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DEDICATION

This book is affectionately dedicated to women everywhere who enjoy the services of their submissive husbands.  I strive to give all of you new ideas designed to enhance your relationships.

Above all be sure to tie their aprons on tightly!


FORWARD

One thing about women, we like to gather with other women to share our lives together.  We like to share ideas and compare thoughts on things like shopping, fashion, workplace issues and of course our relationships.

The thing about having a sissy maid in your home is that it isn’t generally something a girl will brag about with her friends.  Why not?  Mostly because we can never be sure what other women would think of us if they knew what we were carrying out behind our closed doors and in our bedrooms.  After all none of us want to think of ourselves to be doing anything that our friends might not approve of.

Generally when it comes to having a sissy maid narrow-minded women need not apply.  There is no question that there are women out there that just don’t understand how much fun a sissy maid can be.  Fortunately I don’t have to worry about that!

So I’ve always thought that it would be nice to have a women’s club that appreciated what it was like to have a submissive husband.  Women in such a club would understand the true value of having a sissy maid at their beck and call.

Such an organization would meet on a regular basis to share stories and trade ideas about their own sissy maids.  It would delight any Mistress to do so and it would be an excellent opportunity for her to show off her well-trained sissy maid to other women.  After all when it comes to our sissy maids we all have a certain pride of ownership!

The challenge of that kind of club would be getting it started.  How would the first members get together and how would they learn about other women’s sissy maids?  After that I’m sure that word would spread and that the club would quickly grow.

In the Sissy Maid Wives Club I describe precisely how such a club could become a reality.  I imagine what it would be like to not only share my own sissy maid with my friends but to come across other women with similar interests.

Like all of my fantasies the Sissy Maid Wives Club could easily exist under the right circumstances.  So I invite both authoritative women and submissive males to read on and join the group.  I think you’ll find admission into the club to be extremely entertaining.


CHAPTER 1.  Marriage Counselor Extraordinaire

I sat at the table with my best friend Pamela Sinclair.  The waiter had just brought our wine and after a sip my mind wandered for just a moment.  We had always laughed together at Pam’s occupation.  When we were together in private she always called herself Dr. Pamela Sinclair—Marriage Counselor Extraordinaire.

For reasons I didn’t quite understand at the time she always used her maiden name of Sinclair instead of her wedded name of Peterson.  Regardless of that subterfuge the rest of her title was actually quite true.  She was indeed Marriage Counselor Extraordinaire because she had never had a married couple come to her that she didn’t rescue.  She had saved them all—every last one of them!

Such a record is unheard of in her industry so I knew that Pamela had to indeed be extraordinary.  So just like you might expect I trusted her judgement in such matters completely.

Pamela has always been everything that I have wanted to be.  She is attractive, successful and a perfectionist in every way.  Each and every stylish hair on her head is always impeccably in place and even her perfume is the perfect scent that seems to scream to the world that she has it all.  Her life always seems to be picture-perfect.  I would be extremely jealous of her if she wasn’t such a good friend! 

It never occurred to me that I, of all people, would ever need to use her services.  Yet even though I hadn’t been married very long here I was about to ask her for her help.  I suppose if I needed help it was best to seek it from a woman who I admired.  A woman who clearly seemed to have her life all together.  A woman like Pamela Sinclair.

“Pamela may I ask you a question?”

“Sure go ahead.”

She smiled.  She always liked when I looked to her for guidance.

“It’s about my husband.  Things haven’t been going so good lately.”

She looked surprised at my statement.

“I thought that you loved Melvin and that things were going great.”

“Not exactly.  Oh, I love him alright, but he doesn’t seem interested in me like he was when we first got married.”

She leaned back in her chair and gave me the wistful look that only an expert can give you.

“Are you asking me for my professional advice?”

“I guess that I am.”

“Then I insist that you call me Doctor Sinclair.  If you are going to put my record on the line I have to be professional with you.  No more Pamela for you today!”

She giggled at her own joke.  It was an easy transition for me.  She had just come from work and she was dressed impeccably in a sharp navy skirt suit—albeit with a short hemline—while I had already gone home and changed into my comfy jeans and a cotton blouse.

“Okay Doctor Sinclair.  Have it your way.  Melvin has been reserved and he has been doing strange things lately.”

“Not producing in the bedroom?”

“Not at all.  Zero.”

“Oh dear, you do need my help.”

“He just hasn’t been the same since he lost his full time job.  Once he landed a part time job he seemed to be a totally different person.”

“Where is he working?”

“It’s a bit embarrassing to say the least but he works part time at the mall for a ladies clothing store.  A friend of mine—Julie—did me a favor and gave him a position even though they normally don’t hire guys.  He unloads trucks and stocks shelves—that sort of thing.  He also helps the ladies out by fetching things and by straightening things out.  He has quite a menial position to say the least.”

“What sort of strange things has he been doing?”

I knew that question was coming and this was going to be the difficult part for me.  I blushed with embarrassment.  She looked concerned.

“He hasn’t been cheating on you has he?”

“No, no, not that.  At least I don’t think so.  No, I don’t believe that Melvin would never do that to me.”

“Then what is it?  Tell me.  Don’t be shy.”

I took a another sip of wine for strength before I spoke.  A girl needs a taste of alcohol at a time like this.  Perhaps even far more than just a taste.

“I think…I’m suspicious…that…I mean…”

“Out with it already!”

“I think that he is wearing my panties.”

“Your what?”

“My panties.  I think he is wearing my panties.”

There, I said it.  I was happy that I had shared the burden.  I was still uncomfortable but at least the most difficult part was probably behind me.  Or so I thought.

She gave me a bit of a smile.  I sensed relief on her part.  I could almost hear her thinking.  “Is that all?”  Her voice changed to a whisper.  I was glad because I didn’t want any of the other diners to hear our conversation.

“What makes you think that Melvin is wearing your panties?”

“I’m missing a few pairs and I found a stain in one pair.”

“That’s hardly incriminating.”

“When I do the laundry he doesn’t have enough pairs of his own undies that need to be washed to account for the number of days that have gone by.”

She sat back in a contemplative pose seemingly reflecting carefully on my revelation.  Finally she continued.

“I wouldn’t have thought Melvin to be a panty sort of boy.  But I’ve heard of this before so don’t be so dejected.  We can fix this.  It’s sort of my specialty.”

“Seriously?”

“Absolutely.  Don’t you worry even a bit.  Perhaps I should let you in on a secret.  I know the ideal way to put the spice back into your bedroom and fix your problem at the same time.”

It sounded great already.  Who doesn’t like to hear secrets and who doesn’t want spice in the bedroom?”

“Secret?  I love secrets!”

“Actually I have a fairly big secret.”

“Even better!”

“It involves my husband…”

I knew Devon well.  He was the one that introduced me to Melvin.

“…My husband wears panties too.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.  I gave her a skeptical look.  You know, the kind that says I don’t believe you.

“Are you kidding me?”

“Absolutely not.  Truthfully it’s even more than that.”

It was that last comment that grabbed my attention.  What could she possibly be hinting at?  However no matter that I prodded her for more information her lips were sealed.  Doctor Sinclair wouldn’t say any more than that.  Talk about leaving a girl hanging!  She insisted I had to drop by her home that evening to see for myself.

We finished our drinks and we went over to her place.  I couldn’t wait to see what her big secret was all about.


CHAPTER 2.  Surprise Visit

I have to admit that the suspense was killing me.  What could she possibly be talking about?  The mystery deepened when we pulled into her garage.  Instead of getting out of the car we sat there and spoke for a minute first.

“You need to understand that Devon and I have a unique relationship.  We had issues just like you’ve described and I dealt with them in the manner I thought best for both of us.  I told Devon that I would be late tonight so he isn’t expecting company.  Just go along with things and I’ll explain everything later.  Okay?”

I couldn’t imagine why she needed to give me instructions before we went into her home but I nodded my head anyway.  When we went through the back door it soon became apparent why she had been so cloak and dagger about her husband.

Pamela went in first and I followed behind her.  Just inside the door we were greeted by a domestic maid in full uniform complete with apron and cap standing at attention waiting to greet her.

I didn’t know that Pamela had employed a house maid so I was both impressed and a bit surprised.  Even more unexpected was the peculiar formality of both the appearance of the maid and how she greeted my friend.

With her face flushed she bobbed a curtsy and then offered her services.

“Welcome home Miss Sinclair.  How may I serve you tonight?”

Pamela seemed quite comfortable with the odd welcome.  Without so much as acknowledging the greeting she barked an order to the girl.

“Bring tea to us in the sitting room.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

The girl scurried off to the kitchen to fulfill the order while we made ourselves comfortable on the sitting room sofa.

“Doctor Sinclair I didn’t realize that you employed a maid!  I’ve always wanted one myself but I thought it far too expensive.  How did you manage it?”

She gave me a gleaming smile.

“Live in help isn’t nearly all that expensive.  Daisy works for room and board.”

“Daisy.  What a cute name for a maid.  It seems so fitting for a domestic servant.”

“It should.  I picked it out myself.”

Her response confused me to say the least.  Just when I was about to ask her what that meant Daisy came out of the kitchen pushing a tea cart.  I smiled while she set out the tea service and poured us both a cup.

She was really a cute looking maid.  She had a traditional black dress with a white apron and white cap.  Her hair came to her shoulders and she had light makeup giving her a charming formal appearance.  She was a maid to be proud of and a maid that was clearly proud of her position.  When she finished pouring Pamela spoke to her.

“That will be all for now dear.  We would like to speak in private.  I’ll summon you with the bell if we are in need of service.”

It was only then that I noticed a small hand bell on the serving cart.  Apparently Pamela had thought of everything when it came to having her own maid.  Pamela had done it to me again.  She always seemed to have everything!  I couldn’t help but feel the envy.

Where in the world did she find such a perfect servant?  Maids R Us?  The notion occurred to me to hire the girl away from her but then I thought that I could never do that to my good friend.

Daisy gave her a prissy curtsy.  A curtsy for heaven’s sake!

“Yes Miss Sinclair.”

With that the maid left us alone to speak in private.  Pamela took a sip of her tea then looked directly at me.

“Lisa dear, did you notice anything peculiar about my maid?”

“Why, other than the fact that she’s perfect I can’t say that I did.  I will say that she’s quite charming though.”

“You found her to be an attractive looking maid?”

“Not my type, but yes, she’s nice-looking.  I’d say she most likely has the guys competing desperately for her pleasant company.”

Pamela smiled again.

“I’m not so sure about that but she does have an adorable figure doesn’t she?”

“Yes, you could say that…”

“Did you notice her shapely legs, well rounded bosom and her pretty hair with her attractive makeup?”

“You sound like she is special to you.”

“Yes, you could say that.”

I laughed.

“I didn’t know you were attracted to women like that.  Are you a lesbian Pamela?”

I smiled at her.  Of course I knew that she wasn’t a lesbian but I didn’t mind teasing her a bit.  It made me feel more comfortable to do so.

“I’m not, but I am extremely fond of my maid.”

I gave her a puzzled expression.  She grinned back at me.

“I must have done an excellent job with Daisy.”

“Oh?”

“Yes.  Daisy is my husband Devon.”

It was a good thing that I was sitting down because you could have knocked me over with a feather.


CHAPTER 3.  Pamela Explains

For a moment I was speechless.  It took me a few moments to grasp what she had said.  I just sat there waiting for Pamela to explain her rather unique relationship with her husband.  She paused for a moment so that I could absorb what she had said and what I had seen.  Once I got over my initial shock I managed to blurt out a question.

“How in the world did this happen?”

“Just like your husband I had suspicions about my Devon.  Only my suspicions occurred before we were married when we were living together.

I learned about his secret fetish for women’s clothing when I accidently discovered him wearing one of my dresses.  When I came upon him like that I thought there was another woman in the house and that he was cheating on me but then I realized that it was him.  Of course being a counselor…”

“Counselor extraordinaire!”

She laughed.

“That’s right!  Counselor extraordinaire!  I sat him down right then and there and had a long talk with him.”

“While he was still wearing your dress?”

“That’s right.  He was wearing the whole outfit while we talked.  Even though he was uncomfortable I wouldn’t let him change.

Not only was he in my dress he had stockings and heels on too.  He had made himself up like a woman and I found out later that he had panties on and a bra on too.  He even padded the bra out so that he could look more feminine!”

I giggled at the image of a totally mortified Devon that formed in my mind.  I imagined him wiggling like a naughty little girl in his dress while Pamela mercilessly interrogated him and probed his mind with her psychology expertise.

“He was embarrassed like you wouldn’t believe but I wanted him to face up to his obsession.  I wanted to know everything about his secret desire.  By the way I learned quite a bit about him that day.”

“Like what?”

“Like he had actually been dressing up in women’s clothing for quite some time.  He started when he was a little boy by putting on his sister’s panties.  Eventually he progressed to full lingerie, makeup, wigs and of course women’s outerwear.”

I giggled at her description.  I don’t know why but somehow I found putting a guy into full women’s attire to be amusing.

I asked the obvious question.

“But how did you get him into a maid uniform?”

“Once I learned the background of his fetish desire I realized that Devon enjoyed dressing up like a woman.  Not only that I recognized that he was a true sissy. 

A true sissy has little or no self-control in the presence of a bra and panty.  They get all excited just with the prospect of dressing up like a woman.  Devon was just like that.  I grasped that all I had to do was offer to dress him up in panties and a bra and he would become obedient just like a little puppy.

Once I learned his secret I kept him in feminine lingerie all of the time.  After that he really had no sexual willpower at all and the feminine maid clothing, the leg saving and all of the rest of the feminization just sort of followed.  That actually is a very natural progression for a sissy girl.  They really do enjoy their panties and their sexy outfits!

After that I didn’t take any back talking from him.  I can tell you one thing for sure.  Once you've seen your husband like this, it is difficult to take any of his complaining very seriously. Every time he argues with me I can't help but laugh at him.  A husband dressed up like a charming maid can’t really back talk his wife can he?  What makes it even worse for him is that he knows exactly why I’m laughing!

So he was serving me like my personal maid even before we were married.  The maid uniform made me realize that Devon was less of a lover and more of a friend to me.  His little cock was so totally useless in bed he really didn’t have a clue how to pleasure me.  I mean it barely is visible under a pair of panties!”

We both laughed together.

“So I decided to rename him Daisy and keep her for my house husband—or maybe I should say my house maid.”

“You gave up sex?”

“Oh no, not at all.  I would never do that!  I just found other ways for Daisy to give me pleasure.”

I was definitely becoming interested in her special relationship with her Daisy.

“You mean on top of the pleasure Daisy provides you by doing the housekeeping for you?”

“Actually Daisy doesn’t get on top of much anymore…”

We both giggled at her suggestive joke.

“But yes I trained Daisy to provide me with everything that I need in my bedroom too.”


CHAPTER 4.  Pleasure

She picked up a tiny bell that was on the table next to her and gave it a ring.  In seconds Daisy was back in the room standing at attention waiting for her orders.

“Daisy, Lisa would like to hear how you pleasure me.  Would you please recite a partial list of the many ways that you can pleasure me for her?  Just my favorites please.  Please give us a description of each type of orgasm as you go along.”

She made it sound so clinical.  I was taken aback at her nonchalance discussing such an intimate and personal thing.  Apparently I wasn’t the only one.  Daisy flushed a deep red before she began.

“A sissy girl must know the best ways to pleasure a woman using only her tongue.  Here are the four methods that my Mistress prefers.

First there is the clitoral orgasm.  A woman’s clitoris is a pleasure palace for her and a well-placed tongue can easily provide ecstasy for a Mistress.

Then there is the vaginal orgasm.  Repeated deep penetration of the tongue can induce prolonged pleasure deep within the vagina.

My Mistress also immensely enjoys the G-Spot orgasm.  A properly placed tongue can provide her with an extremely intense orgasm that will leave her screaming with pleasure.

When she is not in the mood for vaginal stimulation I can also provide her with a blissful breast orgasm.  This requires sustained gentle nipple stimulation until maximum pleasure is attained.”

When Daisy finished the list she curtsied for Pamela.  She smiled at the maid and sent her off so that we could speak in private.

I had never before seen a guy so attentive to the needs of a woman.  Daisy couldn’t have been more helpful or any more obedient.  She acted like a hired maid fully intent on pleasing her Mistress in every possible way.  On top of all that Daisy was performing her duties fully feminized in an adorable maid uniform.  It was something to behold to say the least.

I have to admit that not only was I impressed I was also quite aroused at the willingness of Daisy to provide bedroom services like she had described.  I briefly imagined Devon doing the same for me.

Pamela seemed to realize that I was daydreaming.

“You could say that I have found the secret to a happy marriage and I’ve used that secret to help many couples achieve marital bliss.

I’ve found that putting a husband into a maid uniform is remarkably easy.  With gentle urging a husband can soon become a well-trained sissy maid.  Oh they may fuss and protest a bit at first but the more that they are feminized the meeker, the more docile and the more obedient they become. 

With sufficient training a husband’s life can change for the better.  A husband can easily slip into the role of obedient servitude and become devoted to doing everything possible to please his wife.  Isn’t that the way that it should be?  I dare say Lisa that it doesn’t get any better than that.”

I couldn’t agree more with her.

“I can see the amazing results of your treatment.  Daisy is certainly the perfect husband.  I have to say Doctor Sinclair that you have an unusual marriage to say the least.”

“Oh yes, it was unusual right from the start.”

I had been a bridesmaid at Pamela’s wedding and I couldn’t remember anything unusual about it.

“What do you mean by that?”


CHAPTER 5.  Wedding Bells

Pamela smiled at me.

“These things are best done in private.  You wouldn’t have expected me to tell the whole wedding crowd that Devon was going to be Daisy the housemaid would you?  I mean, what would people have thought?”

“I see your point.”

“So we were much more prudent about our relationship.  Devon was going to fill the role of wife and housemaid in our relationship.  Since he was agreeing wholeheartedly to that arrangement I had him wear special clothing to the ceremony.”

“I didn’t notice anything different about him.  He was just wearing a tuxedo.”

“Yes, but under that he was wearing full women’s lingerie all in virgin white.”

I couldn’t suppress a giggle.

“No!”

“Oh yes.  The whole deal.  A lacy white bra, white stockings with garter and a frilly pair of white panties.  I wanted him to feel the part he was taking in our relationship.”

“Of a frilly bride?”

“I was thinking submissive partner but frilly bride works too.  There was more to the ceremony too—didn’t you notice?”

“Not at all.”

“He promised to love, honor and obey me while I took him to be my wedded husband.  At the end we were pronounced Woman and husband instead of man and wife.”

“I can’t say that I noticed.”

“Nobody else did either but I can assure you that there is a big difference.  The psychological impact on the male ego is substantial.”

I grinned.

“Based on that uniform that Daisy is wearing I would say so!”

We both laughed.

“Then there was the wedding night and the honeymoon.”

“Tell me more!”

“Devon had agreed that he would be submissive and that he would be devoted to my pleasure.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes!  So when we got to the hotel that night after I put him into a metal chastity…”

“You restrained his manhood?”

She giggled again.

“You could say that.  I mean his cock was useless in that metal contraption!”

She gave me a wicked smile.

“Then I put him into a white bridal nightie and put him to work.”

“Put him to work?”

“With his tongue.  It was heavenly.  I’ve never been pleasured like that before in my life!”

She didn’t need to say any more.  I understood exactly what she meant.  We both had a good laugh.

“He stayed restrained that way for the entire honeymoon.  You could say that I received the tongue lashing of my life!  The poor dear pleasured me over and over again all while remaining in strict chastity.  I’ll never forget it!  Honestly I lost track of how many times…”

“Oh my God Pamela please stop!”

I felt the heat of my flushed face.  She laughed at my reaction to her sexual euphoria.  She sounded a bit more professional when she continued.

“You asked for my help so I just wanted to illustrate for you why I have always prescribed adding spice to the life of my clients.  For those with an interest it has always worked out very well.”

“Have any of your clients ever decided not to add spice?”

“Of course not.  That’s why I’m a counselor extraordinaire!  There’s no such thing as too much spice is there?  Are you saying that you aren’t interested?  If not I don’t think that I can help you.”

“I didn’t say that.  I’d just like to give it more thought.”

I wasn’t being truthful.  After her honeymoon description my mind was already made up.  I wanted to add spice to my relationship too.  The more zing the merrier!  I was just trying to be coy.  I think that she realized what I was doing, after all she had successfully counseled many women before me.

“I’ll tell you what Lisa.  We can meet in my office tomorrow and discuss what steps you will need to take.  In the meantime I have an assignment for you.”

“An assignment?”

“That’s right, an assignment.  It does take effort on your part to be successful.  You don’t expect this to be too easy do you?”

“I suppose not.”

“Good.  Between now and tomorrow I want you to visualize your life with your husband becoming your own sissy maid.  Make it real in your mind.  Give your maid a feminine name and decide what chores you imagine her doing.  What should she look like?  How should she address you?  After you’ve done that imagine how you would like her to pleasure you.  Get the idea?”

I was too excited to acknowledge her with words.  I nodded my head yes.  I would have liked to have nodded and then screamed yes, yes! But again I was trying to be coy.

“Meet me in my office at 10:00 in the morning and we’ll discuss this further.  She took out her appointment book and picked up a pen.”

“I don’t remember.  What is your maiden name again?”

“My maiden name?”

“Well?”

“Farrow.”

I watched her write Lisa Farrow in at the 10:00 slot in the book.

“Oh, and one more thing.”

“Yes?”

“When Melvin isn’t looking check out his underwear drawer.  You might want to look in the top drawer under his male things.  See what kind and what size panty he is wearing.”

“Seriously?”

“Absolutely.”


CHAPTER 6.  Sleepless Night

I couldn’t sleep at all that night.  While Melvin slept serenely right next to me I tossed and turned with sexually charged excitement.  I suppose you could say that spice has its price.

Before he went to bed when he was in the shower I had checked his underwear drawer just like Pamela had suggested.  Underneath his typical male things I had uncovered four pairs of ladies nylon panties in size 6.  Before my talk with Doctor Sinclair I may have been concerned about the find but now the discovery only added to my excitement.

I tried to calm myself by mentally working on the assignment that Doctor Sinclair had given me.  What would I name my maid?  You may laugh but it wasn’t that simple of an undertaking.

Daisy was a great name for a maid but that wasn’t very original considering Pamela’s maid already had the name.  Mandy, Brandi and Betty Jo came to mind.  All are good names for a maid.  Then I remembered that Melvin had a girlfriend before we met that he often mentioned—a slut named Sheila—that I also considered.  His sister was named Melissa and I liked that too.

Finally I imagined Melvin wearing the French maid outfit while he doted on my needs.  Then I remembered the time we were out of town and stayed at a hotel.  A maid named Camille had cleaned our room and Melvin had seemed to be infatuated with her.  When we checked out he left her a generous tip.  It was only then that I settled on Camille for the perfect name of my maid.

That was far from the end of my sleepless night.

I was so excited that I didn’t want my fantasy to end.  That night I mentally dressed Camille in a more traditional maid uniform just like a hotel maid.  I gave her many domestic duties and she always replied “Yes Miss Farrow” to every order that I gave her and then she scurried off to comply.  I had her washing floors, doing laundry and preparing meals for me.  Then came the very best part.

First I had Camille naked in my bed tenderly lapping at my womanhood.  Then I had her dressed in a white bridal nightgown doing the same.  By the time I imagined her in a babydoll nightie with a metal chastity belt restraining her lust there was no way in the world that I was going to get any sleep in the condition that I was in.

So I imagined her pleasuring me with each of the delicious orgasm techniques that Daisy had recited while my body yearned for pleasure and I squirmed in unfulfilled bliss.  By the time Melvin went off to work that morning I could have put him in a maid uniform myself without any further help from Doctor Sinclair.

I couldn’t wait for 10:00 to arrive.


CHAPTER 7.  Office Call

I was in such a hurry to get started that I arrived at her office at 9:30.  The receptionist greeted me with a smile. 

“Good morning Miss Farrow.  May I get you a coffee?”

I could have used a coffee but my stomach was far too nervous for me to drink anything.  I was already regretting my sleepless night.  I’m certain that my response sounded groggy and in desperate need of caffeine.

“No thank you, I’m just fine.”

She had me sit in the waiting room until my appointment time arrived.  It seemed like hours before the young woman escorted me back to Doctor Sinclair’s office.

Pamela—I mean Doctor Sinclair—appeared differently in her office.  She was wearing a white lab coat over her business skirt suit giving her an exceptionally professional quality.  She gave me a hug then she pointed to an office chair that was in front of her desk and I made myself comfortable.  The receptionist left us alone to confer in private.

Sitting at her desk Doctor Sinclair took a long look at me before she finally spoke.

“Didn’t sleep very well last night?”

“Not a moment of rest.”

“Typical.  We’re talking about a life altering decision here.  Things are about to change for you Miss Farrow in a way that will make a huge difference in your life.  Are you ready to begin?”

She used my maiden name.  She called me Miss Farrow!  It sounded so formal.  Was I ready?  You better believe it!  I tried not to sound like I was too eager.

“I’m reasonably certain.  I think so.  Where do we go from here?”

“Are you sure?  Once we begin there is no going back.  Not for you or for Melvin for that matter.”

“Yes I’m sure.”

She took out a notebook.  Old style—a paper notebook not the laptop type.  She also had a pen.  It all seemed so quaint.  Maybe it was better that way.  Live-in maids are so old-fashioned too.  Her quaint tools helped to get me in the mood.

“Did you do your homework?”

“Yes, of course I did.”

“Did you come up with a name for your maid?”

“Camille.  I came up with Camille.”

“Camille?  I believe in Latin that means Temple Servant.  That’s good thinking.  Excellent name for a maid servant.”

I didn’t actually know the origin of the name.  Just lucky I guess.  She made a note on the paper.

“Remember I said that there’s no going back.  From this point on in my mind Melvin doesn’t exist.  You will soon think the same way that I do.  I will refer to him with the name Camille and I will use female pronouns.  You know, she, her and the like.  Understand?”

She said that there was no going back.  It seemed so final.  I was like Alice about to go down the rabbit hole.  The unknown can be so scary yet I found that I couldn’t resist the temptation.  I took a deep breath and then I nodded my head in agreement.

“How did Camille appear to you in your imagination?  What was she wearing?”

I recalled my pleasant vision of my working maid and smiled.

“Oh she was first in a French maid uniform but then after more thought I had her in a more traditional uniform.”

“Very good.  It’s important to visualize the things that you want.  Was the uniform black with white trim?”

“Yes.”

“White apron and cap?”

“Yes.”

She smiled at me.  She opened up a desk drawer and took out a notebook.  This time it was the computer kind.  She pushed the power button and continued talking while it booted up.

“I’m going to show you various uniforms and I want you to tell me which ones match what you have in mind for your Camille to wear.”

She motioned for me to come to her side of the desk.  I rolled my chair over to her and sat down next to her.  What transpired next seemed so dreamlike to me.  I still couldn’t believe what we were doing.

We sat there like a couple of high society women while Doctor Sinclair paged through Internet sites that offered various maid uniforms for sale.  She clearly had done so before because the sites were all marked under her favorites tab.  She had me pick several preferences out and she saved the pages to a new favorites file that she named Farrow.

We didn’t stop there.  After that we went to lingerie sites and selected appropriate underpinnings for each uniform.  Doctor Sinclair expertly helped to guide me along while we browsed.  She made suggestions for suitable stockings and pantyhose and black patent leather heels.

The most interesting part though was when we started looking at foundation garments.  Doctor Sinclair assured me that my selections were important to the success of my project.  She started by asking me if I had located Camille’s panties.

“I found them right underneath her other underwear just like you suggested.”

“Size?”

“Six.”

“That will never do.  I know Camille is demure but a six is not womanly enough for her.  We’ll have to fix that.  We want her to look just like one of the girls.”

She navigated over to a page that featured figure enhancing padding.

“I would say we should pad her out to at least a seven or maybe even an eight.  What do you think?”

She pointed to a pair of padded panties on the screen.  I really didn’t know what to say so I just nodded in agreement.  With a click they were added to the favorites list.

“I’m thinking that Camille is probably a 36 bra size.  My Daisy is a D cup, how does that sound?”

Again I nodded in agreement and with a couple of clicks a size 36-D bra and appropriate breast forms were added to the favorites.  Doctor Sinclair continued.

“To bring it all together we need to cinch her waist.  A corseted girl always knows her place.”

With another click we were looking at a rather strict corset.  It featured heavy boning with lace ties to tighten as necessary.  I couldn’t imagine wearing such a confining garment but this time Doctor Sinclair didn’t even ask—she just added the garment to the favorites list.

After that she navigated over to a page that featured basic nylon slips.  Together we found several slips that were appropriate for the uniform lengths that we had previously selected.

We still weren’t finished dressing my new maid.  Doctor Sinclair navigated to a site that featured female wigs.  At this point I was really getting into the whole process.  I felt important, even regal.  I felt like a noblewoman while casually deciding the style and color of hair that would define my maid.

I remembered that Melvin had often pointed out attractive blonde women when he saw them.  He liked to say that blonde women always looked like bimbos.  He seemed to think that all blonde women were airheads.  I always argued the point with him—that blondes were certainly not all brainless sluts—but he never seemed to give in.  I smiled at the thought.  Why not a blonde maid?

That did it for me.  I settled on a blonde Cleopatra wig.  It seemed so appropriate.  A common color for a common girl.  Doctor Sinclair convinced me that long hair on a maid was more gender defining than a short cut.  The length would draw Camille’s attention to her feminine hairstyle adding to her sense of servitude.  So I picked out a style that would come all the way to the shoulders.

We finished up on a beauty site where I chose modest makeup.  Doctor Sinclair approved of my selection of basic cosmetics—she said a maid should blend in with the background and shouldn’t appear too flashy.

After we finished with clothing we discussed the basic duties of a maid.  After she asked me about my expectations she made a few notes and then she tutored me on the typical duties of a sissy maid.

Essentially she said that a feminized sissy maid should be expected to complete all household chores.  She was very firm in that regard.

“A sissy maid lives to serve her Mistress.  No domestic chore is beneath her and she should endeavor to give her Mistress a life of leisure.”

I smiled in total agreement.  How could I not?

When we finished our session Doctor Sinclair agreed to help me begin to transform my husband into Camille the maid.  So we arranged to meet at my house that weekend.

That night when Melvin arrived home after work he told me that he had been laid off from his job at the ladies clothing store.  We would have to rely on my income in order to pay our bills.  From then on I was certain of exactly what I wanted him to do.


CHAPTER 8.  House Call

Pamela arrived at my front door bright and early that Saturday morning.  She was carrying several boxes along with a large handbag and I could only imagine what secrets were contained within them.

She had a completely different look to her.  With her hair up in a bun and with a white lace blouse she seemed more like a school teacher than a doctor.  A short black leather skirt and a sexy pair of heels betrayed her true intentions.

I felt underdressed.  I hadn’t considered wearing anything special so I was wearing a cotton blouse with jeans and flats.  I wanted to go and change but I was so excited about what was about to happen that I decided not to.

She stood outside on the porch and talked softly before she came in.

“Just go with whatever I say today.  You have to trust me that everything will work out just fine.  Oh, and because today is pure enjoyment when we talk with me you can drop the Doctor Sinclair stuff and just call me Pamela.”

I nodded my head in agreement and she came inside my home.  We walked over to the sofa and she neatly smoothed her skirt before she sat down with me.

“Where is Camille?”

“Melvin, oops I mean Camille is getting dressed.  He slept in, I mean she slept in late today.”

I was already confused with the change that was about to take place.  I promised myself to be careful with names and pronouns even though it probably wouldn’t be the last time that I was confused.  She didn’t seem to care about my faux pas.

“Slept late?  For the last time I’m sure!”

She gave me a wicked smile.  I have to admit that I had no idea how Pamela was going to make this happen.  I mean it’s one thing for a guy to wear panties under his clothes but quite another for a guy to be turned into a girlish sissy maid.  While I wanted Pamela to be successful deep down I knew that having a maid for a husband was just a pipedream that could never possibly come true for me.

We sat and talked for a while until Melvin—sorry again, I mean Camille—emerged from her bedroom.  When she saw Pamela she gave her a long look—like the kind she used to give me when she was much more attentive to my needs.  For her part Pamela seemed to notice but gave no thought to Camille’s gaze.  Camille kept her eyes on Pamela while she talked.

“Lisa you didn’t tell me we were expecting company today.  Had I known I would have gotten up earlier.  Hi Pamela, how are you doing?”

He continued giving her a hungry look with his eyes lingering on her legs.  It was annoying for me to see him fawn over another woman like that to say the least.  I consoled myself by thinking it was about to change for the better.  Pamela wasted absolutely no time.

“Come over here dear, I want a closer look at you.”

She surprised me with her voice.  Suddenly she had sounded sexy and sultry.  Camille had to notice because her tone had been unmistakably flirtatious.

Camille fell for her playful ploy hook, line and sinker.  With a boyish smile on her face she stepped forward and stood directly in front of us.

Pamela’s voice changed again.  Now she sounded strict and authoritative.

“Now then Lisa tells me that you have been wearing her panties.  Is that true?”

Camille was clearly stunned by her question.  Her face flushed a deep red and her mouth opened but nothing came out.  Busted!

Pamela gave the sissy a few moments to flounder before she continued on.  This time she looked over at me while Camille stood mute.

“If that isn’t the look of a guilty husband then I’ve never seen it.  I’ll bet she’s wearing panties right now.”

She gave Camille a disgusted look, still waiting for a response.  Finally Camille found her voice.

“I’m…not…I’m not wearing…no…I’m not…”

She gave him a coy smile.

“Really?”

“No I’m not.”

“Prove it.”

I could tell by her confident tone that she knew that she had panty boy.  Camille gave her a puzzled expression.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Prove to us that you’re not wearing ladies panties.  Drop your trousers for us right now.”

She added to her alluring offer by shifting her legs to draw attention to them.  The sissy eyes keenly focused on her tempting leg show.  I silently wished that I had worn a different outfit.  Clearly my faded jeans and cotton blouse didn’t measure up to the task at hand.  Moments before it hadn’t seemed possible but Camille’s face turned an even darker shade of red.

“I can’t.  I won’t.”

She managed to pry her eyes away from Pamela.  They pleaded with me for help that I wasn’t about to give.  I was enjoying the show far too much for that.

“You have my permission dear.  Drop your pants for Pamela.”

Camille’s hands went slowly to the button that held her trousers closed.  Then she moved them away and looked back at Pamela.  She certainly wasn’t going to get a reprieve from her.  She frowned while she spoke.

“Honey you don’t have anything under there that I haven’t seen before.”

With that she reached over to Camille and unbuttoned the pants for her and lowered the zipper.  Camille seemed confused and unable to respond to the unusual action.  In one quick motion she yanked the pants down and Camille stood there in just her shirt and a black pair of feminine underwear.  Pamela gave a big grin.

“My, my, my!  What a lovely pair of ladies nylon panties!”


CHAPTER 9.  Getting Dressed

The room was silent while Pamela and I took a long look at my husband standing in front of her in his feminine panties.  She didn’t seem to know what to do.  She seemed so flustered and so vulnerable at that moment.

Shame, embarrassment, humiliation—all of those feelings had to be spinning through Camille’s head.  I may have had mercy on the sissy at that moment except for one thing.  While we stared at the feminine attire the front of the panties began to bulge out to form a firm erection that came to life right before our eyes.  For Pamela that was all it took to seal the deal and for her to spring into action.  She gave me a knowing smile.

“I’ve seen this before Lisa.  It’s a common characteristic of sissy girls.  They like to be ordered about and humiliated by women.  There is no mistake about it--Camille is a real sissy girl if ever there was one.”

For emphasis she pointed straight at the bulge in Camille’s panties.  For her part Camille just stood there in a shamed shade of red.

Camille looked puzzled.

“Who is Camille?”

She ignored his question.

“Take your shirt off sweetie.”

This time without hesitation the shirt came off.

“Shoes and socks too.”

In just those few moments Pamela had stripped my husband down to just the pair of panties that were failing to hide a full blown erection.  She gave the sissy a long stare.

“All that hair!  A girl should never present herself like that!

She had the sissy stand there defenselessly while she foraged in her handbag.  Finally she produced a package of pink razors and a can of feminine shaving lotion from her bag.  She offered them to the sissy girl.

“I want you to go into the shower and remove all of that nasty hair.  Get it all, legs, underarms and chest!  I want every last hair removed.  Plus whatever is under those panties should be baby bare too.  Then I want you back out here stark naked so that I can inspect your work.”

He glanced at me.  I glared back at him.  Then in full feminine surrender he meekly took both the razors and the lotion and took a walk of shame back towards the bathroom.  We heard the door close and the water began to run.  Pamela gave a giggle.

“See how easy that was?  Camille is such a submissive thing I can’t believe you didn’t do this to the poor girl before.”

I laughed with her.  I guess that Camille really was a sissy girl.  Unbelievably my fantasy was about to come true.

“While your girl is in the shower let’s get you changed into something more desirable.  What do you think?”

I couldn’t agree any faster.  I went back to the bedroom and quickly changed into my sexiest chiffon dress.  The sheer pastel print flattered my figure while showcasing maximum cleavage and far more leg than I would normally expose.  I always saved the dress for special occasions when I wanted to tease my husband.

When I emerged from the bedroom Pamela smiled her approval.

“Simply irresistible!”

We laughed again.  Then we sat back down on the couch and waited for Camille to finish getting herself ready.

There is something about a guy shaving his legs and underarms that changes him.  Perhaps it is because shaving those areas is such a feminine action that it plays with their ego.  For whatever reason it was quite clear that when Camille presented herself to us she was not the same person that she had been when Pamela had ordered her into the shower.

When she first timidly appeared she had her hands in front of her covering her genitals.  Pamela would have none of such modesty.

“Hands at your side dear, I want to enjoy the view.”

Amazingly Camille did precisely like she was told.  While Pamela smiled victoriously, Camille stood in front of us with her head down.  Pamela had the sissy turn for us so that she could make sure the back of her legs had been shaved.  Then she had Camille raise her arms to check there too.

Surprisingly she had obeyed Pamela’s instructions—her legs, underarms, chest and even her genital region were all perfectly shaved.  To add to her humiliation the fragrant feminine scent of lavender shaving lotion filled the air.  Worse still for Camille the firm erection was now in full view.  Clearly my sissy husband was enjoying Pamela’s treatment.

Pamela’s tone changed again.  This time she spoke in a taunting voice that flaunted the power that she had exhibited.

“My, my such a pretty girl with such a lovely fragrance!  All shaved and ready to be dressed!”

She foraged in her purse again.  This time she produced a small bottle of perfume.  She spritzed herself on her neck and on her wrists with a lovely fragrance of lavender.  Then she casually turned the bottle on Camille and marked her with her scent by spraying her chest.


CHAPTER 10.  Please Ladies

Pamela then produced a pair of white panties from one of the boxes.  They were the padded pair that I had picked out online a few days earlier.  She held them out to Camille.

“Let’s get you into suitable clothing.  Start with these dear.”

Camille was appalled.  Perhaps forgetting her condition she gave a pout.

“You can’t be serious.”

Pamela smiled at the nude sissy girl and gave her a terse response.

“You had better believe it.”

Again Camille looked at me for salvation.  I just stared back at her.  At that moment I could almost sense my husband’s manhood fade away.  His place in my household was surrendered for good when the sissy reached out and took the panties.  We watched in amusement while she wiggled into them.

Panties are such a minor part of an outfit that most of us hardly give them a thought.  But Camille’s panties were padded so much that they immediately gave her figure a whole different appearance.

Most importantly the lewd penis was out of sight.  With freshly widened hips and matching buttocks Camille instantly seemed far more feminine.  Next Pamela pulled a white bra out of a box.  She stood up and moving behind Camille she had her hold her arms out while Pamela put her into the bra and clipped it closed.

Mind you the bra was a serious female undergarment.  The four clips that Pamela secured were meant to hold up the voluptuous breasts of a full-figured woman.  The large empty cups looked silly considering the obvious purpose of the garment.

The expression on Camille was priceless.  A combination of horror and arousal only became more prevalent when Pamela took out breast forms and made a big deal out of sliding them into the cups.  Once the forms were in place the cups were completely filled and shaped just like they were bursting with an actual woman’s breasts.

Perhaps realizing what was happening to her Camille tried to softly protest.

“Please ladies, please don’t do this to me.”

Pamela didn’t pause for a moment.  She produced a white waist corset from one of the boxes and wrapped it around the poor submissive sissy girl.

“I can’t possibly stop now honey.  I can see that you are enjoying yourself far too much.”

“Please.”

“You can’t help yourself and you know it.”

I sensed that she was right about that.  Camille just stood there while Pamela fastened the clasps on the corset.  She turned the sissy around with her back to me.  She pointed to the corset strings.

“Lisa would you care to do the honors?”

I was happy to do so and quickly began to lace the corset firmly into place.  Pamela supervised while I worked.

“Tighter than that honey, you need to reduce that waist by at least a few inches.”

I tugged on the strings.  Camille made a lusty sound that I had never heard her make outside of our bedroom.  By the time I finished with the laces Camille had a tight waist accentuated by the padded bra and the padded panties.

Pamela had Camille pull a pair of pantyhose up and over her well-padded buttocks.  Her hips were so wide that she had to stretch the pantyhose carefully over her feminine form.  Then she had her put on a white lace slip followed by a pair of black patent leather heels.  At that point she was ready for her uniform.

Pamela paused for a moment to take in the transformation.  By this point Melvin had pretty much disappeared.  Only a male head perched oddly atop a feminine shaped body was evidence of what the sissy girl had been just moments before.  Shaved legs and an ample bust belied the male head that remained.

Pamela opened another box and with a flourish held out a black and white trimmed maid uniform for Camille to don.  The sissy gave just a hint of rebellion.

“That’s a maid uniform!  You don’t expect me…”

Pamela cut her off.

“Yes I do.  What did you think princess, that we were dressing you up to go to the prom?  You’ll put it on and then you’ll do precisely what you are told to do.”

“But, but…Pamela…I can’t…”

She cut him off again.

“Perhaps you don’t understand things so let me explain.  Your position in your wife’s household has just changed.  You are now a junior maid working for your Mistress.  You are at her beck and call and you will do precisely what she says for you to do.”

“But Pamela…”

“You had better start addressing your superiors properly.  Going forward you will address your Mistress with Miss Farrow and you will address me with Miss Sinclair.  Of course nobody likes a chatty maid so generally keep your mouth shut.”

Camille opened her mouth but no words came out.  Pamela continued.

“I expect you to put this on immediately or there will be consequences.”

Pamela held out the uniform and a dazed Camille took it from her.  The sissy put her arms in and slowly buttoned the dress up the front.

“That’s much better dear.”

Pamela then held out the matching apron.

“Turn around sweetie and let me tie this on for you”

She formed a lovely big bow and gave it a firm tug.  I smiled at her attempt to make sure that the apron stayed securely in place.  It was mostly a symbolic gesture but it was certainly an appropriate one.

Apparently it had the decided effect.  Camille gave a sigh of resignation—you could say surrender--when Pamela fastened the apron in place.

Pamela seemed proud of her accomplishment.

“Turn around dear, let’s have a look.”

Maid Camille was embroidered above the breast on the uniform making her name and status official.

“Oh maid Camille you look perfect!  You make such a sweet maid.  Don’t you agree Lisa?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

“I’ll say.  I can’t wait to put her to work.”

“One more thing.”


CHAPTER 11.  Chores

Pamela opened the last box and took out the blonde wig that I had selected.  She held it up and straightened out a few strands of stray hairs.

“With this and a touch of makeup you’ll be all set.”

A panicked expression came over Camille.

“Pamela, I mean Miss Sinclair, I can’t wear that!  I’ll look like a bimbo!”

Pamela smiled.

“You’re right dear.  I wouldn’t want you to look like a bimbo.  I’ll tell you what, we’ll forget about the wig and the makeup and we’ll put you to work just the way that you are.  Okay?”

With the minor concession won Camille smiled over her small victory.  Surprisingly Pamela didn’t seem to mind.  She turned to me.

“Lisa where are the cleaning supplies?”

“In a basket in the laundry room.”

“Maid Camille please fetch the supplies and then we’ll put you to work.”

Apparently pleased with herself for not having to wear the wig Camille went off towards the laundry room.  It was cute seeing her take her first steps in her heels—she walked rather gingerly the way a young girl that had never worn heels might step.

I was a bit let down that Pamela hadn’t put her into the wig.  I had really been looking forward to it.

“I’m a bit disappointed.  I was hoping to see her in the wig.”

Pamela smiled.

“Don’t worry.  In a few moments she’ll be begging us to put it on.  Trust me on that.”

I couldn’t imagine how that could possibly happen.

Camille returned holding the basket with various cleaning supplies and dusting cloths.  Her smile was gone—perhaps realizing that she was really going to be put to work in the same manner that a simple housemaid might be.  Pamela wasted no time.  She pointed to the large front window that faced the street.

“Camille that window looks filthy.  Starting with that one I want every window in the house perfectly clean.  When you are finished report to Miss Farrow for further instructions.”

Camille took one look at the bright sunshine that shone through the large window and she stopped in her tracks.

“Miss Sinclair…I can’t…I mean I might be seen!”

“Of course you might be seen dear.  You’ll be standing in the window in full sunlight.  What of it?”

“What will people think of me if they see me in a maid uniform?”

Pamela smiled.

“They’ll think that you are the house maid.”

Camille seemed to be searching for words.  Finally she meekly spoke.

“But I might be recognized.”

“Why, yes you might be.  I suppose you should have put the wig on so that nobody could possibly know that you were anybody except Camille the housemaid.  But you chose not to wear the wig, remember?”

Camille hesitated for a moment and then she spoke.

“I suppose that I should put it on.”

“I can’t let you put it on now until you beg me to let you wear it.”

“Beg?”

“That’s right.  I want you down on your knees right here in front of us and I want you to beg.”

“But Miss Sinclair…”

“On your knees and beg!”

Camille slowly went down on her knees right in front of Pamela.  Her voice sounded so timid.

“Please Miss Sinclair…may I put the wig on?”

“But Camille, if you put the wig on you’ll look like a bimbo!”

I’ve never seen such a brilliant shade of red on the face of anyone.  Finally Camille conceded.

“I know that but it’s okay.  Please Miss Sinclair may I put the wig on?”

Pamela had heard enough.

“Since you pleaded so nicely I’ll let you wear the wig.”

She took the wig and placed it on the humbled maid’s head.  She fussed with it for a few moments making sure that it was straight and in perfect order.  Pamela seemed so proud of her triumph.

“I think a touch of makeup is in order.  We wouldn’t want anyone to recognize you dear.”

She reached in her purse and produced a small makeup kit.  With a touch of blush, eyeshadow and a coat of pink lipstick Camille was made up like a sweet serving girl.

Pamela took out a white maid’s cap and placed it on Camille’s head.  For a final touch Pamela produced a pair of glasses with non-prescription lenses.  She put them on Camille and smiled broadly.

“Guys don’t make passes at girls that wear glasses.  Now get to work on those windows dear!”


CHAPTER 12.  The Book

While Camille worked on the windows Pamela took a small book out of her purse.  On the cover, prominently printed in bold type was “Maid Camille’s Chores”.

“This is the standard book that I use with all of my clients.  I’ve personalized it for Camille based on our earlier discussions.”

I took the book from her and briefly paged through it.  There was a detailed list of chores along with instructions on how to complete various household tasks.  My favorite section was entitled Female Orgasms You Must Know.  It included detailed instructions on how to maximize sexual pleasure for a woman.  The list was the same as the delightful list of orgasms that Daisy had recited to me earlier.

To say I was still excited about the possibilities would be an understatement.  My mind drifted off to imagining the pleasures that awaited me.  My future not only included full maid service but also sexual bliss on demand.  Things simply couldn’t get any better!

After Camille finished with the windows she reported back to me just like Pamela had ordered.  I presented her with the book with orders to memorize her duties and to pay particular attention to the section entitled Female Orgasms You Must Know.  When I told her that there would be a private test later I most certainly wasn’t kidding!  Then I sent her off to do laundry while I continued to talk with Pamela.

During our conversation it occurred to me that I had wasted the early years of our marriage trying to relate to Camille like she was a typical guy.  All the while there was a budding sissy maid waiting patiently inside of her to be properly nurtured.

Unbelievably I had spent years working like the house maid when I could have had Camille doing all of those chores for me.  Thankfully those days were over for good.  Plus she was more than willing to tend to my sexual needs without regard to her own pleasure.  What a fool I had been!


CHAPTER 13.  Luncheon

Several weeks had gone by since Pamela had helped me change Melvin into Camille.  My maid service was exemplary since Camille had studied the book extensively.  Her bedroom service was even better!  So naturally it was time for me to pay Pamela back with a small celebration.

It was a Saturday afternoon when we met at a nearby fine restaurant.  Camille and Daisy were busy at home with domestic work while Pamela and I sat down for lunch—my treat.  We had ordered our food and we were waiting for it to arrive.  We were in a jovial mood with both of us bragging to each other over who had the better sissy maid.

Earlier she had told me that the longer Camille wore lingerie the more she would crave the sensual sensations and the less likely she was to stop playing dressing up games.  Like she said--an excited sissy simply can’t resist acting like a maid.  I had been worried that Camille would tire of the game but she assured me that sissy girls yearn for the feminization process.

We were laughing at the ease of success that we had with Camille.  Then Pamela was telling a story about how she had taught Daisy to hand wash lingerie when two ladies who had been seated nearby walked up to our table.

“Hi ladies, pardon us, my name is Becky and this is Selena.  We couldn’t help but overhear your conversation about your husbands performing maid service for you.  Are your stories true?  Are you serious about turning your husbands into maids?”

I hesitated to say a word.  Was this sort of subject acceptable in polite conversation?  I had no idea.  Pamela, clearly not shy like I was, answered before I could.

“Of course we are absolutely serious!”

“Do you think that you could help us turn our husbands into maids too?”

I looked at Pamela and we both starting laughing at the same time.  Pamela motioned for them to sit down with us.

“Sure you can!  Have a seat.”

They were both attractive young ladies.  Certainly they were far too young to be seeking the advice of a marriage counselor.  It was difficult to imagine that they could be having troubles with their husbands already.  Yet when Becky began to speak I quickly understood her motivation for joining us.

“My husband is reluctant to help me out with housework.  Oh, he’ll do the easy stuff alright, like pouring a drink, but he always leaves the hard work for me.  He keeps telling me that housework is women’s work and that he wouldn’t ever be caught doing it.  He talks like housework is beneath his dignity.  So I want to teach him a lesson about just who is in charge in my home.”

Pamela seemed to understand.  She nodded her head and looked over at Selena.  We both waited for her to tell her story.  Finally she took her cue and began to speak.

“My husband keeps looking at other women.  I’m suspicious that he might be cheating on me.  He is always admiring well-endowed women and he has even suggested that I get implants to help me fill out.  Can you imagine that?  I want his attention riveted on me and I don’t want him looking at other women.”

I knew what she was talking about.  Slim women that aren’t well-proportioned often feel inadequate even though they shouldn’t feel that way.  Selena had modest breasts—I would guess probably an “A” cup—so even though she was fit and trim I’m sure that she had always been concerned about her figure.  It’s a shame that so many women go through life like that but that is just the way that it is.

There was silence at the table.  Pamela seemed to be engrossed in thought and we all waited patiently to hear what she would say next.  Finally she spoke up.

“Becky, what is your maiden name?”

Becky seemed surprised at the strange question.

“Fairchild.”

“What about you Selena?”

“Wagoner”

“Very well Miss Fairchild and Miss Wagoner.  You may join the club.  We’ll call it the Sissy Maid Wives Club.  We will see to both of your husbands promptly.”

Pamela looked over at me.

“We can certainly help these ladies out can’t we Lisa?”

“Absolutely!”

“Miss Fairchild we’ll see to your needs first and we’ll save Miss Wagoner for last.”

The ladies looked pleased.  Becky was in a hurry to get started.

“What do we do next?”

“After lunch let’s all go over to my place.  Ladies I want both of you to see my Daisy so that you know exactly what you are getting into.  Agreed?”

The two women answered with one voice.

“Agreed!”


CHAPTER 14.  A Visit

I was sure that Daisy wasn’t accustomed to having much company.  I could tell by her reaction to us when she timidly greeted our group.  She met us at the front door and flushed a deep red when she saw that Pamela wasn’t alone.

Becky and Selena giggled like little girls when they saw the sissy maid standing at attention just inside the house patiently waiting to tend to Pamela’s needs.  The maid strained to maintain her composure while the girls were humorously entertained at her expense.

“Welcome home Miss Sinclair.  How may I serve you and your lovely guests this afternoon?”

More giggles followed.  Pamela brushed by the maid speaking orders while she walked with the three of us following closely behind.  I found that I envied Pamela even more for the way that she conducted herself in the presence of her maid.  Clearly she had been served by the maid for so long that she expected absolute servitude from her sissy maid and she would settle for no less than perfection.

“Tea service for four Daisy, and be quick about it.”

“Yes Miss Sinclair.”

With that the maid went straight to the kitchen while the two new members of the Sissy Maid Wives Club gushed their approval of what they had just witnessed.  Becky spoke first.

“Why, she’s perfect!”

Pamela smiled.

“Thank you!”

“What do you call your maid?  Is your maid a he or a she?  Or maybe we should call her a panty boy?”

Pamela set her straight.

“When Daisy is dressed in female clothing I always refer to her with she.  I also use sissy girl or sissy maid but no matter what I always refer to her in the feminine.  Doing so reinforces the sissy identity that I’ve created for her.  I don’t want her to be getting any thoughts about shirking her duties.”

Serena seemed to be somewhat in awe.  Becky wanted to know more.

“I’d heard of petticoating naughty boys before but you certainly took this to a whole new level!  I might not have known that she was your husband had I not overheard your earlier conversation.  I need to know.  Is she…fully…functional?”

“Of course she is.  She cooks, does laundry and is a most wonderful housekeeper in every respect.”

“That isn’t what I meant.”

For just a moment Pamela looked confused.  Then she pieced it together.

“Oh my yes.  She serves all of my needs in the bedroom too.  I insist upon it!”

Selena chimed in.

“That’s exactly what I want.”

For her part Serena could only come up with one more word for what she had just witnessed.

“Yummy!”

The four of us found seats in the great room while we waited for our tea.  What followed was an afternoon of plotting how Becky and Serena could have sissy maids of their very own.  Pamela casually interviewed the women taking careful note of their situation and their needs.

Oddly all of us were in similar situations.  Our husbands had lost their jobs and we were working hard supporting our household.  Over time the husbands had become lazy and inattentive to our needs.

Based on the interviews Pamela decided that Becky’s husband was likely the most submissive of the two new recruits and would be the easiest to transform into a sissy maid.  She said that Serena’s husband would be a more difficult task but that with a little more effort she could make him over too.

While we talked Daisy continued to tend to us like any ordinary female maid servant might.  For Becky and Serena the attentiveness of the sissy girl was an eye-opening experience.  If when they arrived they weren’t convinced that they wanted their own sissy maids then by the time that they left they certainly were.

Once they relaxed they conversed with Pamela like there was nothing special about the maid service that they were receiving.  Just like I had quickly become accustomed to my Camille they had gotten used to the idea of being served by a sissy maid.

I could tell that they were enjoying their newfound dominant positions.  When Becky needed to freshen up her tea she insisted that Daisy address her with Miss Fairchild.  Selena caught on quickly too and Daisy had to call her Miss Wagoner and curtsy for her when she gave her instructions for another cup of tea.

By the time the ladies were ready to leave they had put Daisy through her paces and they were ready to move on to the next phase—turning Miss Fairchild’s husband into a charming sissy maid.


CHAPTER 15.  Pantyhose

At our first meeting we had decided that Becky’s husband would become sissy maid Nancy while Selena’s husband would become sissy maid Celeste.  We decided that since Celeste would probably be more difficult to train that we would start out with turning Becky’s husband into maid Nancy.  After we made those determinations we always referred to the aspiring maids using their feminine names—it made us feel more authoritative.  Pamela agreed that it was a good habit to get into for reasons that she had previously explained.

We all had our part to do when it came time to confronting the husbands and turning them into submissive maids.  Needless to say much scheming and considerable rather devious strategizing went into the execution of the approach and transformation of our sissy girls.  Several meetings were necessary before we were ready to confront Nancy and turn her into the charming sissy maid that we all knew that she could become.

We decided that Pamela would take the lead for the transformation and that we would take our cue from her.  So when the big day came for Nancy we were all dressed like prim and proper school teachers.  To achieve the strict look we put our hair up and donned a white lace blouse with a short black leather skirt and sexy heels.  We all looked identical with the only variance in our appearance a large black briefcase that Pamela carried with her.

We were absolutely dressed to titillate but also dressed to assertively take charge.  In my mind I knew that Nancy would never know what hit her when we put our plan into action.

When we came to Becky’s house that Saturday she welcomed us into her home and we all sat down to wait for Nancy to make her appearance.  Becky had sent her out on an errand—to buy a pair of pantyhose from the local drugstore—so that we could get situated before the sissy returned.

When the prospective sissy maid came home she walked into the room holding the bag that contained her purchase.  I knew immediately that Nancy would be an easy conversion because of the way she gaped at us.  She was hardly able to contain her enthusiasm after finding four sensually attired women in her home.

Pamela was ready to take action and immediately began to demonstrate to us how to bring a sissy girl to heel.

“What do you have in the bag sweetie?”

Nancy seemed flustered at the question but still managed a response.

“A pair of pantyhose.”

“Oh, do you wear pantyhose sweetie?”

Again Nancy seemed rattled.

“No, no, my wife asked me to…”

“Becky, did you send your husband out to buy pantyhose for you?”

“No, I didn’t.  He is such a sissy girl!  The pantyhose must be for him.”

Of course that was a lie but to us it was of no matter.  It had the desired effect.  Nancy gave us a strange look but was unable to form a word in denial.  How could the sissy?  There were four of us and only one Nancy.  Not only that but Nancy was holding a very incriminating package of pantyhose right in her hands.  Pamela kept right on pushing towards her goal.

“Perhaps you could try them on for us.  I’m sure you’d look cute.”

Nancy blushed a deep red.  Pamela batted her eyes in a manner most suitable for a flirtatious pickup.  Then Pamela made her play.

“I can tell that you could use a bit of help.  Putting pantyhose on can be a challenge for a sissy girl like you.  Let me help you out.”

With that Pamela stood up and with her briefcase in hand she led Nancy out of the room down the hallway and out of sight into a bedroom.

We talked among ourselves in excited anticipation of what Pamela was doing with Nancy.  Becky was absolutely glowing with excitement while we waited for the transformation to occur.


CHAPTER 16.  Maid Nancy

Pamela stayed with Nancy in the bedroom for quite a while.  I have no idea what she said or did with the sissy girl during that period.  We didn’t hear any sounds coming from the room so we didn’t have any clues.  I thought that perhaps she needed the time to gently persuade Nancy that she was in charge and that Nancy would have to follow her orders.

Whatever was said or done behind closed doors when Pamela finally emerged from the bedroom a timid Nancy followed closely behind her.  Perhaps Nancy was bashful because Pamela had dressed her in a black maid uniform complete with white trim, white cap and matching white apron. 

The transformation was simply unbelievable.  Nancy had a feminine blonde wig and was fully made up like an adorable female servant.  Pamela had skillfully transformed her face with a combination of cosmetics that brought out her eyes with mascara, highlighted her cheeks with blush and made her lips fuller with glossy lipstick.  She appeared exactly the way that most women present themselves.  Not only that but she even wore ladies shoes with a generous heel to give her that complete feminine presentation.

Pamela made Nancy stand before the three of us so that we could fully appreciate the transformation that had taken place.  We could barely contain our mocking laughter at the vision of female servitude that Nancy presented.

We couldn’t help ourselves.  Pamela had stripped the male of any dignity that he may have possessed and left him posed like a helpless maid who was totally at our disposal.  Robbed of her self-esteem Nancy could only stand there red-faced and shamefully become the object of our amusement.

Pamela took the opportunity to rub in the embarrassment that we bestowed on our conquest by inviting us to snap photos of the complete humiliation with our cell phones.  Naturally we all took several shots of the timid maid.  I immediately wished that I had done the same with my Camille so that I could always remember that first time she had been feminized.

Once the moment had been sufficiently immortalized Pamela continued to heap on the act of domination.

“Nancy dear, we could use wine and snacks.  Serve us at once.”

I could almost hear Nancy’s response.  “But that’s women’s work.”  But she had been brought to heel by Pamela and she instinctively knew better than to attempt a rebellion.  How could she even consider it dressed the way that she was?

It was so sweet!  Perhaps grateful to escape the mocking gaze of our group, Nancy immediately proceeded to the kitchen to fulfill Pamela’s order.

While Pamela sat triumphantly the three of us burst into laughter and then we praised Pamela for her successful transformation.  It was clear to us that Becky’s husband was extremely submissive to women and would be of no further trouble to Becky.

While we sipped our wine and nibbled our sandwiches Pamela trained the new maid right before our eyes.  First came the mandatory curtsy after each order was issued.  Then she was instructed on the proper way to address superior women.  Pamela became Miss Sinclair while Selena became Miss Wagoner.  I became Miss Farrow and of course Becky became Miss Fairchild.

It was so sweet and so easily accomplished that I was left to wonder why Becky hadn’t previously done it herself.

We were in no hurry to cut the day short.  Pamela put Nancy to work with various household chores.  She even had the maid down on her hands and knees washing the kitchen floor.  At one point Pamela kept her busy scrubbing the bathroom tub and the toilet.  Not only did Becky have Nancy serving our drinks she also had her fetch her slippers for her.  It was all adorable entertainment!

By nightfall Nancy had even served us dinner.  All the while we casually talked together about how wonderful it was to have a sissy maid engaged in domestic work so that we could pursue our other interests.

When we were ready to leave Pamela called Nancy over and had her stand at attention in front of us.  Then Pamela spoke in a firm no nonsense voice.

“Let me explain one more rule for you maid Nancy.  You must understand that Miss Fairchild is in charge in this household and that you must obey her without question.  From this point on you will always work in your maid uniform like a sissy maid should.

You need to comprehend that if you don’t behave Miss Fairchild will invite all of us over and we will each take you over our knee and paddle your bottom like you are an errant little schoolgirl.  So unless you crave such humiliation you may want to be an obedient little sissy girl.  We will repeat the process as often as necessary to adjust your attitude.  Do you get the picture?”

Nancy seemed frightened at the description.  She quickly shook her head in complete understanding.  Pamela wasn’t satisfied.

“Is that how you respond to the instructions of a superior woman?  Perhaps you need an attitude adjustment already!”

Realizing her mistake Nancy quickly corrected herself.

“Yes Miss Sinclair, I fully understand.”

She bobbed a curtsy just like she had been taught.

Pamela smiled.

“That’s much better dear.  Remember a good maid must always show proper respect for superior women.  You learn quickly.  Very good honey.  I think that you’ll make a fine sissy maid for Miss Fairchild.”

With that we left Becky with her new sissy maid.


CHAPTER 17.  Buxom Celeste

We had always thought that Nancy would be an easy transformation.  But for our next project we were fairly certain that Selena’s sissy maid Celeste would be a far greater challenge.  Celeste was more of a typical egotistical male.  With little respect for women and with a mischievous habit of leering at attractive women at every opportunity Celeste would most certainly be an unwilling submissive.

Pamela was up to the challenge though with a well thought out plan that we couldn’t wait to implement.  Clearly she had engaged in this sort of accomplishment before.

I was excited too because I was an important part of the plan.  Early on a Saturday Selena left Celeste alone and while the three other ladies waited inconspicuously in the car I knocked on the front door to begin the transformation of Celeste.

For this situation we had all dressed differently.  While we dressed to excite Nancy we dressed to subjugate Celeste.  Wearing only a sheer skintight black nylon catsuit that made little effort to hide anything and sporting a pair of mid heel black leather boots I certainly felt that I was ready for a sexual conquest.

This time both Pamela and I were each carrying a briefcase that was needed in order to pull off our plan.  When Celeste opened the front door I immediately sprang into action playing the role that I had been given.

“Hi, I’m Selena’s friend Lisa.  Is she at home?”

Just like we expected Celeste gave me a hungry smile and a long ravenous look before responding.  Selena was right—her husband was far too interested in other women!

“Why no, she stepped out.  May I invite you in?”

That was all I needed.  I dropped my briefcase inside the doorway.  Then I stepped forward and placing my hands on his shoulders I pushed him backwards while I walked towards my unsuspecting quarry.  While he backed up I found his mouth with my tongue and gave him a deep French kiss.

I have to say that I enjoyed playing the aggressive bitch.  I had the feeling that his eyes had written checks that his body was unprepared to cash but it was of no matter to me.  It took little effort on my part to lead him to the bedroom so that our little game could play out.

The enormous sexual ego of the male is certainly primed to play the role of the dupe.  I’m sure that it never occurred to Celeste that he was anything other than a tempting idol that any woman would be unable to resist.  I say that because after I retrieved my briefcase it took virtually no effort for me to use the contents to tie him spread-eagled to the bed.

Clearly he thought that I was partaking in a game designed to enhance his sexual pleasure.  Of course that was not at all what I had in mind.

Once he was helplessly secured I took my time lazily using sheers to cut off his clothing and strip him naked.  It was only after I positioned a pillow beneath his buttocks that propped up his eager genitalia in a most lewd position that Pamela, Selena and Becky entered the room.  Selena pretended to be the surprised wife totally shocked and completely horrified at the libidinous scene.

“What is going on here?  I just knew that you were having sex with other women!  How dare you!”

His eager dickie immediately shrunk to a tiny nubbin while he tried desperately to explain.

“It wasn’t my fault!  She tried to rape me!”

Selena turned her attention to me.

“Is that true?”

I smiled at my cue.  I remembered my lines precisely.

“Of course not!  He seduced me and threatened me if I didn’t have sex with him.  This little S and M scene was all his idea.  I feared for my life if I didn’t cooperate!”

The shock on his face was priceless.

“That’s not what happened!”

Selena smiled.

“Are you calling my good friend a liar?”

His mouth gaped open but no words came out.  He must have realized that he was in trouble regardless of what position that he took.

Pamela calmly placed her briefcase on the dresser and opened it up.  Then she held up a leather dildo gag.  It was more than just a modest silencer.  The large rubber phallus would certainly penetrate his mouth far deeper than my French kiss had.  It was quite capable of rendering him unable to make an intelligible sound.

“Clearly we can’t trust your husband Selena.  I for one am not at all interested in hearing any more lies.”

With that she stepped over to the bed and put the dildo gag to his lips.  When he opened his mouth to protest she shoved the massive phallus all the way in and then secured it in place by tightening a strap behind his head.  He attempted to speak but all we could hear was muted sounds that we couldn’t comprehend.

With Celeste put silently in her place Pamela took charge.  She began with a lecture for our subdued prey.

“Selena tells me that you have a wandering eye for women.  Clearly you can’t be trusted to keep your little overzealous dickie in your pants so we’re going to teach you exactly who is in charge of it.  Becky please bring us a bowl of ice water and a wash cloth.  Serena bring the girl back to attention.”

Becky left the room while Serena teased his little prick until it became fully erect.  When Becky returned with a mixing bowl filled with ice and water she dipped the washcloth in and then wrung it out.  After that Pamela continued.

“Your puny little wankie is going to perform for us.  Down!”

With that command Becky took the washcloth and placed it atop the throbbing pole then carefully wrapped it at the base of the rod.  His cock immediately obeyed, shrinking back down to a helpless nub.  Pamela smiled.

“Up!”

Becky removed the washcloth and Selena stroked his penis until it obediently became erect.”

“Down!”

Becky applied the washcloth again.

The willing genitalia continued to obey her commands just like a well-trained circus performer. While Celeste moaned beneath her gag in unfulfilled ecstasy Pamela barked commands like an experienced drill sergeant.

“Up, down!  Erect, flaccid!  Up, down!  Erect flaccid!”

We watched in amusement while Celeste tried desperately to hump the air while moaning helplessly for release behind the penis gag.

Pamela enjoyed the show.

“My, my, Celeste honey.  You’re going to have the worst case of blue balls ever!”

There was mocking laughter.

“Up, down! Erect, flaccid!  Up, down!  Erect flaccid!”

We continued to giggle at the predicament that our subordinate in.  Without doubt the sissy was well teased, but totally denied.  Celeste was like a horny chimpanzee in heat but unable to do a thing about it.  Pamela continued relentlessly until Celeste was reduced to making a helpless whimper with each command that her penis dutifully obeyed.

Pamela stopped well short of any possible satisfying ejaculation.  Becky used the ice cold washcloth to prepare the well-worked genitalia for the next step.

Pamela went back to her briefcase and took out a wicked looking metal belt contraption that had a plastic tube and chains attached to it.  Within a few minutes Celeste was the proud recipient of a male chastity belt that held her penis down and completely unable to become erect again without causing substantial pain.  The garment was secured in place with a steel belt that locked behind the waist and with two chains that went around the legs from the plastic tube back to the steel belt.

I helped Becky and Selena release Celeste from her spread eagle position and then we had her stand up in front of Pamela.  The sissy was somewhat dazed from her ordeal but she managed to hold herself up in front of the dominating woman.

With her dildo gag in place and with her cock restrained by the belt Celeste was hardly an imposing figure.  Her buttocks were totally accessible and Serena couldn’t help but give them a cute little pinch.  Pamela continued to pronounce sentence.

“You have two choices Celeste.”

The sissy girl looked puzzled.

“Oh I almost forgot.  Since you are such a sissy girl I want you to understand that Serena has renamed you Celeste and that we will call you that from now on.  Since I have your undivided attention I’m going to give you a chance to decide your own fate for yourself.  You may leave here right this minute and Serena will divorce you.  Or you may submit to her will and become her sissy maid.

Should you decide to leave we will immediately put you out the front door dressed exactly like you are.  You should know that if you decide to stay we will each take you in turn over our knee and paddle you like an errant child.  That should teach you the consequences of ogling women.  Then we will dress you up in a maid uniform so that you look like a household servant and then we will put you to work doing domestic chores.”

She turned her back to Celeste and took a wooden paddle from her briefcase.  She placed it on the bed and then stood in front of Celeste again.

“You have ten seconds to decide your fate.  If you want to stay then I suggest you present the paddle to me so that your punishment can begin.”

Pamela began to slowly count to ten.


CHAPTER 18.  A Paddling

I have to admit that I expected more resistance from Celeste.  Of the two husbands Celeste had been the most domineering.  I thought that she might resist female authority but instead she became the most submissive.  Perhaps it was the shiny new chastity belt she was wearing or maybe it was the fear of being put outside wearing only an embarrassing device that screamed servitude.  For whatever the reason before Pamela counted to five Celeste reached for the paddle and quickly presented it to her.

For a woman paddling a male on his bare behind is a seldom experienced pleasure.  Before that day I had not only never paddled an adult male I had never even seen an adult male paddled.  So it was indeed a special indulgence to experience both delights at the same time.

We led Celeste into the kitchen and Pamela sat down in a wooden kitchen chair.  With the dildo gag still in place the sissy girl willingly prostrated herself over Pamela’s knees while we gleefully watched her humiliation.

One thing for sure, Pamela was not shy about dispensing a good sound spanking.  Clearly she was experienced and more than willing to punish an ill-disciplined bottom.  Her first whack landed with a loud crack that caused Celeste to buck and the three of us to laugh in amusement of her embarrassing plight.

For Pamela that was just a warmup blow.  She continued to assault the errant bottom while we watched in amazement of how she was expertly turning a haughty husband into an obedient submissive sissy girl with each stroke.

Each smack of the paddle seemed to be placed with great thought.  The buttocks of the sissy girl became an even rosy red since no two applications of the paddle were made in the same location.  The result was a uniformly applied crimson that couldn’t have been applied any better had she used blush and a brush from her makeup kit.

By the end of the assault with each load smack Celeste was kicking her feet and making pleading noises behind her gag.  The only break she received was the few moments between when Pamela’s arm became tired and when Celeste was repositioned over Becky’s knees.

Naturally Pamela was better at applying the paddle than the novice disciplinarian.  It hardly mattered.  Celeste’s bottom was so tender from Pamela’s assault that even the lighter taps from Becky caused the sissy girl to squirm and kick her legs.

Eventually I joined in on the fun.  I wasn’t tentative like Becky had been—I swung away at Celeste’s upturned derriere with reckless abandon.  There was something about those cheeks that beckoned me for my very best effort.

Still, I was outdone when I handed the paddle over to Serena.  Clearly she was taking out years of frustration on Celeste.  She showed no mercy whatsoever.

Serena mercilessly smacked away while at the same time she lectured Celeste about eyeing other women.  After receiving such a sound paddling I couldn’t imagine that Celeste would ever even think about looking at another woman ever again.

When Serena finished with the sissy girl Celeste was sent to the corner to stand like a humiliated little girl.  Pamela added to her humiliation by having her stand slightly bent over with her buttocks sticking out so that her shame would be more prominent.  But her comeuppance was just beginning.


CHAPTER 19.  Celeste The Maid

We took a break from the festivities to let the circumstances sink in for Celeste.  In a short time Celeste had gone from a husband disrespectful of women to a contrite sissy completely submissive to women.  We chatted away in the kitchen while Celeste stood meekly in the corner awaiting her fate.  Her rosy red buttocks were a testament to her total surrender to our female willpower.

The best part was yet to come.  Over an hour later Pamela announced that we were ready for the grand finale.  Like Daisy, Nancy and Camille before her, Celeste was fated to become a sissy maid complete with her own feminine uniform.

We all felt that since Celeste was such an admirer of female breasts that she should be endowed with extra-large breasts of her own.  That’s why when Pamela put her into her foundation garments Celeste found herself wearing a size EE full-figured bra proportionately padded out with large breast forms.

Pamela beamed at the substantial bustline that Celeste was given.

“Guys are all sexually driven by sight.  Those lovely breasts will draw attention wherever Celeste goes.  Plus she can enjoy them herself whenever she sees herself in a mirror.”

Pamela had thought ahead when she picked out the breast forms.  Perhaps realizing that large breasts would look out of place without a large booty to go with them she also brought along a well-padded buttocks garment that Celeste wiggled into over a pair of lady’s panties.

Once Celeste put her garter belt and stockings on she took on quite a feminine appearance.  When Pamela removed her gag the sissy didn’t dare say a word.  She simply lowered her eyes in deference to the transformation that was taking place.  If there was any question about her new sexual identity a shoulder length auburn wig that Pamela put her in removed any doubt that may have been left.

Selena was somewhat enamored with the maid uniform that Pamela had brought just for Celeste.  It was a simple servant’s uniform not unlike those you typically find on hotel maids.  The name Celeste was stitched above one breast so that there was no doubt who would be wearing it.  Celeste was busy stepping into the uniform while Selena questioned Pamela.

“I’m curious Pamela.  How did you hit on the idea of putting sissy girls in a maid uniform?”

Pamela smiled at her question.

“The uniform is an important part of imposing female superiority over your male.  What did you think the first time you saw my Daisy dressed in her uniform?”

“That you were extremely lucky to have your own maid servant!”

“Precisely.  The uniform says more about the person wearing it than anything else possibly could.  When we see a uniform we don’t notice the person so much.  Instead we see the position that the uniform conveys to us.  When we see a police uniform we respect the officer.  We know the uniformed pilot will fly the plane and we are sure that the stewardess will serve us.

Then there is the maid.  She is typically a demure girl completely willing to be of service.  For a maid there is no job beneath her dignity to perform because she is there for all jobs.

Nothing says bottom of the social ladder more than a maid uniform.  Her social status can’t possibly get any lower than it already is and she certainly can’t go up the social ladder either.  The maid performs menial tasks and is not to be taken seriously in other matters.  Even at an all-female party a female maid is not expected to partake like the other ladies.  Even though she too is a woman she is less than them by definition and she only exists at such an event to serve.”

Celeste’s new uniform buttoned up in the back and Serena was helping her out by buttoning it up for her while Pamela continued.

“Wearing a uniform denotes agreement to conform to certain rules and standards.  A sissy girl in a maid uniform shows us how serious she is about servitude and how much she wants to do her household chores properly.  A male put into a maid uniform by a woman is submitting to her authority in a way that couldn’t be accomplished with any other method.

Once she is in the uniform the sissy maid can’t deny her position even to household guests.  It is a psychological ploy that I use to put women totally in charge in their own household and I might add that it is quite effective.”

Serena had Celeste step into a pair of black patent leather heels.  Then Serena pulled the matching apron around the sissy girl’s waist.  She gave the apron strings a tight tug for emphasis before tying a big fancy bow.  Pamela nodded her approval.

“Should a sissy maid decide to complain about her position we really can’t take her very seriously.  I mean look at her!”

She pointed at Celeste for emphasis.

“We can only laugh at any feeble effort she might make to regain a morsel of her lost dignity.  A mere maid can’t expect the lady of the house to be concerned about a complaint that comes from her maid can she?”

Serena put the matching headpiece on Celeste to complete the process of turning her husband into a sissy maid.  Pamela motioned Celeste over to her and took out a makeup kit.  She gently brushed cosmetics on the sissy girl while she spoke.

“It is important for the sissy maid to look authentic.  This sort of activity might be considered kinky by others who haven’t given it a try.  We wouldn’t want ourselves to be embarrassed if someone not understanding should find out that we turned our husband or boyfriend into our maid, would we?  So an authentic fully transformed look is important for our benefit.  Besides, a sharp looking maid conveys a genuine interest in serving her Mistress while a slovenly maid certainly does not.”

She carefully touched Celeste’s lips with a shade of pink lipstick.  Then came the obligatory blast of perfume to give her that captivating feminine fragrance.  The scent wasn’t like the quality perfume that Pamela wore, it was more of a cheap fruity fragrance that little girls often wear.  You know, the kind that lingers too long after they leave the room.

When the mist settled Pamela beamed at the job that she had done.  She carefully looked the girl over like she might view a prestigious work of art. Her finished product—Celeste the maid—could no longer be mistaken for anything other than a true simple female maid servant. 

“Celeste honey, curtsy for us.  I want to be sure that you know how.”

Celeste gave her a strange look and then dipped a rather awkward curtsy.  The ladies shrieked with laughter at what had become of Serena’s husband.

“You’ll need to work on that dear.  Selena, take Celeste to a full length mirror so that she can see for herself what she has become.  Then bring her back here so that I can explain all the rules to her before we send her off to do her chores.”

With a big smile on her face Selena led the maid towards the full length mirror that was in the hallway just outside her bedroom.  Pamela watched the maid follow her Mistress.  She looked over at Becky and me.

“Outstanding, don’t you think?” 


CHAPTER 20.  Results

When we met at a diner a few weeks later Selena was bragging about what a sweet maid that Celeste had become.  The more the discussion continued the more obvious it became that we had done something special with Celeste that we had not accomplished with Nancy or for that matter achieved with Camille.

Pamela helped us understand what was going on with Celeste.

“A sissy maid’s level of arousal will dictate her desire to be of service.  Remember that we put Celeste into a chastity belt and then we endowed her with the female attribute that she values the most—her EE breasts.  It’s been weeks since Celeste has had sexual gratification so her desire to serve her Mistress has continued to increase.

So her arousal level must be much higher than it is for Nancy or Camille.  Those girls may even be sneaking gratification by masturbating in private so they aren’t sexually charged like Celeste.”

It made good sense.  The solution was obvious and Becky was the first to suggest it.

“So we should put the other sissy girls in chastity belts too?”

Pamela nodded.

“In order to achieve the same level of servitude that would be the best and easiest way to do it.  Then find the female attribute they value the most and make sure to emphasize it on them so they are constantly surrounded with a visual reminder of sex.”

I did have a question.

“But Daisy isn’t in a chastity belt and she has exemplary behavior.  Why is that?”

“Initially Daisy was restrained too.  She needed to be taught how to put my needs before her needs.  After a while she learned how to withhold her own pleasure even without the chastity belt.

So you see Daisy has conditioned herself over time to become a good sissy maid.  The others are just starting out with their new role.  Plus they were forced to become maids while Daisy had her own inner desire to submit so teaching her was easier.  She is sufficiently aroused just wearing the clothing to be of service.  Of course I forbid her to masturbate herself unless she is in my presence and naturally she obeys me.  She realizes that there are severe consequences for breaking the rules.”

So after that meeting all of the new sissy girls were fitted with chastity belts of their own.  We scheduled our next meeting of the Sissy Maid Wives Club at Becky’s so that we could observe firsthand the results of our efforts.

Nancy served us while we chatted together.  It was clear that Nancy had improved her level of servitude.  She was far more attentive than she had been before her chastity belt and she was quick to respond to every order that was issued to her.  We attributed her improvement to her new chastity belt.

It was at that meeting that we made decisions regarding both our maids and the future of the Sissy Maid Wives Club.  Becky shared that Nancy always adored women with well-made up eyes so she would be especially trained to make up her own eyes.  After that meeting whenever I saw Nancy she had beautiful sultry bedroom eyes that were enhanced with extra-long lashes, heavy mascara and of course various hues of eyeshadow that brought her eyes to the forefront.

Camille had always been enamored with lady’s legs so I had her maid dresses shortened and I put her in six inch heels.  The combination gave her legs that any woman would be proud of.

More importantly than tailoring the look of our sissy maids to their fetish fixations we decided that our club would meet every Saturday.  We agreed to rotate the location of the meeting so that we could observe each other’s sissy maid.  That way we could make suggestions on how to improve service for other members.

That led us to develop the report card.  We issued grades every week for the sissy maid so that she could improve her level of service.  Maids were rated on sincerity, general appearance, deportment and special touches.

The special touch generally referred to what kind of snacks and desserts were served by the maid during our meeting.  Tempting morsels received high marks while less appetizing offerings did not.  The other categories all referred to the ability of the maid to look and act like a true female maid.

We decided that a prize should be in order for maids with good grades.  It was Serena that came up with the idea and her thoughts are what helped to turn our sissy girls into devout domestic servants.

Maids with passing grades would be given the option of going out shopping dressed in an outfit of our selection.  Maids without good grades would not be given the option.

If a maid completed a group shopping trip with us they would then be allowed to masturbate themselves.  Before you think that was too rich of a reward you may want to know the terms of their gratification.

When we got back home masturbating worthy girls had to kneel in front of our group and jerk themselves off right in front of us.  It was always an amusing end to a fun day of shopping to be sure!

With the rules in place the sissy maids eagerly improved their feminine skills.  Legs were shaved, bodies were always perfumed, new dishes were routinely served and they generally tried to pleasure us in every way possible.  Failure to do so meant weeks without a blissful climax and they knew it!


CHAPTER 21.  A Trip To The Mall

Even though it was a surprise we should have known that Celeste would be the first maid to earn a shopping trip with us.  Perhaps it was because she was in chastity the longest but for whatever reason Celeste had become a model sissy maid.

I can’t even begin to say how much fun it was to transform Celeste for her trip to the mall.  We decided with a giggle that instead of wearing her maid uniform we would give her a slutty bimbo look so that she could experience what it was like to be ogled by other guys.  We didn’t want to draw attention away from her so while Celeste was going to go shopping with us dressed like a trashy slut we were going to the mall in our comfy jeans and tank tops.

We spent several hours getting her ready for her mall debut.  Both Selena and Becky worked magic on her with makeup— concealer under layers of liquid foundation, powder, bronzer and blush will do that for any girl.  We also gave Celeste stunning bedroom eyes framed with extra-long lashes and heavy mascara that left no doubt about her sultry intentions.

Pamela provided her with a new wig.  Nothing could possibly be more attention grabbing than the cascading blonde curls that came all the way down to her breasts that Pamela put her in.

We decided that Celeste was sufficiently padded out in all of the right places.  Our only discussion was centered on how to display her attributes.  Becky wanted her to wear a short sweater dress while Pamela thought a tight spandex maxi would bring out her curvy features the best.

Personally I’ve always been partial to bodycon dresses so I added my preference to the discussion.  In the end Serena made the decision and after Celeste was squeezed into a waist slimming Spanx bodysuit that held her extensive padding perfectly in place she found herself modeling a short flashy pink sweater dress.

The dress flaunted her every curve and was sure to be a big hit at the mall.  Serena added pink hooker platform heels to the look to showcase her legs.  With her mid-thigh dress there was certainly plenty of leg to showcase!  Just to be sure that Celeste drew maximum attention Becky added cheap bangle bracelets, faux diamond rings, a pearl necklace and gaudy clip-on hoop earrings that dangled almost to her shoulders.

The final cosmetic touch was a fresh coat of glistening pink lipstick that coordinated with her outfit.  Her desirable lips literally begged for kisses and promised even far more than that.  After Pamela drenched her in perfume and gave her a tiny little pink purse to carry our little harlot was ready for action.

If ever a girl looked like a painted lady Celeste was that girl.  A girl dressed like our tart could easily be arrested for solicitation if she was found lingering by herself in the wrong place.  It was difficult to tell if Celeste was excited by what we had done to her or if it was the thought of her chastity belt coming off that turned up the heat for her.  Regardless her face was flushed with arousal when we put her in the car for the trip to her mall unveiling.

Guys started hitting on Celeste right in the parking lot while we laughed at the irony of it.  She was so visibly self-conscience with her appearance that we had clearly achieved our objective.  Everywhere we went in the mall guys leered with pleasure while gals stared in disapproval at the slutty girl with the big boobs and the ample booty who was strutting her stuff.

We were enjoying every moment.  We leisurely strolled through the mall taking our dear old sweet time so that everyone could take a good long look at our sissy girl.  I doubt that we could have humiliated Celeste any more than we did that day.

We stopped at the perfume counter and tried out several of the latest scents.  Then we stopped for lunch where the waiter tripped over himself serving us.  He couldn’t take his eyes off of Celeste—it was downright hysterical!


CHAPTER 22.  Masturbation

When we finally brought Celeste home she was shaking with anticipation.  Clearly her complete public humiliation hadn’t dampened her enthusiasm for the further humiliation of masturbating herself right in front of us.

Pamela had carefully thought out the dose of degradation that Celeste was to receive.  She was to masturbate herself while still appearing like a harlot in her little pink outfit.  With the four of us sitting and giggling in front of her, Celeste fell to her knees and then Pamela had her lower her pantyhose and panties.  We could see her little dickie straining for release inside the confining tube.

Then Pamela had her plead for her release.

“I will let you come for us but only if you promise to be a good sissy maid.”

“I promise!”

“Is that how you speak to me?”

“I’m so sorry Miss Sinclair.  Yes I promise to be a good sissy maid Miss Sinclair!”

“I’m so happy that you are being cooperative.  I’m sure that Miss Wagoner has had more than enough ogling from vulgar males.  I doubt that she would stand for any more!

Now it’s your turn to be on display.  How does it feel honey?  It’s a good thing that you aren’t very masculine anymore isn’t it?  What would all those boys at the mall say if they knew the truth about you?

You make quite a lovely sissy girl Celeste.  I’d say you are far more our bitch than anything else aren’t you?”

She answered meekly.

“Yes Miss Sinclair.”

“Just look at you.  With that outfit and those breasts you could hardly be mistaken for anything other than a pretty girl.  Why, I’ll bet you even think of that useless sex organ of yours to be a clit.  I think that we’ll refer to your genitals to be your clit from this point forward.  After all it is worthless to us and it is worthless to you too.  I must say it is a useless little cunt at that—secured the way it is in that chastity belt for safe keeping.”

The sissy girl squirmed at the description of her situation.

“Yes Miss Sinclair.”  

“It’s a good thing because what Miss Wagoner really needs is a female maid to do her housekeeping and to provide her with pleasure whenever she is in the mood.  You aren’t perfect for the job but with further training you might make an acceptable sissy maid.  Would you like that?”

“Oh yes Miss Sinclair, very much!”

“I thought so.  Very well.”

She turned to Serena.

“Let’s give our sissy girl a look at what she can’t have.  Please remove your top.”

With a grin on her face Serena pulled her top off giving Celeste a view of her lacy bra.  Celeste riveted her eyes to the garment, perhaps in hope of seeing far more.  She was to be denied.

Pamela leisurely continued her taunting.

“Keep your eyes fixated on Miss Wagoner honey.  If you divert your eyes we will stop everything.  Aren’t those the prettiest breasts that you’ve ever seen?  A sissy girl like you can only see Miss Wagoner’s adorable breasts but she can’t touch them.  Remember, you may look but don’t touch!  It is such a shame isn’t it?  She has such lovely breasts!  But that would not be very sissy maid like would it?”

Her lips quivered with arousal when she answered.

“No Miss Sinclair.”

“You may never touch Miss Wagoner again in any sexual manner without her permission.  Do you understand me?”

“Yes Miss Sinclair.”

The feminine eyes of the sissy girl were fully engrossed with Serena’s breasts.  Serena beamed with satisfaction at the attention that she was receiving.  She knew that the sissy girl had an overpowering fetish for female breasts and for once Celeste was more interested in her figure rather than in that of other women.

“Do you promise to be an obedient little sissy girl for us?”

“Yes I promise Miss Sinclair!”

“Do you promise to perform housekeeping chores like a female maid would perform them to the best of your ability?”

“Yes I promise Miss Sinclair!”

“I believe you, but there will be consequences if you aren’t telling the truth.  You seem to be such a horny girl.  Perhaps you find all of this to be exciting.  I suppose that it is time for your reward.  Will you masturbate yourself for the amusement of Miss Wagoner and her friends?”

We hardly needed to hear a response.  Her clit was straining inside the chastity tube in desperate need of immediate release.

“Yes Miss Sinclair!”

“Say please.”

“Please may I come for Miss Wagoner and her friends Miss Sinclair?”

“Say pretty please.”

“Pretty please Miss Sinclair!”

“Very well.”

With that Pamela casually took a key and a small glass cup out of her purse.  She gave the glass to Celeste with instructions to deposit her naughty burst of excitement in it.  Then she unlocked the belt and carefully pulled the excited clit from the tube before she sat back down to watch the sissy girl humiliate herself for our amusement.

Celeste couldn’t contain her enthusiasm for masturbation.  Even while we laughed hysterically at her lewd display she writhed in ecstasy while she pumped her gorged clit until with a lusty moan she finally spurted its load out into the glass.

While she gasped for breath Pamela easily put the chastity belt back in place over the limp clit.  Then she clicked the belt closed to hold the tube in place.  Celeste was enjoying her euphoria so much so that she didn’t seem to grasp what had happened.  She didn’t even have the chance to think about avoiding further entrapment until it was too late for her.

When she finally came back to her senses she seemed to realize how much she had humiliated herself.  With her face flushed crimson red she bowed her head lowered her eyes.  At first she couldn’t look at us after her fervent display of raw sex.  When she noticed that her chastity tube was back in place she looked longingly at Serena for her sympathy.  Serena was definitely amused but hardly in the mood for compassion.  Then we watched with delight while Pamela ordered the sissy girl to drink the contents of the glass and lick it dry.

Perhaps she realized that with the chastity belt in place she had no choice but to obey.  So she slowly licked the warm fluid from the glass and continued to do so until it was empty and Pamela was satisfied with her performance.  Then Pamela had her clean her lipstick off the glass with a tissue so that it would be ready for the next time.  When she finished the four of us applauded her performance while she pulled her panties and pantyhose back up into place. Then Pamela had the sissy girl touch up her lipstick. 

Like it or not Celeste had intimately played with herself for our amusement.  The male usually carefully guards such sexual subjugation to women but Celeste had been unable to do so.  While I couldn’t even imagine a virile man on his knees masturbating himself in front of me I was able to comprehend why an adoring sissy girl would.

Until that day I had never envisioned a husband to be a sex object.  Guardian and provider yes, but sex object no.  Men traditionally don’t allow that.  Women are often referred to as sex objects but never a guy.  But I realized that our husbands had been changed.  Now they were our sex objects to be toyed with and played with for our needs and for our amusement.  It was a delightful transfer of power that I found to be blissfully erotic.

That evening we put Celeste back into her maid uniform.  Then she served us wine while we recounted the events of the day.  I have to admit that the whole sequence of events had been intoxicating.  There was something about watching the sissy girl writhe helplessly in uncontrolled ecstasy at what we had done to her that was deeply exhilarating.  We all agreed that putting Celeste through her paces had been entertaining.  By the time the party broke up we had agreed to meet at Becky’s the following weekend to play with Nancy.

Even then I couldn’t wait until it was my turn to have similar fun with my Camille.  It had been quite an experience seeing Celeste beg us for sexual relief and I wanted to witness Camille doing the same.  I have to admit that all of the maids looked so delightfully helpless locked up in their chastity belts that we couldn’t help ourselves—we all wanted to play more games with them.


CHAPTER 23.  Annual Meeting

Truthfully it was Serena’s idea.  She thought that it would be fun to get the club together with all of the sissy maids present just to see them humiliated in a group setting.  After all, it is one thing for a wife to humiliate her sissy maid in front of her girlfriends but quite another thing for the sissy maids to see that they aren’t the only sissy girls that have been transformed.

So Serena hit on the idea of having an outdoor barbecue at her place.  It was the perfect setting because she lived in a home with a large yard that was surrounded by just a few trees.

Her yard is certainly not by any means totally private.  The neighbors on both sides and behind her home could easily observe the party if they were so inclined.  Of course that was the point.

I don’t know about the other maids but I do know that when Camille heard the plan she was somewhat reluctant to go along.  Naturally I would have none of that.

Apparently Camille was concerned about being seen by adjoining neighbors wearing her maid uniform.  I told her not to worry about it because she is very passable and that maids are often seen in public wearing their uniform so nobody would think a thing about it.

That seemed to calm her down enough that she was able to get into the car for her trip to Serena’s for the gathering.

What followed was a get together that became our standard annual event.  Even today I’m not sure if we are being cruel or kind with the affair.  In true Sissy Maid Wives Club fashion Serena had the idea of simply having the maids at the function but not to participate in the party.

In other words, while we enjoyed ourselves at the barbecue party, the maids were required to stand nearby at attention.  They were ordered not to speak or participate in any way.  Instead they became mere objects that were evidence of our true domination.  They were on display for our amusement but they were not to do anything else other than pose in their uniforms and look submissive for us and whoever might notice them.

It was brilliant on Serena’s part.  In the middle of the summer we were all wearing tiny shorts and skimpy tank tops in the heat while the maids wore their much heavier serving dresses.  I’m sure that the ladies that lived nearby envied us for having our own maids and we were more than proud to show them off.

We made a very important point with such humiliation.  Our sissy maids are ours to dominate and they need to obey us all of the time.  Even if that obedience requires them to simply stand nearby waiting for our instructions.

When the party ended we had each of the maids individually curtsy to each of the female guests and thank her for inviting her to the party.

It was only a few days later when I got a call from Serena.  Apparently the woman that lived next door to her complimented her on the lovely party.  She said that the maids were a nice touch that seemed to make the gathering special.  Then she asked her where she hired the pretty maids because she was planning a party and she thought the maids would be charming to have.

Serena had to explain that the maids were on loan to her by some of her friends and that they were not actually available for hire.  We laughed together when she shared that!


CHAPTER 24.  A Dinner Date

It was just a few weeks later when the Sissy Maid Wives Club met at a local restaurant for dinner.  After a couple of drinks we became boisterous and we were probably talking way too loudly for a public setting.  We were sharing stories of how much fun we had been having with our sissy maids—I think Becky was saying something pleasant about never having to do laundry again--when a couple of well-dressed women came over to our table. 

“Excuse us ladies, but we couldn’t help overhearing your conversation.  Have you really turned your husbands into sissy maids?”

All four of us started laughing at the same time.  Finally Pamela spoke.

“Would you ladies care to join us?”

The two women smiled and sat down at our table.


EPILOGUE.  Expectations

When I was a little girl my grandmother gave me a pretty pink apron for my birthday.  While most girls would probably have been delighted to receive a pink apron with dainty lace and colorful flowers, I was not.  Like so many little girls it was the first of numerous gifts I received from Mom and Grandma that were all designed to shape me into a traditional passive young lady.

Their repeated attempts to influence my development didn’t really take hold.  Regardless of their sincere efforts, pink is still not my favorite color and I never had a desire to become a submissive homemaker.

In my case I was always far more comfortable without the frilly garments.  I guess that I was just not made for submission to males.  Black leather is definitely much more suitable to my personality.  It didn’t take long for me to realize that I was always taken seriously when I wore black.  I even wear black panties most of the time!  Girls in flowers have no power but girls in black demand attention.  Especially from boys.

A female dominant relationship is all about respect.  I feel like I should be respected by males and not subjected to the traditional role that women routinely fall into.  I’m not a maid or a servant.  I’m the Queen in my household.

Is there a better way for a male to show respect for a woman than to take on the traditional female role of domestic housekeeper?  I think not!  A male that takes on the role and does so in a pretty maid uniform is not only showing respect he is fully submitting to the will of a superior female.  It is the ultimate expression of love and a charming demonstration of deference to a woman for that uniformed maid to dip a curtsy on command.  I like that image immensely.

I have learned that sexual anticipation is an extremely powerful urge.  After a proper tease and denial session a guy with submissive tendencies will do just about anything for sexual release.  That includes wearing panties and a well-padded bra, wearing a maid uniform and performing that cute curtsy just for me.

Even better, after a prolonged tease and denial session the euphoria of sexual release is so intense that a guy will do just about anything to experience it again.  I just love it when they like it!

He soon realizes that the only way to feel the same euphoria again is to put those feminine clothes back on and submit to my will.  Before he even realizes what is happening bit by bit he develops into the simple feminine housekeeper that he was destined to become—forever stuck in the world of domestic drudgery.  That is how the compulsion to serve begins and that is how a sissy maid is created.

If a male can expect a woman to become a perfect little housewife then a woman should be able to expect the same in return from him.  That’s why having a male in a maid’s uniform performing domestic duties for me certainly seems reasonable to me and is precisely what I demand and expect of submissive males.

Hugs and kisses,
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Lisa Rose Farrow
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