the very basics, and then work up from there.

After handwashing all of the lingerie, the maid had a laundry basked filled with damp delicates.  There was a drying rack in the room, but Miss Ellington had insisted that she not use it.  Instead, when the last pair of panties were placed in the basket, Miss Ellington had the maid carry the tub to the back door.  Normally she would dry intimates inside, but she wanted to see how the maid would handle the clothesline.

“There’s a laundry line in the yard.  Put all of the lingerie on the line and then come back in here for your next chore.  The other clothes can be done in the dryer today.  Keep the washer running at all times until everything has been cleaned.”

Miss Ellington left the maid standing at the door.  Chantelle hesitated for a moment.  The thought of going outside and hanging lingerie to dry, in full view of whoever might see her, was embarrassing.  She didn’t want to be a maid, and yet Miss Ellington was treating her like a common housemaid.  Hanging panties and bras on the line would only serve to confirm her lowly status, while at the same time heaping embarrassing humiliation on the faux maid.

Chantelle remembered what Sadie had told her before she left for the day.  Miss Ellington would be watching her like a hawk!  So she slowly opened the door and stepped out into the sunshine.

With her face flushed her deepest red ever, the maid began the tedious process of carefully pinning up Miss Ellington’s most delicate intimate garments.  It wasn’t so much that she was putting clothes on the line, as it was what kind of clothes she was pinning up.

She had to look at each garment, straighten it out, then properly pin it up.  She had never handled so many feminine garments before.  Yet here she was, dressed like a female maid, shaping up panties and bras out in the bright sunlight in full view of the world.

A line of obvious feminine garments fluttering lazily in the breeze defined the work that she was doing while she methodically moved along the line.  Each intimate item added a dose of shame to the reluctant maid.  Guys aren’t supposed to handle women’s bras and panties, unless it involves intense lovemaking.  This was simply a humbling experience that oddly left the maid trembling with desire.

Chantelle was only halfway done before she noticed that Miss Ellington was observing her from the kitchen window.  Apparently Miss Ellington didn’t even trust her to do such a simple task the proper way.  That only served to add to the inadequate feelings that accompanied the chore. When she finally finished hanging the garments, she couldn’t get out of the sunshine soon enough.  She quickly went back inside to begin her other chores.

By the end of the day the maid had been taught how to correctly wash and fold clothes.  She even put them in their proper place.  She had also dusted and then operated the vacuum cleaner.  Miss Ellington was particular about how to load the dishwasher, so she instructed the maid on that too.  Miss Ellington decided that was enough for a novice to absorb in one day.

In her home office Miss Ellington wrote out a note, and then sealed it in an envelope.  She handed the envelope to the maid.

“Give this to Miss Sanderson.  You are dismissed girl.”

The maid wasted no time.  Chantelle quickly left, thankful that the day had finally ended.

When Sadie arrived home, the maid was waiting with the letter in her hand.  Sadie was obviously concerned when she opened it up.  The letter immediately dampened her mood.

Chantelle had been waiting to find out the contents of the envelope.  She was concerned that her performance hadn’t convinced Miss Ellington that she was a real female maid.

“What does it say?”

Sadie slowly shook her head.

“It doesn’t look good.  She wants to see me right away.  I’ll be right back.”

With that Sadie went next door to talk with Miss Ellington.  On the way over, Sadie gave thought to how she was going to explain who Chantelle really was.  Worse than that, she had to make sure that Miss Ellington never made mention of the truth about Chantelle to anybody else, particularly to her mother.

That would be a disaster.


Chapter 15.  Meeting For Tea

The two ladies sat comfortably.  Miss Ellington had brewed tea for the occasion and she had added finger sandwiches to a tray of fresh scones.  Sadie was surprised that she had taken such efforts to please her before confronting her about Chantelle.  Miss Ellington was taking her time getting to the purpose of their meeting.

After suitable small talk, Miss Ellington finally came to the point.

“Sadie, I have to say that you’re not fooling me at all.”

Miss Ellington paused for a moment for the thought to sink in while Sadie held her breath.  The worst had come to pass.  They had been discovered.  Mother was going to really be upset.  Miss Ellington calmly continued.

“Clearly this girl hasn’t worked as a maid before.  She hasn’t even done any housekeeping work before.  I’m not sure how that could be possible.  Did she have an older sister who did all of the housework?  She must have, I can think of no other possible excuse for such a blatant oversight.  The girl is a poor excuse for a domestic.”

Sadie could breathe again. Miss Ellington didn’t know!  Not only that, but in fact Chantelle had an older sister, so she wasn’t really stretching the truth all that much when she answered.

“You caught us Miss Ellington.  I apologize.  I should have been honest with you.  Chantelle really needed a place to stay, and I couldn’t think of any other way to accommodate her.  She does have an older sister, and Chantelle was really mollycoddled growing up.  Sad to say, she doesn’t know a thing about housekeeping.  She’s clueless.”

Miss Ellington grinned.

“I knew it.  She looks the part, but the poor girl doesn’t have the slightest notion of what she’s supposed to be doing.  She didn’t even know how to properly launder clothes!  Honestly, I was surprised that she managed to discern which end of the pins to use to hang garments on the line.”

Both ladies laughed at the obvious incompetence of the maid before Miss Ellington continued.

“Nevertheless, I was impressed with her effort.  At least she was trying.  She has potential.  I’ll tell you what.  I have a proposition for you.  I own a cosmetic franchise from Cosmetics For U, and I work from my home.  I have four female employees who drop in from time to time for meetings over a meal, along with occasional visits from clients.  You know, makeovers and such.

In my profession, I must have an immaculate home, but I hardly have the time to see to it.  Keeping this colonial clean is daunting.  I could most certainly use a bit of domestic help.  Do you see where I’m going with this?”

Sadie was listening intently.  She was so relieved that Miss Ellington had not caught on to the ruse that she hadn’t really thought about anything else.  Her mind had somewhat drifted away, pleased that she had been spared from certain catastrophe.  Sadie still had no idea why she had been summoned.  All she knew that it apparently wasn’t for bad news.  She had been spared!  Miss Ellington continued.

“The girl clearly lacks education.  Obviously, a well-educated girl wouldn’t take such a menial position.  I could immediately see right thru her. She didn’t fool me one bit.  It takes more than a uniform and an apron to make a maid!

I noticed that pendant she wears.  Any girl blatantly advertising her submissive sexuality like that should be a domestic servant.  No sense in denying it.  Born to be a servant. That will suit her best.  The poor girl could hardly hide her excitement even doing basic household tasks.  She was actually trembling with desire while I gave her instructions.  May I ask, is the girl a Lesbian?”

Sadie decided to have a bit of fun.

“Well, she does enjoy working for women.  The stricter the woman in charge, the better.  She may even have a preference for that.  I’ve actually threatened to spank her for her sloppy work, and she seems to become excited by that.  She doesn’t have a boyfriend, so make what you want of it.”

Miss Ellington gave a knowing smile before she continued.

“I see.  If she is excited to serve, so much the better.  A good domestic can be difficult to acquire, so if she becomes excited at her work, she’ll be more likely to stay. She likes strict supervision?  Even the paddle?  I’ll be sure to remember that.

Well dear, your empty-headed slutty maid is unemployed, with few employment options available to her.  There really isn’t much call for an untrained domestic servant is there?  Most likely she has little to do while you are away at work.  I can fix that.

What I propose is that she work for me, five days a week, while you are away at work.  I will see to it that she receives plenty of instruction on how to be a proper domestic servant.  She’ll learn all of the ins and outs of housekeeping chores.  Though really not in my nature, I can be extremely strict when I’m inclined to be so.  I’m sure that she’ll enjoy that.  No doubt, one day she’ll make a fitting little housewife for just the right suitor.  There would of course be compensation to you for the use of your maid, and perhaps an extra sum for the use of your supervisory skills.”

That word compensation grabbed Sadie’s interest.  Compensation?  There’s something a girl could get excited about. She was hardly concerned at the prospect of Chantelle learning how to be a good maid.  Nothing wrong with that.  She liked the way she had put Chantelle in her place.  So that just sounded delicious.  But compensation for the amusement of it all?  How delightful!

Though she was thoroughly excited about the prospect, Sadie used the best reserved voice that she could summon to respond.

“What sort of compensation would you have in mind?”

Miss Ellington smiled.  Smart girl.  Straight to the point.

“In exchange for the use of your maid, both of you may live next door rent free, for as long as she remains in my employ.”


Chapter 16.  Chantelle Gets The Word

Chantelle had been waiting anxiously for Sadie to return.  While a part of her hoped that Miss Ellington had discovered the truth about their subterfuge, another part of her had enjoyed toiling under her supervision.  The thrilling risk of discovery, combined with doing domestic chores for a gorgeous woman, had been a sensual treat.  What a turn on that had been!  Though outwardly she wanted to return to her former self, inwardly she had had enjoyed herself unlike any other time in her life.

There was something about wearing the uniform of a female servant that Chantelle found to be intriguing.  Perhaps it was the close proximity it allowed her to have to such a beautiful woman.  Women like Miss Ellington rarely gave her a second look.  Girlish boys are not high on the list of desires for most women.  But as maid Chantelle, the woman was relaxed in her presence, and interested in what she was doing.

When Sadie came in the door, Chantelle stood up and waited for the verdict.  Sadie was in no hurry to disclose what had gone on.

“Chantelle, bring me a glass of wine. I’d like to relax for a few moments.”

Thinking that she had been discovered, Chantelle was a bit disappointed.  Her role of housemaid was going to come to an end just when she was beginning to enjoy herself.

The maid served the wine, then stood at attention next to her employer.  Sadie broke the news.

“Actually, things went well.  Miss Ellington was pleased with your performance.  She wants to bring you on staff five days a week.  I tried to talk her out of it, but she would have no part of it.  She was very insistent.”

Of course that was a boldfaced lie.  Sadie had been more than happy to lend the maid to Miss Ellington.  No rent payments! How could she possibly have turned that down?  No way.

There was no point in telling Chantelle what the arrangement was, right?  After all, the maid was already getting free room and board, so no further compensation was needed.  Sadie could live with that.

The maid was surprised.

“Five days a week?  I have to pretend to be a female maid in her home, five days a week?”

“That’s right dear. Five days a week.  Trust me, you’ll be fine.  Miss Ellington is a very understanding woman.  Just think of it to be on the job training.”

Chantelle was not happy at all.

“I think that I’ll just put an end to this right now.  It’s getting way too far out of hand.”

Sadie smiled.

“Put an end to it?  Then what will you do? You have no place to go.”

The maid thought for a moment.  Sadie was right.  She really had no other choice.  She would have to continue to work for Miss Ellington until something better came along.

Reluctantly, Chantelle agreed to continuing the ruse.  But only because she wanted to stay with Sadie.  At least that’s what she said.  Secretly, she wanted to get to know Miss Ellington better.

For her part, Sadie was pleased with herself.  Things were turning out just fine.


Chapter 17.  Housekeeping

By the end of the next week the persona of Chantelle Lace, the domestic housemaid, was firmly in place. The maid went diligently about her duties at the authoritarian direction of Miss Ellington.  Chantelle actually enjoyed working for Miss Ellington.  Though Miss Ellington’s house was identical to Sadie’s house, Miss Ellington’s house was well-appointed with the finest of furniture in every room.  Expensive artwork adorned the walls.  The lavish furnishings gave the place a stately feel of luxury that Sadie’s home lacked.

At Miss Ellington’s, every room had elaborate window treatments ensuring absolute privacy.  The lone exception was the bay window in the kitchen nook. Those windows weren’t covered, giving a clear view of the colonial where Sadie lived. It was Chantelle’s job to open all of the window treatments in the morning, and close them up when she left for the day.

There was no doubt about it.  Clearly, Miss Ellington was quite successful.  Her tasteful decorating style boasted of her business prowess.  Her cosmetic enterprise paid well.

In contrast, Sadie’s house was mostly empty, with just a few pieces of cheap furniture, much of it second hand, that were steps away from being discarded.  Anyone entering Sadie’s home could only conclude that Sadie was desperately struggling just to keep the lights on.  Her financial situation was clearly evident.

On top of it all, the woman who sold cosmetics, certainly knew how to use them.  Chantelle found herself completely mesmerized by her attractive boss.

Miss Ellington had her working hard under strict supervision. Hand washing lingerie was just the beginning.  Miss Ellington found plenty of grimy jobs for her new maid.  The large home had been neglected with Miss Ellington far too busy to engage in housekeeping duties.  It was Chantelle’s job to catch things up.  Now the maid was cleaning kitchen appliances, and washing windows both inside and out.  Miss Ellington also had Chantelle serving her drinks and snacks while she did her own work.

For Miss Ellington, there was something sinfully erotic about putting the maid to work.  She enjoyed the pleasant sensations of being in charge.  She also liked the fact that the maid was totally at her mercy, required to do whatever she fancied in order to please the lady of the manor.

While Miss Ellington thought up new ways to challenge the maid, Chantelle tried her best to please the strict authoritarian woman.


Chapter 18.  The Box

Chantelle had been working for Miss Ellington for over a week. It was the end of the day, and she was about to leave.  Like always, she respectfully reported to Miss Ellington one more time for any final tasks before she left.  Without looking away from her computer, Miss Ellington pointed to a box that was on her desk.

“Take that to your Mistress.  You are dismissed”

The maid thought nothing of the simple task.  The box was secured with a red ribbon, and there was an envelope secured by the ribbon on top.  Obviously a gift.

The box was waiting for Sadie in the dining room when she arrived home from work.  Sadie eagerly opened up the envelope.

Fine Lady’s of the bygone era never disciplined their own maid.  That task was left to the senior maid, or to the house manager.  From now on, that will be your job.  Chantelle’s work was not up to standard today, so please use the enclosed to give her 25 of your best, followed with substantial corner time. Please do so in the kitchen nook, windows wide open, so that I can hear everything, and so that I can fully enjoy the view.

Sincerely,

Virginia

Sadie grinned.  This must be the supervisory skill that Miss Ellington had previously referred to.  She opened the box to find a fine wooden paddle.  She swung it thru the air a few times to test the heft.  It was quite an implement, extremely suitable for teaching a careless maid a fitting lesson.  Hey, if that’s what Miss Ellington wanted, Sadie was happy to accommodate her.  This could be fun!

Sadie took the paddle into the kitchen nook.  There, she opened up the bay windows like she had been instructed to do. That would assure that sounds would waft over to the house next door.  Looking across to the adjacent colonial, she could see Virginia seated in her own nook, with windows fully opened.  Virginia had her opera glasses in front of her while she casually sipped from a cup of tea.

Suddenly Sadie realized why all of the window treatments had been left off the house.  Virginia was a voyeur, enjoying the view of everything that went on inside of Sadie’s home!  Sadie decided that if Virginia wanted a show, that she would give her one.  She pulled a wooden chair out from the table, then she turned it so that she would be facing the windows when seated.  Then she summoned Chantelle.  The maid quickly appeared.  Sadie and the maid stood in the bay window, clearly visible to Virginia.  Sadie gave the maid the news.

“Chantelle, Miss Ellington says that your work was sloppy today and that you need to be disciplined.”

Not realizing that she was being watched from across the way, the maid put her hands on her waist to protest.

“What?”

“You heard me.  You’re to be disciplined.  Miss Ellington, being somewhat old-school, wants me to do the honors.  After all, you are my charge.  I’m to give you 25 of my best.”

Sadie swung the paddle in the air.  For the first time the maid noticed what Sadie was holding.  The maid raised her voice.

“That’s it, I’ve had enough of this job!”

Across the way in her home, Miss Ellington observed the proceedings through her opera glasses.  She could clearly observe the two women arguing, with the maid shouting the loudest.  Though she couldn’t quite make out the conversation, it was evident that Sadie was beginning to verbally reprimand the maid.

They exchanged words until Sadie took the maid by the hand.  Sadie sat facing the window and pulled the maid over her lap.  Virginia smiled her approval when Sadie lifted the maid’s dress and gave the girl’s panties a tug.

Virginia found herself with one hand holding her opera glasses and with the other finding its way between her legs.  She found the scene of Sadie smacking the maid’s bare bottom to be irresistibly erotic.  Though she hadn’t fully heard the argument that came before the spanking, she could clearly hear each smack of the paddle on the maid’s behind.  Even from a distance, with the aid of her opera glasses, she could see the bare behind reddening with each and every whack.

Virginia smiled her approval.  Sadie not only knew how to apply the paddle, she was giving it her very best effort.  The young mistress added to the show by having the maid count out the strokes in a loud shout that was clearly audible.  With each smack of the wooden instrument, and the count that followed, Virginia increased the tempo of the fingering that she was doing in a very private place.

By the time the maid counted 20, Virginia was euphoric.  She worried that she couldn’t bring herself to orgasm with just 5 more swats.  Indeed, when the subdued maid blurted out 25, Virginia was still frantically trying to coax an orgasm out of her lustful interlude.

She witnessed Sadie sending the maid off to a corner. It was only when the maid, nose deep in the corner, with her dress lifted to exhibit her red bottom to the onlooker, that the prim and proper Virginia gasped, then orgasmed in such erotic bliss that she dropped her opera glasses on the table.  When the young mistress came to the window to give the voyeur a wave, Virginia was panting so hard that she barely had the presence to wave back.

With that, Sadie left the scene to allow the onlooker to enjoy the rest of the show.  It would be a half hour before Virginia heard the faint sound of a cell phone alarm go off.  It was only then that the maid pulled her panties back up, straightened her dress, and resumed her duties.

Virginia hadn’t had an orgasm like that in years.  She loved the blissful sensation so much that she promised herself to be firmer with her maid so that she could observe the scene over and over again.

Once she came back to her senses, she texted Sadie.

Well done girl!

She was, however, disappointed in herself.  She had failed to snap pictures of the chastised maid in the corner for her own entertainment at a later date.

Nevertheless, Virginia slept well that night.


Chapter 19.  Next Working Day

The next morning, when Chantelle was walking over to Miss Ellington’s, the events of the day before were still very much on her mind.  Miss Sanderson had explained that the spanking had been ordered by Miss Ellington.  Despite her protests, she had found herself over Miss Sanderson’s lap with her bare bottom fully exposed.  She had been paddled like a naughty little girl right in front of the bay windows.  The fact that the windows had been opened, and she had been required to shout out the count, had served to add to her embarrassment.

Chantelle had never been so humiliated before in her life.  Sadie had been quite clear during their argument.  While the paddle fell, Sadie had said that Miss Ellington was observing from next door, and that she had to make it look good.  Chantelle didn’t know how she could possibly face Miss Ellington again after such an indignity.

Chantelle had further shamed herself by leaving a spot of precum on Miss Sanderson’s lap, clearly visible when her punishment ended.  On top of that disgrace, even this morning her bottom was still sore from the spanking that Sadie had so expertly applied.  The maid took a deep breath and opened the front door of the colonial.  Miss Ellington was waiting for her in the entrance foyer.

Miss Ellington smiled at the vision of complete submission that stood before her.  The poor maid was so embarrassed that she couldn’t even look her in the eye!  Instead, she stood with her eyes lowered, staring at her own heels.  She couldn’t look more contrite than she did at that very moment.

Miss Ellington couldn’t help herself.  She reached for the pendant that was dangling from the maid’s neck.  She held it in her hand for just a moment.

“This pendant becomes you girl.  I can see why you wear it.”

She let it drop against the maid before she continued.

“That will be the last time you enter my home thru the front door.  The servant’s entrance is the back door.  Use it from now on.”

The maid couldn’t believe it.  Somehow Miss Ellington was managing to humiliate her even more than she had already been shamed.  With her eyes still lowered, she whispered her acknowledgement.

“Yes Miss Ellington.”

Without thinking, the maid added a polite curtsy.  Miss Ellington smiled at how subservient the maid had become.  Perfect.  A good spanking could do that to any maid, but it certainly had an obvious effect on a submissive maid. Miss Ellington continued.

“Today I’ll be showing you how to spotless clean and sanitize bathrooms.  My home has 5 bathrooms, 4 up and one down.  I want them immaculate all times.  You’ll be cleaning all of them twice a week to make sure of it.  Plus, I want you to touch them up daily. 

When you finish with that, I’ll be showing you how to properly wash floors.  Down on your hands and knees of course.  It’s the only way to do a suitable job.  Now then, follow me and I’ll get you started.

Eyes still lowered, the maid followed Miss Ellington.  First to the supply closet, then to upstairs bathrooms to get started.

Chantelle wanted to protest the treatment she was receiving from Miss Ellington, but she knew better than to do that.  So instead, she meekly complied with her chores.  She began by cleaning bathrooms.  Later in the day, she was down on the floor hand washing the ornately patterned marble tile.


Chapter 20.  At Work

The maid had done a reasonably acceptable job on the bathrooms. Now she was down on her hands and knees in the kitchen, with the authoritative Miss Ellington standing over her while she worked.  Miss Ellington, aroused at the sight of the maid working at her feet, was daydreaming.

She thought that she understood precisely what was going thru the mind of submissive maid while she toiled.  Miss Ellington had an employee named Karen who had once shared something very personal with her.  It happened when Karen was summoned to explain her productivity.  Or more accurately, her lack of productivity.  Karen always was the low performer, and that day Miss Ellington had called her in to give her a pep talk.  The pretty woman had grimaced when she sat down in Miss Ellington’s office to talk.

Apparently, the night before, Karen’s new boyfriend had taken her over his knee and given her a spanking.  She hadn’t really done anything wrong.  She had just refused to have sex with him.  She wasn’t that kind of girl!

To teach her a lesson, he had manhandled her.  Her boyfriend had lifted her skirt and slip, lowered her panties, and spanked her on her bare behind.  He then peppered her bottom, pausing only to softly tease her with strokes over her exposed womanhood.  By the time he had finished with her, he had coaxed an intense orgasm out of her.  She had unwillingly fully surrendered to his authority!  He had laughed at her helpless plight.  Though Karen subsequently broke up with him, the experience had left her longing for the erotic treatment.

After hearing the story, Miss Ellington had done research on sensual spanking discipline, female submission, and the effect on orgasms. She had been surprised to learn that kind of experience, like Karen had shared with her, can intensify sexual pleasure.  Further, women exposed to such treatment can typically become addicted to the wonderful titillating thrill of being forced to orgasm against their will.

Miss Ellington had learned something about herself in the process.  It turned out to be a life changing event, in more ways than one.  The mere thought of imaging the prim and proper Karen being spanked to orgasm was intoxicating.  It brought back memories of her ex-husband.  Memories that she had tried so hard to suppress.  Now she dripped with lust at the mental image of the girl desperately trying to evade the paddle, until finally succumbing to the inevitable.  She wanted to spank the girl herself for her own pleasure.

The problem was, that Miss Ellington was far too prudish to do such a thing herself.  That’s what had prompted her to have Sadie spank Chantelle.  While she couldn’t bring herself to spank the maid herself, she had found great pleasure in ordering it done, and then watching her orders carried out for her enjoyment.

She had never had such an intense orgasm before in her life.  The waves of pleasure were other-worldly.  Feelings and sensations that she never knew that her own body could provide her with.

Even at that moment, standing over the maid, she found herself titillated beyond belief.  She had exhibited her strict authority over the submissive girl, and it felt wonderful.  She already knew the truth.  She would have to have the maid paddled again.  Solely for her own pleasure. Even if it meant contriving circumstances that would demand it.

She knew that she would be doing the submissive girl a favor.  The maid was clearly submissive.  Even now, down on the floor in front of her employer, the girl was noticeably trembling with desire.  She had been doing so all day under the watchful eye of Miss Ellington.  At the moment, the girl was just a few feet away from Miss Ellington’s heels.  She seemingly was cleaning the floor, but Miss Ellington couldn’t help but notice those quick glances at her legs.  Apparently, the girl had a thing for well-turned woman’s legs in stockings.  A definite sign of Lesbian submission.  Miss Ellington smiled.

This was going to be pure pleasure.


Chapter 21. A New Arrangement

By the end of the week Miss Ellington was proud of what she had accomplished.  She had been putting the maid thru vigorous domestic paces, all the while pushing the maid further and further into total submission.  Doing so had awakened stirrings of her own.  Somehow she had managed to control her own arousal at the sight of the maid groveling before her with every strict order that came her way.  It had been absolutely delightful.

But she could only contain her own excitement for so long.  It was time for her to talk with Sadie and to put her plan into action.  The maid had completed her work for the day, and had started tea, before she left.  Miss Ellington used her cell to text Sadie, inviting her over for a cup of tea.

Now Sadie was sitting with Miss Ellington in the kitchen nook. Both women were enjoying a peaceful moment with tea and a light snack.  The maid had prepared both before she had been dismissed.

“Sadie, I have a proposition for you.  I couldn’t help but notice the glee with which you applied the paddle to our errant maid.  Very appropriate treatment for such a naughty girl, don’t you think?”

Sadie nodded her agreement.

“Am I right in saying that you enjoyed the moment?”

Sadie smiled.  She had always wanted to spank a boy, and she had taken out years of frustration on Chantelle’s bottom.  The maid had been different ever since.  Far more deferring.  The girl was such a sissy!

“Oh yes, it was wonderful.  I’d love to do it again.”

Miss Ellington couldn’t have been more pleased.

“I was hoping that you would say that.  As you know, I have other employees.  I have at least one who is in need of, shall we say, a special kind of encouragement.  What I need, is a disciplinarian to administer the proper incentive.  You know, somebody like you.”

At first Sadie didn’t quite grasp the implication.  She gave Miss Ellington a puzzled look.  Miss Ellington elaborated.

“That’s right, going forward, I want you to administer spankings at my discretion.  I’ve learned that the submissive personality requires such treatment in order to remain engrossed in the task at hand.  Take Chantelle, for instance.  The maid obviously has deep submissive needs.  I would want her spanked on a regular basis.  It would be, obviously, for her own good.

I’d also like to send other employees of mine over from time to time for similar treatment.  I would observe the proceedings, of course, from my own home.  Obviously, you would be generously compensated for your work.  I must say, I would certainly be willing to pay a tidy sum for such intimate service.  Well, what do you say?”

Miss Ellington gave Sadie a hopeful look. At the same time, Sadie could see the reflection of herself in her mother’s close friend.  The look was not only hopeful, but rather obviously intensely sexually aroused at the notion of what she had just proposed.  An interesting development, to say the least.

Sadie couldn’t believe it. Miss Ellington was getting off on seeing Chantelle spanked!  Her breathing was clearly heavy, with her breasts rising and falling with each hot and bothered breath at the mere thought of it.  The poor woman was far too prim and proper to achieve what she desired, but evidently not too prudish to have another person do so at her direction.

Sadie smiled.  Why wouldn’t she want to help her out?  After all, exchanging favors can lead to nothing but good things.

“What sort of compensation are you suggesting?”


Chapter 22.  Push Back

Chantelle couldn’t believe that Miss Sanderson had agreed to such an arrangement.

“How could you?”

“But Chantelle, she’s paying me!”

“I’m cleaning her house like a common maid, but she doesn’t pay me!”

“Yes she does.  You get to stay here for free.”

Chantelle shook her head.

“So, let me get this straight.  Miss Ellington is to routinely give you directions to spank me, and I’m supposed to allow it?  Just like that?  In exchange, I get to keep my room and board?”

Sadie smiled.  Well, she had left out a few details.  Like the free rent and the extremely substantial sum of money that was being offered.  But that was of no concern of the maid.

“Yes, that’s right.  Plus you have the honor of serving me in my home.”

“Sadie…”

“You mean Miss Sanderson.”

“Miss Sanderson, I agreed to do this for you as a favor…”

Sadie stopped the maid right there.

“Oh no you don’t.  You needed a place to stay, and I gave you a place.  Not to mention, you are enjoying yourself.  Miss Ellington has told me how you look at her.  I’m sure that if you weren’t in that maid uniform you’d be fucking her brains out by now.”

The maid blushed red.  Miss Sanderson was right.  She was enjoying herself.  Plus, she had thought more than once how delightful it would be to bed Miss Ellington.  Chantelle couldn’t summon a word.  Sadie continued.

“I thought so. You weren’t fooling me at all.  I’m going to have to look into chastity devices just so that you don’t get carried away.  You can’t even control your own lust!”

The submissive side of the maid immediately became evident.

“A chastity device?  Please, anything but that.”

Sadie grinned.  She had the maid right where she wanted her.


Chapter 23.  Girls From The Office

It had only been a couple of weeks since Chantelle had been pressed into servitude for Miss Ellington. Miss Ellington wanted to bring her employees in for their monthly dinner.  She wanted Chantelle to be there to serve.  Since Sadie had no objection, it was agreed that Chantelle would stay after her usual hours in order to tend to the guests.

Anne, Lorraine, and Judy were the top saleswomen. Karen, on the other hand, always trailed well behind in total sales.  The four women gathered at Miss Ellington’s for their monthly get-together.

Miss Ellington always ordered in.  This time, it was the maid’s job to receive the order at the back door, and then to serve the women in the dining room.  Actually, fairly easy duty for a domestic servant.

The ladies were impressed with the service that only a hired maid could provide.  Miss Ellington had a maid!  Every woman’s dream come true.  Miss Ellington smiled at the compliments she received for having such a luxury at her disposal.

It wasn’t until after dinner that Miss Ellington announced that there would be a change in plans.  The top seller would now receive a cash bonus, while the bottom seller would provide the ladies with entertainment for the evening.

The ladies had no idea what that entertainment might be.  Miss Ellington had them adjourn from the dining room, leaving the maid to clean up, and then they reconvened in the kitchen nook.

While the other ladies sat down, Miss Ellington stopped Karen.

“Sweetie, you’re to go next door and knock on the door.  My assistant Sadie will take care of everything from there.”

Somewhat puzzled by the strange request, Karen left the rest of the women to do what she was instructed to do.  Once Karen left, Miss Ellington spoke to the group.

“Please direct your attention to the colonial next door where Karen will be providing us with entertainment tonight.  From now on, our low seller will be given the same treatment every month.”

With windows wide open in both homes, the discussion that was going on across the way was easy to hear.  Sadie had been told to give Karen 50 of her best.  The Cosmetics For U saleswoman was vehemently protesting the unexpected request.

With Karen stomping her feet like a spoiled child, the group had their full attention on the discipline scene that was unfolding right before their eyes.  Karen, try as she may to maintain her dignity, was unable to resist the lure of the paddle.  Soon the submissive woman was over Sadie’s lap, modest skirt pulled up, with panties and pantyhose down at her knees.

Sadie, having been paid substantially for her efforts, enjoyed every moment of turning Karen’s bottom scarlet red.  She gleefully walloped the woman’s bottom with everything that she could muster, until the straightlaced woman lay over her lap in total defeat.

Swat 45 was the final word on the puritanical saleswoman. Though she had tried not to let the arousal of the paddle get to her, she couldn’t help herself.  The excitement had built up to a point where she could no longer control her body. The spanking had generated waves of mental and physical exhilaration that were far too much for her to willingly suppress.  She gasped in submissive arousal, before climaxing into a blissful orgasm in full view of the astonished audience across the way.

Then, without any pushback whatsoever, Karen was delegated to the corner, holding her skirt up, with her bottom on full display.  The voyeurs across the way applauded their approval.

It had been an easy decision for Miss Ellington to make.  Miss Ellington knew that Karen was extremely submissive and that she would undoubtedly submit to a spanking.  In fact, she had deliberately tried to hire timid personalities.  She felt that they would be easier to work with.  There had been no doubt in her mind that the rest of the staff would cooperate with her new form of entertainment.

Miss Ellington’s own panties were hardly safe from the excitement.  The gusset was soaked with lust, a testament to her own arousal at the entertainment that she had arranged for her own pleasure.  She would have preferred to watch in solitude, but for now, this arrangement would have to do.


Chapter 24.  Discovery

By the end of the fourth week, Chantelle had been well-trained.  Miss Ellington had watched the maid carefully while she educated her on how to be a proper domestic servant.  Chantelle was upstairs in Miss Ellington’s bedroom putting away the day’s lingerie, when she noticed that the bottom drawer of the bureau was ajar.

Her first thought was to simply close the drawer. That’s what most maids would do.  But for some odd reason, curiosity got the better of her.  After looking to make sure that Miss Ellington wasn’t nearby, she carefully opened the drawer to see what was contained in it.

The maid was surprised at what she found.  The drawer was filled with an assortment of sexual aids and BDSM items.  A drawer filled with dildos, vibrators, leather paddles, and leather cuffs, was the last thing that the maid had expected to find.  Such a straightlaced woman like Miss Ellington with all of those things in her bedroom?  It didn’t make any sense.

The find caused Chantelle to give further thought to what other secrets her employer might be hiding.  That led the maid to look a little closer at the huge walk-in closet that held Miss Ellington’s clothing.

That was where the maid found the most revealing items of all.  There, way at the back of the closet, mostly concealed, she found several French maid uniforms.  These were not relatively modest uniforms, but rather, they were uniforms that would bring out all of the sexy attributes of a beautiful woman.  A woman just like Miss Ellington.

Chantelle held one of the uniforms in her hands while she pondered what she had discovered.  The short dress combined with lacey apron and frilly cap were hardly attire fit for heavy duty housework.  There was only one conclusion that she could come to.  Miss Ellington was not the strict authoritative woman that she appeared to be.  Miss Ellington was secretly submissive.  The apparel in the closet, and the equipment in the drawer proved it.  The maid was certain that most likely there were other things in the home that proved Miss Ellington’s subservient sexual persuasion.  Just about when she was about to search further, she heard Miss Ellington ringing the tiny little bell that announced that her presence was required.

When the maid returned home that evening, she shared her discovery with Sadie.  She knew that Sadie would want to know such things about her landlord.

Sadie could hardly believe what she was hearing.  The prim, proper, Miss Ellington was far more than she appeared to be.  Sadie smiled to herself at the possibilities.

This could be very interesting.


Chapter 25.  Pleasure

Virginia decided that she wanted to enjoy her pleasure every Friday night.  She realized, almost immediately, that while she had a good clear vision of the maid being disciplined from her kitchen nook, that Sadie would be able to clearly observe her.

She hoped that her tenant hadn’t noticed her erotic display she had put on that first time she had witnessed Chantelle being spanked.  She realized that she couldn’t risk allowing Sadie to get a glimpse of what she was actually doing while the maid was getting her due.

It was time for her to put her knew employee to work on a more regular basis.  She was anxious to see Sadie display her strict authority for her pleasure.  This evening, she would once again enjoy the delightful scene in the adjacent home.  Only this time, she would be far more discreet with her own reaction.

Virginia had just the right solution for the problem.  The insertable wireless vibrating love egg had a four-speed remote control that she could conceal in her skirt pocket.  She would be able to set the speed unobserved, then she could watch the festivities with her opera glasses.  Sadie would never be able to tell what was actually going on under her skirt.

Virginia was so excited that she could hardly wait.  Almost immediately after Chantelle returned home for the evening, Virginia put things into action.  She had told Sadie that instructions would come via text.  Virginia sat in the kitchen nook, love egg already in place, held there by a tight pair of thong panties that would make sure that it stayed there while it did its thing.  A quick text was all that was needed to put things in motion.  Virginia was already breathing heavily when she pressed send.

Naughty maid.  25 of your best tonight.

Virginia waited impatiently for Sadie to appear in the neighboring nook with her maid following behind.  This time, it appeared that the maid had reconciled herself to the inevitable.  It sent a wave of intense pleasure through Virginia’s body when the maid willingly went over Sadie’s lap.  When Sadie lifted the maid’s dress and pulled the maid’s panties down, Virginia activated the love egg, set initially on low speed.

It was not nearly so easy to watch the show with the love egg buzzing beneath her skirt.  Virginia shifted uneasily while she watched the maid being paddled.  She wanted to maintain a stoic exterior.  She was, after all, a prim and proper woman!

The sound of the love egg buzzing, mixed with the voice of the maid counting, was too much to take.  By 10, Virginia slipped her hand into her skirt pocket.  The next higher speed was pure ecstasy.  The initial pulse of pure pleasure caused her to gasp, and to momentarily look up at the ceiling while she writhed in bliss.

By the count of 20 she realized that in the future a thong wouldn’t do.  Her juices were flowing like a teenage girl on her first date, soaking her panties with her female lust.  There was no time to take action.  At 25, a twitch of her finger sent the love egg another breathtaking notch higher. Such pleasure!  When Sadie sent the naughty maid to the corner, Virginia was glad that she had spent extra to purchase the four-speed model, instead of the three-speed.

Corner time was time for high speed.  Sadie had left the maid alone in the corner, standing with her dress up, panties down.  Virginia was taking in the view of the maid’s chastised bottom when she closed her eyes.  It was all far too exciting.  She became overwhelmed with an incredible earth-shattering orgasm that rippled through her body, bottom to top, before gorging her sensitive nipples, and finally leaving her gasping for breath.

The doorbell rang at almost the same moment.

Whoever was at the door was insistent.  Waves of pleasure continued to undulate through her body, while the doorbell continued to impatiently ring.  Virginia was annoyed that her moment had been interrupted, but obviously whoever it was had no intention of being put off.  While Virginia tried to compose herself, the bell rang over and over again.  With a huff, she put her opera glasses down on the table.  When Virginia rose to answer, she staggered a bit.  She was so consumed with satiated lust that she could barely walk.

She managed to get to the door, still breathing heavily, with the unmistakable scent of her sex clearly evident.  She carefully opened it up to greet the intruder who had spoiled her evening of carnal pleasure.

She was surprised to see that Sadie had stopped by to visit.


Chapter 26.  Caught

Sadie stepped inside, taking a long look at Virginia.

“Did you enjoy yourself tonight missy?”

Virginia thought the tone of the girl to be odd.  Such a brassy tone! Typically Sadie would be far more respectful than that.  Virginia, still high from the attentions of her love egg, certainly wasn’t in the mood to correct the girl.  She hadn’t even had time to remove the love egg from its intimate position. What she wanted to do was to crawl under covers in her bed and fall asleep.  It had been that kind of indulgence.

Something was definitely amiss with Sadie.  She walked past Virginia, going straight to the kitchen nook.  Virginia trailed behind her, not sure what was going on.  Sadie took a seat, precisely where Virginia had been sitting.  She picked up the opera glasses, and took a close look at Chantelle.  The maid was still standing in the corner across the way, dress still up, red bottom plainly visible.  The scene was even more humiliating for the maid when witnessed from a different angle.

Not knowing what to make of the movement, Virginia stood next to Sadie.  She could see Chantelle even without her opera glasses, and in the condition that Virginia was in, she was too absorbed in the view to even remember to take a seat.

Sadie placed the opera glasses back down on the table before she began to probe.

“Interesting perfume you have there Virginia.  What’s it called?”

Caught totally by surprise, Virginia hardly knew what to say.  Her musk betrayed what she had been doing.  She was certain that Sadie knew precisely what that fragrance was. How could she not?  Every woman would instantly know.  There wasn’t a thing she could do about it.  Her panties were soaked, and her juices had even overwhelmed the confines a bit.  Such humiliation!  She didn’t know what to say.  Instead she stayed silent, with another ripple of excitement accompanying the thought that she had been caught by her young neighbor.

Sadie could tell by her reaction that she had Virginia precisely where she wanted her to be.  A strict, authoritative woman, would have simply brushed off the inquiry.  But Virginia didn’t.  She simply stood there, face flushed, like a little girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

Still light-headed from intense orgasmic pleasure, Virginia moved to sit down.  Sadie stopped her in her tracks.

“Did I say that you could be seated little missy?”

Virginia abruptly stopped, not sure what to make of this side of Sadie that she hadn’t witnessed before.  She didn’t realize that by doing so, she had verified what Sadie already thought to be true.  Sadie was pleased with herself.

“That’s better. Do as your told.  Don’t think that I don’t understand what’s been going on here. You didn’t fool me for a moment.  Not one bit.  I knew all about you from that first time you had Chantelle spanked. Did you think that I didn’t notice that you were pleasuring yourself that day?”

Virginia could feel things getting out of hand.  She began to tremble from arousal, she couldn’t possibly let Sadie know the truth.  Yet, she couldn’t think what to say.

“But, but, but…”

Sadie stopped her right there.

“If you lie to me, it will only make things worse for yourself.  Do you want to come clean the easy way, or the hard way?”

Trying to take on a more dignified pose, Virginia managed to compose herself.  She finally found her firm voice.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Sadie smiled.

“I see.  Well then, the hard way it is.  No matter to me.  I’ll enjoy that all the more.  Let’s start with your skirt pocket.  What do you have there?”

Virginia’s mouth dropped open.  How did she know?  How could she know?  Sadie didn’t wait for an answer.  Instead she reached over, and pulled out the love egg remote control.  She held it in her hand while Virginia gaped in horror at what had just happened.

“I can explain…”

But Sadie didn’t wait for an explanation.  She wasn’t at all interested in that.

Instead, Sadie pushed the button for level one, and the love egg began to whirr deep inside of the prim and proper woman.  The light titillation immediately began to distract Virginia from the embarrassing situation.  Things had spun out of control awfully fast!  Sadie continued to taunt her bewildered prey.

“My, oh my.  It would seem that Virginia has been a naughty, naughty girl.  Caught playing with herself.  Imagine that!  Shall we see what else the prim and proper Miss Ellington has been up to?  Follow me girl.”


Chapter 27.  Upstairs

Sadie went straight to the staircase.  Virginia followed behind as the young woman ascended to the second floor.  She found that her eyes were riveted upskirt on the young woman ahead of her.  Virginia, disoriented by the soft tingling sensations inside of her, had difficulty concentrating on her steps while she walked.  Still, she managed to follow, even though she was moving slower than Sadie.

Sadie went straight into Virginia’s bedroom, right to the bottom drawer that Chantelle had come across earlier.  She gave the drawer a pull, revealing the contents to a stunned Virginia.

The contents spoke for themselves.  Leather cuffs, leather collar, paddles, nipple clamps, and assorted vibrators.  There was so much more, but there was no need to explore any further.  They both knew precisely what all of those things added up to.

Sadie took out a leather collar.  Slut was spelled out in shiny rhinestones on the front of it.  She feigned to be appalled at finding such a thing in the home of a prim and proper lady.  She shook her head while she spoke.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk.  Good girls don’t have things like this.”

Sadie presented it to Virginia.

“Put this on, I want to see you in it.”

Virginia’s hands were shaking with arousal.  She couldn’t possibly put that collar on.  If she did, then Sadie would most certainly know the truth about her.  The young woman would know everything.  She stood there, holding the collar, while Sadie went into the large walk-in closet.

Sadie knew just where to look. Chantelle had been quite specific.  Sadie went to the very back of the closet, brushed aside a few items strategically placed to hide what she wanted, and then she pulled out just what she was looking for.

When Sadie came out of the closet, Virginia was still holding the collar.  Her face was flushed a deep red, her hands still shaking with irresistible erotic pleasure.  When she noticed what Sadie was holding, her mouth opened, but no words came out.  Sadie wasn’t at all concerned with her reluctance.

“I told you to put it on missy.  Perhaps you need further motivation.”

Sadie pressed the button on the love egg speed control.  The buzzing inside of Virginia sped up a notch.  Virginia didn’t need any further encouragement.  She quickly put the collar on. Then, when Sadie offered the garment she had pulled from the closet to her, Virginia hastily stripped right in front of Sadie, and then promptly changed into the attire.

Sadie grinned at what she accomplished.  She had won.  Virginia stood timidly in front of her, dressed in the skimpiest of French Maid uniforms possible.  A tiny black dress with white frills, black stockings, a lacey white cap, and a satin apron.  Black patent leather heels, far too high to do any serious domestic work in, completed the picture.  Virginia had left off the white choker.  Instead, the black leather collar proclaimed her to be a willing slut.  She was certainly dressed for the part.

The love egg continued doing its job.  A second orgasm always takes more foreplay than the first, so the vibrations continued to tease the new maid.  Sadie could see the tremendous pleasure that Virginia was experiencing.  It was so obvious, she couldn’t possibly miss it.  She had those bedroom eyes, the look of a woman who couldn’t wait a moment longer to have her brains fucked out.

It was right where Sadie wanted Virginia to be.  It was time to complete her ingenious plan.  She would drive her landlord so deeply into submission that she would never be able to hide her sexual preference ever again.  Then Sadie would be in charge.

Sadie carried a black wooden paddle she found in the drawer while the maid followed behind her back to the kitchen nook.  Across the way, Chantelle was still standing where Sadie had left her, bottom still glowing a deep red.  Sadie positioned the kitchen chair so that it was in the bay, clearly visible from the outside.  She motioned Virginia to stand in front of her while she spoke to her.

“I could see right from the start.  You were watching me, not Chantelle.  You were projecting your own feelings onto the maid.  I know a submissive when I see one.  You, Virginia, have it really bad.  I’ll bet that you really miss the attentions that your husband used to give you, don’t you?”

It was just a guess on Sadie’s part, but it had been an extremely good guess.  Right on the mark.


Chapter 28.  Virginia’s spanking

Our past makes us what we are today.  In Miss Ellington’s case, that was certainly true.  While maid Miss Ellington shouted out the strokes, her mind went back to the wonderful days she had spent with her ex. He had left her for a woman named Ingrid, who had more desirable assets.  Not the least of which was that she was much younger than Miss Ellington.

Those were the days before Cosmetics For U, and before Miss Ellington had taken on her sophisticated persona.  Since then she had hidden a side of her sexuality that she was trying so hard to keep secret.  Sadie had managed to access her secret, and now she was drawing it out.  Just the thought was incredibly erotic.  Miss Ellington had no longer had the will to resist.  It felt so good.

Miss Ellington had thought that she had somehow outgrown those submissive urges, but it was not to be.  They had just stayed latent, right beneath the surface, just waiting, wanting, to come out and play sensual games.

Marshall, her ex, liked to be called Master Marshall.  He was heavily into BDSM, and he liked to ply his sexual desires on to his willing wife.  Practice had made perfect.  Virginia had thoroughly enjoyed the dress up games and the bondage that came along with it.  She had spent many hours in the very maid uniform she was now wearing, servicing him like a wanton trollop.

Virginia missed the spankings, whips, chains, nipple clamps, and other assorted sexual enhancers that had given her the most earth-shaking orgasms that she had ever experienced.  In fact, she had been living vicariously thru Chantelle, all the while wishing that she was the one on the receiving end of such delightful treatment.

Even when Master Marshall brought home Mistress Ingrid, Virginia had enjoyed herself immensely.  She had willingly served them like a domestic maid while they had immersed themselves in torrid lovemaking.  Mistress Ingrid had treated her like a hired servant, and she had enjoyed every demeaning moment of serving the outrageously demanding woman.

Virginia had cried the day that the couple had decided to move on to another place, with another submissive woman that Mistress Ingrid had brought along to the party.  Virginia missed Sheila too.  She was the other maid.  Mistress Ingrid had often had them in the 69-position lapping at each other’s sex for her own sadistic amusement.  Humiliating?  Yes.  Incredibly orgasmic?  Absolutely!

Virginia couldn’t get enough of Sheila.  Mistress Ingrid had often laughed at her ability to be humiliated at will.  Virginia found such shameful embarrassment to be unbelievably erotic.  Mistress Ingrid often reminded her that she was just a typical lowly submissive, and that she was unable to avoid any humiliation that her Mistress cared to serve up.

Whap!  Virginia shouted out with a strained voice at the loud crack of the paddle. 

“Twenty-five!”

The sting was a familiar sensation.  It sent another ripple of excitement straight to her clitoris. She tried to press her hips into Sadie’s lap.

Crack!  “Twenty-six!”

With that, Mistress Sadie turned the remote up another notch.  Virginia moaned in carnal ecstasy.  In the distance Virginia heard a cell phone tone.

Whack! “Twenty-seven!”

Across the way, Chantelle was pulling her panties back up and straightening out her dress.  Then she stood in the window, casually watching Sadie spanking the bottom of the woman who had been so strict and authoritative with Chantelle.  Virginia’s rear was turning a deep red, quite similar to the color of Chantelle’s own buttocks.

Sadie, oblivious to the maid voyeur across the way, continued to administer Virginia’s humiliation.  Whap! 

“Twenty-eight!”

Sadie showed no mercy.  Virginia had baited her into bringing out the woman’s submission.  So she was taking the opportunity to pull it right out of her.  She continued to apply the paddle while the French maid obediently counted out each and every stroke.

Sadie wanted to make sure that she infused her authority over the woman in a manner that she would never forget.  She took great pleasure in showing the formerly prim and proper woman who was really in charge.

Unofficial guardian?  Psst!  Sadie was the one who was really in charge!

Crack!

“Ninety-nine.”

“Oh no, oh my, I’m coming!”

Sadie turned up the love egg to the highest setting, and picked up the pace with a rapid flurry of swats.  She alternated the paddle from left cheek to right cheek in a burst of punishment so quick that the sound of one echoing smack seemed to blend into the sound of the next loud whack.  Virginia’s mind was far away, unable to keep further count.

Smack, smack, smack, crack, crack, crack, whack!

Virginia bucked, shrieked, and then collapsed over Sadie’s lap in an orgasmic surrender.  Sadie stopped applying the paddle, and transferred it to her other hand.  Then, with a feather touch, she lightly caressed Virginia’s clitoris with the hand that had been so energetically applying the paddle.

Sadie had a devious grin on her face.  She new just how to handle submissives like Virginia.  Things were going to be different from now on.


Chapter 29.  Luxury

Sadie spent that night soundly sleeping in Virginia’s lavish bed.  The plush mattress and satin sheets combined to make it seem like she was sleeping on a cloud. Sadie’s head had never felt so regal sleeping on such a fine pillow.  Such amazing luxury!  Yes, Virginia had it all.  A rude reminder that Sadie did not.

After her spanking, the once dignified Virginia had been reduced to servile docility. One hundred swats of the paddle could do that to anyone, but they were particularly effective on the submissive woman.  It hadn’t taken any effort at all for Sadie to put the woman in her place.

Virginia had slept down the hall in a tiny guest room.  She wasn’t on the bed though, she was situated on the floor.  Still in her maid uniform, slut collar in place, Sadie had put her in wrist and ankle cuffs, and then put her in a perfect hogtied position.  With blindfold and ball gag, the submissive woman was quite subdued.  Sadie had smiled when she trussed her landlord up.  How nice of Virginia to have such accessories so readily at hand!

Virginia had little fight left in her, but she had still struggled against her bonds.  Sadie had stayed silently in the room just to enjoy the display of the helpless woman wriggling against her bonds.  In the end, she gave up in exhaustion, still firmly held captive in her own restraints.  That was exactly how Virginia had spent the night.  Her own arousal at her helpless situation kept her from sleeping.

Sadie took her time dressing in the morning.  She was still deciding what to do with the submissive landlord who had so easily succumbed to her domination.  There were so many delicious possibilities!

When Sadie finally released her in the morning, the new maid was so stiff from being bound that she could hardly stand up.  Sadie freed the woman, but left her ball gag in place.

“Now then girl, things are going to be different around here starting right now.  I’m taking charge.  Do you understand me?”

Only after the maid nodded her approval did Sadie allow her to remove the ball gag.  Even then, the chastised woman couldn’t meet Sadie’s gaze.  Instead, she stood there, attired like a cheap whore, staring down at the floor.

A good night’s sleep was all that Sadie needed to realize that good fortune had shined on her.  The break that she needed had been handed to her.  Why shouldn’t she take advantage of the once in a lifetime opportunity to live a life of luxury? 

Virginia hadn’t complained about sleeping on the floor, trussed up like a helpless trollop.  She obviously enjoyed that sort of treatment.  Most submissive types would.  So why not indulge her?

Sadie looked at the submissive woman in front of her. Still dressed in her French maid uniform, she still had bedroom eyes.  Her hair was tussled, her makeup smeared, and her uniform was wrinkled.  Yet there she was, no doubt wet from shameful arousal, still willing to play the part of a lowly servant.  Sadie decided to give it a try.

“My bed needs to be made.  See to it.  Then meet me downstairs in the kitchen.  I’ll take my breakfast there.”

The maid gave her a puzzled expression.  This was the moment of truth.  Sadie’s future hung in the balance.  She decided to give the maid a little nudge in the right direction.

“Well, what are you waiting for girl?  Make yourself presentable and get to it!”

Virginia lost the struggle of conflicting personalities.  Sadie’s cunning resolve had won out.  Virginia’s submissive nature wouldn’t allow her to win out against such dominance, so how could she?  She had been working hard to keep her submissive side hidden, and now it was out front and center.  She simply couldn’t help herself.

The maid quickly went down the hallway towards the master bedroom.  She changed the sheets on the bed, and then made it up, being sure to fluff the pillows in the process.  Before she went downstairs, she stopped in the hall bathroom long enough to brush her hair and to fix her makeup.

The maid also decided to change into a fresh uniform.  She had several in her closet, so why not?  She knew that a maid should always look fresh.  She quickly went back to the master bedroom, and changed uniforms.  She took a long look at herself in the mirror before she decided that she was ready to properly serve her new superior.

When the maid arrived in the kitchen, Sadie mentally approved of the change.  The girl had even made sure that she appropriately looked the part.  Sadie smiled at the surrender. The woman had it bad.  Real bad.  My, my, my, she thought.  How unexpected.  Look at what we have here!

“What took you so long?  I’ve been waiting for my breakfast.  I’m a busy woman.  I don’t have forever.  See to it, right now!”

There was a meek timid response.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Ma’am?  Do I look like an old lady?  Don’t insult me.  I’m Miss Sanderson to you girl.”

“Yes Miss Sanderson.”

Then in the gesture that made Sadie’s day, her new maid actually curtsied to her before starting on breakfast.  The maid couldn’t have possibly been more subservient than that.


Chapter 30.  The Plan

Sadie had finished her breakfast.  Nothing fancy, just fresh fruit, toast, and juice.  All properly served by the maid. Now she was relaxing in the parlor.  The maid had finished cleaning dishes, and was standing in front of Sadie waiting for her orders.  Sadie was ready to put her scheme into action.

“I can see that you enjoy servitude.  What if there was a way for me to arrange it so that you could be a permanent housemaid, just like my Chantelle?”

The maid revealed her answer without saying a word.  Virginia flushed a deep red and looked down at the floor.  Sadie liked what she saw.  This would be easy-peasy.

“I thought so. No need to be shy.  Sexual submission is quite common these days.  I can see that the concept appeals to you.  So here’s the deal.  I take over your cosmetic business.  You’ll become Trixie, the housemaid.  I have a friend who needs a place to stay.  I’ll move in here, and you can move in with her next door.  I think that you’ll be quite pleased with how you’re treated.”

Virginia could hardly contain her arousal.  Her fresh panties were beginning to get damp while she contemplated a life of servitude, well away from the rigors of running a business.  She was so turned on by the concept that she didn’t even bother to inquire about financial arrangements.  She didn’t seem to realize that Sadie would run the business, and that she would take the profits too.  The thought never occurred to her.

Virginia was so satiated with excitement that all she could do was nod her head in agreement.  Realizing that Virginia was fully aroused by the concept, Sadie continued on, taking advantage of the submissive woman she had fully in her grasp.

“Of course you’ll have to alter your appearance just a bit.  You wouldn’t want anyone to realize that Trixie used to be prim and proper Miss Ellington.  How humiliating would that be? I’ll be calling my friend Jacqueline, your new employer, and she’ll be here in a few days. In the meantime, we have to get you ready for your new role.”

Over the next few days Trixie’s uniforms were moved over to the previous rental home, into the same room where Chantelle had been staying.  Sadie moved into Virginia’s home, and maid Chantelle took up residence in the small bedroom.

Sadie worked a bit of magic on Trixie.  She cropped her hair short, dyed it black with a purple streak, and gave her a makeover.  Now overdone with cosmetics, Sadie had to suppress a grin when looking at the formerly prim and proper woman.  Sadie thought the maid could use a bit of jewelry, so she gave her gaudy hoop earrings and a nose piercing.  The maid kept her slut collar on.

Now Trixie had completely lost her former prim and proper appearance.  She looked much more like a slutty maid, particularly in her French maid attire.  The finishing touch was a pair of four-inch strappy heels that gave Trixie that ultimate sexy gait.

Now Trixie took on the appearance of a woman on the prowl for sex. 


Chapter 31.  Jacqueline

Sadie’s college roommate, Jacqueline, was a kindred spirit.  It was Jacqueline who had opened up Sadie to the delights of sexual pleasure.  Sadie’s mother had called Jacqueline a bad influence.  Sadie called her loads of fun.

Jacqueline was a drama major.  She was an ardent connoisseur of the Theater Arts.  But unlike others with visions of becoming the next Spielberg, Jacqueline wanted to make porn films.  Perhaps that’s all you need to know about Jacqueline.

By sophomore year, Jacqueline and Sadie were playing a game that involved freshmen girls. Jacqueline would pick out a particularly prim and proper girl, and then bet Sadie a dinner that she could bring the girl to orgasm by the end of the week.

Jacqueline’s method was simple enough.  A few drinks, an invite to her dorm room, followed by a BDSM routine that left the victim tied spread-eagle to her bed.  After that, slow teasing and denying would be used to solicit information.

Personal information, such as when was your first orgasm, which boy on campus would you most like to fuck, and other such intimate sexual details would be systematically extracted.  Eventually, arousal would get the better of the subject, and she would begin to beg for orgasmic relief.

Jacqueline would then put vibrator to cunt, until the victim would scream in orgasmic ecstasy.  It was all in great fun.

Oh, Sadie would tiptoe into the room and record the interrogation with her cell phone.  Afterwards, Jacqueline would post her latest production on her Internet site.

Shy virgin freshmen would provide the most entertainment.  They needed to be cajoled into tapping deep seated sexual desires that ultimately would come out.  They would often be subjected to intense sexual degradation before they broke down for the camera.

Tight bonds, including an implement that held shy mouths wide open, nipple clamps, and body art would be used to excite reluctant actresses.  Words like slut, please cum in my mouth, cock sucker, and other such graffiti would be written in lipstick on the over-made-up model. Jacqueline would then provide a mirror so that her leading lady could witness her own degrading image.  Such humiliation!

Perhaps Jacqueline’s greatest achievement, a certain Academy Award Winner, was when she cast the dean’s daughter in a leading role. The hapless girl had three orgasms on film all the while proclaiming herself a worthless fucking slut.

That one went viral!

Sadie was never really certain about Jacqueline’s sexual persuasion.  While she clearly was a Sadist, she preferred to cast females in her films.  So Sadie didn’t actually know if Jacqueline liked boys or if she leaned Lesbian.  Not that it mattered all that much.  She was a blast just to have around.

So given the situation, a willing submissive, and a vacant colonial next door, Sadie could only think of one thing to do.

She had to call Jacqueline.  No doubt, she would have hours of fun with Virginia.


Chapter 32.  Interrogation

Sadie had Trixie right where she wanted her.  She had remembered much of what she had learned from Jacqueline.  The maid was tied blindfolded, spread-eagle style to the servant’s bed.  Still in her maid uniform, but with her damp panties removed, she was ready for her interrogation.  Sadie took her time extracting everything that she could think of.  She posed one question after another, prodding the faux prim and proper woman to confess to her very slutty desires. Sadie playfully brushed the maid’s clitoris wit the tip of her fingers while she conducted the interrogation.

“Trixie, how long have you been submissive?”

“Do you like to be spanked like a naughty little girl?”

“Have you ever sucked cock?”

“Have you ever licked pussy?”

The questioning continued.  One probing inquiry after another.  Trixie, writhing in arousal against her bonds, couldn’t help herself. She spilled out some of the most personnel, intimate, embarrassing answers possible.

“Do you like to play BDSM games?”

“How many times have you been fucked?”

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Do you want to be a maid servant, a sex slave, to a demanding woman?”

“Have you ever wanted to be in a harem?”

Trixie had no idea that Jacqueline had come into the room right after she had been blindfolded. Jacqueline had been using her own high resolution cell phone to record everything, start to finish. Now, Jacqueline spoke up.

“That’s enough Sadie.  You’ve sold me on her.  I’ll take her.  She needs work, but I’ll see to it.  She comes with the house?  No charge? So much the better.  We’ll be having great fucking times together.  Let’s go back to your place.  We can have that cute maid of yours serve us drinks.”

When Trixie heard a strange voice, she frantically struggled against her bonds, totally humiliated that she had made such admissions in front of a complete stranger.  Sadie felt victorious.  Her plan had worked.  Sadie lingered for a moment, watching for her own amusement, while Trixie helplessly struggled.  Without turning away, Sadie spoke to Jacqueline.

“Sounds like a plan.  What about this one?”

Jacqueline gave a mischievous smile.

“Just leave her here.  She looks like she’s enjoying herself.  I’ll deal with her later.”

Sadie and Jacqueline left Trixie alone.  Trixie continued to struggle against her bonds to no avail. Jacqueline was happy with her new submissive.  Just what she was looking for.  While they walked back to Sadie’s new home, Jacqueline had another question.

“That maid of yours.”

“You mean Chantelle?”

“Yeah, Chantelle.  Can I film her too?”

Sadie smiled.

“Why of course you can!”


Chapter 33.  A Visit From Mom

Sadie’s mother, Marissa Sanderson, had dropped by for the day to check on the progress that her daughter had made.  It had been months since Sadie had found a place to live on her own.

Marissa was surprised that Miss Ellington was nowhere to be found.  Sadie had explained that Miss Ellington had retired at an extremely young age with her profits from Cosmetics For U, and had subsequently moved down south.  Marissa had wanted to see her friend, but she was happy with how Sadie had finally grown-up on her own.  She no longer appeared to be the wild girl who had gone off to college.

Marissa was duly impressed with what Sadie had made of her opportunity.  A beautiful home, nicely furnished, and a maid to tend to it!  Sadie was a vision of success.  They sat in the kitchen nook, casually sipping the last of the tea that had been served by the maid.

“Well dear, I can see that you’ve certainly matured from the last time I saw you.  I’m proud of the successful business woman that you’ve become.  I’m truly sorry that I ever doubted you.  My only regret was that I didn’t get a chance to thank Virginia for the guidance she provided you with when you first arrived here.”

Marissa was looking straight at Sadie who sat across the table from her.  With her back to the windows, she couldn’t notice that just across the way, clearly visible through the open windows, a strict appearing woman in a short black leather dress was leading her French maid by the hand into the kitchen nook.

Sadie smiled.

“Thank you mom. Yes, Miss Ellington was very instrumental in giving me everything that I have today. I owe quite a bit to her.”

With that, the ladies had finished their tea.  Marissa stood up to leave.

“It’s time for me to go home.  Thank you for all of the hospitality today.  I really enjoyed myself.”

The ladies began walking towards the front door.  Chantelle quickly came into the kitchen nook to clear the table.

Had Marissa only turned around, she would have witnessed quite a scene in the home next door.  The maid had been brought over the knee of the woman in the leather dress.  The maid’s little dress had been raised, and her panties were down at her knees.  Her bottom, already slightly pink, was fully exposed.

When Sadie and Marissa got to the front door, next door, the paddle landed with a smack on the maid’s bottom.  The ladies were just far enough away that they didn’t quite hear the whack of the paddle over their conversation.

The next sounds, though quite loud at the source, were faint to them, and far off in the distance.

“One.”

Whap!

“Two.”

“Whap”

Marissa said her goodbyes, and went out the door.  She was quite pleased with everything that Sadie had done to get her life in order.

She had no idea what had become of Virginia.  Nor would she ever know.


Chapter 34. Audacious

Marissa was on her way back home.  Sadie sat in the kitchen nook.  Using her opera glasses, she was observing Trixie standing in the corner in the kitchen nook next door, bare bottom fully exposed.  Jacqueline had done a superb number on the maid’s bottom this time, smoothing out the color on both cheeks to a wonderfully bright red.

The scene was nothing new.  Sadie has seen the display before.  Her former landlord, now turned maid, had fallen quite a way.  Now she was a toy for Jacqueline to play with, receiving her comeuppance on a regular basis simply for Jacqueline’s amusement.

Chantelle brought Sadie a glass of wine, so that she could sample one of the former Miss Ellington’s finest from her wine cellar while she enjoyed the view.  Chantelle decided that it was time to ask Sadie a question that had been on her mind for quite a while.

“Miss Sanderson, now that Madam Sanderson has visited and found things to be in order, do you think it’s about time for Gabe to return…”

Sadie cut the maid off right there.  Without looking away from the scene across the way, Sadie responded.

“Absolutely not!  What if mother returns?  How about my employees?  I need to keep up my image.  No, I need Chantelle to be here all of the time.  Chantelle isn’t going to go anywhere anytime soon.”

“But it was supposed to be…”

“Chantelle, are you being insolent?  Such a brazen hussy!  You forget your place!”

Chantelle had heard that tone before.  She knew that she had better tone it down before Miss Sanderson decided that punishment was in order.

“I’m so sorry Miss Sanderson, I didn’t intend to…”

Too late.  Still observing the chastised maid thru her opera glasses, Sadie knew how to handle such disrespect from her maid.  She spoke without looking away.

“Yes you did intend it dear.  Don’t lie to me, you know that I can see right thru you.  I see that Miss Jacqueline is free at the moment.  You’re to go over there and explain what an impertinent maid you’ve become.  I’m sure that she’ll enjoy explaining proper manners to you.  Ask her for fifty of her best.  I’ll be watching.”

The maid looked down at her heels.  Miss Sanderson knew exactly what buttons to push.  Chantelle had become so submissive that she couldn’t possibly resist an order. Even if it meant accepting a juvenile punishment.

“Yes Miss Sanderson.  Thank you Miss Sanderson.”

The maid gave her superior a modest curtsy, then she was on her way to report to Miss Jacqueline.  She had done so before, so she knew that she would have trouble sitting for some time to come.  Miss Jacqueline was quite a disciplinarian.

Sadie had a big grin on her face.  Sissy maids never learn!  She knew that she would enjoy the show.

She could hardly wait to watch the maid being put in her place.

Chantelle wanted to take her time going next door, but she knew better than to try it.  Any such delay would only make her superior angrier.

Sadie watch closely while Chantelle appeared in the kitchen nook. She grinned when the maid went over Jacqueline’s lap.

It was so wonderful to be in charge!
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