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DEDICATION

To every woman who has ever endured disrespectful behavior from a male in the work place.  Always remember that women are superior and that the place for the male is at your feet.  May you revel in your superiority and delight in training your male to pleasure you.

May all insolent males find themselves in the same position as Preston.


PREFACE.  To My Readers

The world of male submission is a delicious morsel just waiting to be tasted by women of power.  Of course as we know all women are powerful and absolutely superior to males.  Those of us who choose to exercise our superiority will always find ourselves in charge of inferior males eager to do our bidding.  In my writing I explore these relationships from my own personal experiences and from the experiences of my close friends who are gracious enough to share their ventures with me.

I enjoy reading about submissive males as well as listening while other women share their stories.  I hope that you too will enjoy reading about males put in their place.  If this story encourages you to be assertive over your male I consider that a big bonus received for my efforts.

I do believe that the world would be a much better place if every woman had her own sissy maid to lovingly tend to the housekeeping chores as well as to tend to her pleasure.  There is something sinfully decadent about watching a submissive male wait on you hand and foot dressed as a feminized maid.  I like to offer as much encouragement to that end as possible.

Think about it—a world of sissy maids.  Such an arrangement would assure us of the respect that we deserve.  We would be free of mundane domestic chores forever so that we could pursue our own interests.  What a wonderful world that would be!

As you might suspect you could say that I am somewhat of a strict woman.  I don’t put up with arrogant males nor do I have any intention of providing any service for them whatsoever.  Males exist for my pleasure and to provide service to me.  If I can get them to beg me to do so then I’ll do my best to make that happen.  Males who resist simply haven’t been sissified enough yet to see it my way.

In high school I was once told in private by a strict female teacher who I admired that I was a naughty girl who liked to taunt, tease, and humiliate boys.  I won’t say what I did to draw that comment, but I will quote what she said after she made it.

“Lisa, a girl like you will have men swooning at your feet begging to serve and pleasure you.  I do like that in my students--you have potential girl.  Keep up your excellent work.” 

I really wasn’t all that good in history class-- it was so boring.  I suppose that it really didn’t matter though.  Of course I received an A plus for my “Demonstrating excellent leadership skills both in and out of class”.

I must say that there is nothing like a good teacher to mentor you and help you develop to your full potential!

There were many turning points in my life that have led to my ability to deal with male underlings.  The blessing from a teacher was one of the many times that I was encouraged along the way.  Since then I have relished taking what I can from males and have fully enjoyed making them beg to give me what they can.  I really don’t care if they are reticent or if they willingly submit—this is much like the difference between red wine and white wine.  Why decide?  Instead I enjoy it either way.

I have discovered the charming secret relationship between submissive males and maid service and I am not afraid to exploit it in reality and in print.  I would absolutely never think of doing any housework in my home—that is a job reserved for my sissy maid.

Those women who practice these relationships are welcome to learn from my experiences.  Those women who dream of taking charge are invited to read and imagine what life could be like.

Relationships are important.  You should be good friends with your male.  But I also like to think of boys as sex toys.  They are there to provide me pleasure and to amuse me.  I ask you what good is it to have a toy if you can’t play with it?  My mother always said to get good use out of my toys and to keep them looking pretty while I played with them—a practice I still apply today.

There is nothing in this world that makes me feel more womanly than to have a grown male grovel helplessly at my feet in aroused submission.  I find pleasure in knowing that I am so attractive—so desirable—that a male will do anything for me just to please me.

I suppose that there is something about reducing that manliness to an amusing sissified maid servant that I simply can’t resist.  What could possibly be greater proof of my desirability than for me to order a male to dress himself up like a maid—have him do it for me-- and then have him beg to be put into service for me?

Playing with the darlings this way is so much fun that I enjoy not only my own play but hearing about the play of other dominant women.

Sonja Says was related to me by my good friend Sonja Blake and it is written by me as told from her perspective.  I admire her for her initiative and commend her for her solution to a common workplace problem.  You will find that like many women of authority in this account she often refers to her submissive in the feminine—and for good reason.

Ladies are especially welcomed to enjoy and laugh along with me as I share Sonja’s journey.  Even women who don’t think of themselves as authoritative will be able to relate to Sonja.

Those submissive males who find their way here are commanded to imagine that they are kneeling at my feet and groveling before me.  Once they have this image in their mind then they may proceed.  I feel that males seeking titillation in submissive accounts are fertile ground for grooming as future domestic servants.  No doubt they will eventually submit to women who are just like me so anything that I can do to encourage this behavior is fine by me.

By the time males are halfway through this account they should be able to figure out how to dress properly in the presence of an authoritative woman.  Then they should dress that way while they finish reading it.  If they aren’t sure how they should dress, well then they aren’t being attentive enough.

Perhaps those boys who are attentive will someday be lucky enough to find themselves in the same situation as Sonja’s submissive employer Preston.


PROLOGUE.  Sonja Says

I suppose I should have been suspicious of Preston from the start.  When I first met Preston he was starting a small maid service company called “Maid For Service”.  I was Preston’s first hire.  Initially I was assigned to work cleaning homes with another maid--Sandy Whitestone-- but I was soon promoted to secretary when the business grew.  My job then was to stay in the office with Preston as his secretary while the remaining employees worked in the field cleaning homes.

I always considered our clients “well off” but certainly not rich.  Most were just successful working people with more money than time on their hands.  We did the housework for them and they enjoyed more leisure time.

Our maids worked in teams of two, providing service similar to that of the national companies only we were independent and more personal.  We always tried to do whatever it took to make our customers happy.

While there was nothing special about any of that what was strange was the story behind our first client as well as the attention that Preston paid to our attire.  He was simply fanatical regarding our appearance and he micromanaged us from head to toe.

In his opinion this was important because it was the “Image of the company” and he sought to make it consistent.  He said that our clients appreciated the effort even though in most cases our maids were cleaning homes that were empty during the day.

Working for Preston was not easy.  Even though I was the clerical worker in the office I was required to obey the same strict uniform policy as the maids.  I often felt his eyes on my body during the day and occasionally would catch him looking at my legs.  It made me uncomfortable but like many women at work there wasn’t much I could do about it.

All of the girls in the company laughed at the lustful leering we received from Preston.  The joke was that he “Probably wouldn’t know what to do with any one of us even if he had one of us”.  We put up with the unwanted attention.  It was harmless, a bit flattering, and with the wages we were paid it was worth the occasional sideways glance.

We didn’t really fear Preston.  He was small in stature—girlish if you will—so he was hardly any kind of physical threat.  I felt secure knowing that if things ever were to get out of control I could probably overcome him without much effort on my part.  I’m sure the other girls felt the same way since as polite as they were to his face they would often snicker at him when he wasn’t around at his apparent lack of manliness.

They would mimic his squeaky voice and his mannerisms whenever they received any kind of correction.  Of course they always did so behind his back.  Personally I always thought he was kind of cute.  Though he was strict with us somehow I just knew that there was another softer side of him hidden somewhere underneath.

As every gal knows a girl who controls the libido of her boss controls her own destiny.  Have you ever heard of the boss firing his favorite eye-candy?  It simply doesn’t happen so we looked at his attention as a form of job security.  

If anyone was “overhead” in the company it was Preston.  His sole function was to critique the maids and provide estimates to customers.  Since estimates were based on square footage Preston never left his office—he occasionally would answer the phone and provide a quote but the was the extent of the work that he performed.

It was my job to go into the field and ensure quality control.  I also took complaints from clients, provided invoices, and collected payments.

If ever a boss needed to be taught a lesson it was Preston.  Like all women in similar situations I thought that my position in life would never change.  That is, until I found out about the little secret that Preston had hidden from us all.  Paybacks can be a girl’s best friend.


CHAPTER 1.  Mrs. Oxmoor

Our initial customer was a strange woman if ever there was one.  She was a prissy woman named Mrs. Oxmoor.  Financially she was a bit above our typical client—in her case she was somewhat wealthy but not quite enough to hire her own full time maid staff.  She lived by herself in a home way too big for one person.  While our crews tended to work just one day a week in each home in her case her situation was different.  She insisted that we provide service five days a week.

I don’t know how Preston came upon her but somehow he managed to build the entire business around her. As things developed she was so pleased with our service that it was her recommendation to her friends that allowed us to quickly expand and develop the business.  As such we never had to advertise—our service was promoted among the semi-wealthy by word of mouth.

She was an eccentric lady.  It was her odd demands that formed much of the foundation of how we did business.  For instance she always insisted upon the immaculate appearance of our maids which quickly formed the basis of our dress code.  She was partial to voluptuous blonde haired women so we provided exactly that for her.  She thought that a maid should “wear heels and be made up as though for a night on the town” so our maids wore heels and attractive makeup.

The concept was simple.  She paid extremely well and the customer is always right.  She had been the cornerstone of the success of “Maid For Service” so she got whatever she wanted.

While she was relatively young she definitely reeked of old money.  She was definitely old school too—a woman somehow out of time.  Very comfortable around servants she had no trouble commanding us around like indentured servants.  She seemed caught in another era—she would definitely be more at home as the Mistress of a southern plantation back in the early 1800’s.  She was particular about everything and not afraid to insist upon perfection in every way.

We were grateful for weekends off after serving her all week long.  I often doubted that there was another service on earth that would put up with her peculiar demands.  The only reason that we did was that we owed so much of our success to her referrals that we just had to cope.

Everything had to be done just so.  That included dusting, laundry, and even the way meals were arranged on a tray.  She was insistent that everything be done her way and only her way.  It was enough to drive a maid crazy if she let it get to her.

Sandy and I were the maids assigned to her as the initial client.  Right from the start we knew it would be a challenge for two maids to please her simply because it didn’t seem possible for two of us to keep up with her demands.

She gave us a key to her home because she didn’t want to be bothered with letting us in.  So on work days we would let ourselves in and immediately begin to work in the kitchen on breakfast.

She insisted that we serve her breakfast in bed so once breakfast was ready one of us would take the meal on a silver serving tray up to her bedroom where she was waiting to be served.  Then the serving maid was required to stand at attention while she slowly proceeded through the meal.

Upon completing the meal the serving maid was dismissed and ordered to send the other maid in to assist her with her personal needs.  This duty entailed serving as bath attendant, grooming her hair, and then finally dressing her for the day.

Even her lingerie was from a different era.  She wore a strict corset that I would help her into then I would assist with her stockings and her petticoats which were worthy of a southern belle.  I always doubted that she could ever dress herself and often wondered how she managed on weekends when we weren’t there.

The lovely corset, stockings, and petticoats came with a price.  She insisted that they were carefully hand washed then hung outside to dry.  Tedious duty that always seemed to fall upon me to do as Sandy never could be convinced to do it.

Maids assigned to Mrs. Oxmoor quickly learned about Grandma Oxmoor.  I say “maids” because once I was promoted my original partner Sandy Whitestone was left behind to break in an endless string of new employees.  Working for Mrs. Oxmoor was our test for new hires—if they could work for her they could work anywhere for us.  Or else they would quit.  Most of them soon left us.

The turnover was a result of Grandma Oxmoor.  Mrs. Oxmoor had simply adored her Grandmother and she had emulated the woman she admired in every facet of her life.

The problem was that Grandma Oxmoor had lived in a different era—one when servants were treated rather poorly.  She had often bragged to her Granddaughter that when the house servants had disappointed she had “Taken the cane or paddle to them until they had learned their lesson”.

Yes I had been whipped by Mrs. Oxmoor just as had all the maids who had ever worked for her.  Typically my errors would be really quite small.  I might forget to dust a picture or fail to serve tea properly.  No matter to her—an error was an error—to her it was an excuse to teach me a lesson.

She enjoyed the discipline sessions far too much.  She reveled in listing off a litany of errors for even the most careful maid in her employ.  I often thought that she disciplined more for her amusement than for our correction so working for her meant a constant stream of corrective measures administered the old fashioned way.

I was the first to feel her sadistic wrath.  It was my very first day on the job.  Preston had designated me the “senior maid” and I worked together with Sandy trying to please Mrs. Oxmoor.

I was told in advance that she was a customer critical to our success and that I was to please her no matter what the cost.  If I failed in any way I would immediately be fired.  After a long day of housekeeping drudgery she summoned us and we stood at attention in front of her.

Back then we had had no uniform standard.  We stood before her in typical maid uniforms—just a dress that fell below the knee with an apron.  We both wore comfortable shoes that didn’t particularly match the rest of the outfit.

We both had worked particularly hard that day and I was proud of the effort that we had put forth.  We had cleaned up a backlog of a mess that was particularly trying.  I was certain that she had called us together to praise us for our effort in straightening out her home.

“Which of the two of you is in charge here?”  She asked while looking us up and down.

I proudly responded, “I am, I’m in charge of the crew”.

Now she looked just at me.

“You do realize why I called you here?  Are you responsible for all of this?”

Again expecting praise I replied, “Oh yes, I’m in charge.”

“Very well dear.  I won’t go on about all the things that have gone wrong today.  You obviously don’t know what you are doing.  Look at you.  Neither one of you even looks like a good domestic servant.  You shall have to be taught a lesson.”

With that she turned to Sandy.

“You dear are now in charge and I will expect you to do much better than this in the future.”

She turned back to me and pointed to a loveseat in her sitting room.

“I want you stand behind the loveseat right now.”

Somewhat puzzled I moved over as instructed.  It was facing the fireplace near the center of the sitting room so it was easy to stand behind it.  She walked up behind me while instructing Sandy to get her cell phone for her.

“Bend over the back of the seat dear.”

Now it sounded like an order.  I did as I was told even though I was puzzled--somehow thinking that she wanted me to observe some unclean corner of the furniture.

Sandy arrived back with the phone and I heard a giggle as she observed my position.  Now Mrs. Oxmoor became finicky.

“Forward a bit more dear.  Up on your toes a bit; there now hold yourself just like that.  Don’t you dare move.”

Now I had positioned myself bent over the sofa on my tip-toes.  I no longer thought the position silly--now it was uncomfortable.

“Supervisor Sandy,” she stressed the word “supervisor”, “Raise this girl’s dress.  I need to give her a dose of correction that she will never forget.”

Not fully understanding Sandy took the hem of my dress in her hand and lifted just a bit.

“Do you have to be taught everything?  How can I discipline her bottom like that?”  Her threatening tone was enough to get anyone to obey.

We both realized at the same time what was about to happen.  Sandy quickly lifted my dress above my waist.

I couldn’t think quickly enough.  Confused for a moment I said nothing until Mrs. Oxmoor ordered Sandy to take my pantyhose and panties down around my knees.

As I felt the air on my bare bottom I managed to blurt something out.

“You can’t do this!”

She spoke to Sandy again.  “Hold her down by the wrists right now!”

Obediently Sandy moved around in front of the couch and she held me in position by the wrists as instructed.  Now my weight was balanced evenly and I couldn’t move at all.  My toes barely touched the floor and my bottom was raised in the air completely exposed.  I could hear Mrs. Oxmoor using the phone.

“Preston I expected more from your firm.  I’m making changes right now.  Your senior maid needs discipline.  I’ve demoted her and I’ve made Sandy your new supervisor.”

There was a pause as she listened.  I was expecting a reprieve from Preston—surely he would stand up for his employee.

“Yes I understand.  I can do whatever I want.  Thank you--I appreciate how important you have made me feel as a customer.”

She ended the call and there was a long pause.  I thought that she was rethinking her actions but in reality she was fetching a large wooden paddle that I had seen in the room and had previously thought was simply decorative.

She began lecturing me while applying her own brand of discipline.

“Girl there will be some changes the next time you come here.”

Smack.

My muscles flinched at the burning sensation but I was unable to free myself as Sandy held me firmly down.

“You will learn how to be an excellent servant.”

Smack again.

She could really deliver a strong swat.  It was humiliating and I wanted to cry.  All I could think of was how embarrassing it was for a full grown woman to be paddled like an errant schoolgirl.  I didn’t want to be fired either—I needed the job.

“Do you understand me girl?”

Smack! 

“Yes I do.”

“Yes you do?  Is that how you address the Mistress of the house?”

Smack!

“You will call me Mrs. Oxmoor!”

Smack!  Smack!  Smack!

Now I was tearing up.  I couldn’t help it—I had worked so hard to please her and she was spanking me!

“Yes Mrs. Oxmoor.”

Smack!

“That’s better girl.”

She worked my bottom over pretty good—I would definitely be feeling it for a few days.  Finally she finished her lecture and applied a flurry of spanks to finish up her lesson.

Perhaps not totally satisfied with my humiliation she reached underneath me and felt my private area.

“I see you enjoyed your lesson dear.  You take to the paddle well.  Perhaps I will be teaching you more later.”

I hadn’t realized what she had done to me.  To my shame I was moist where she had touched me and I had even lewdly moaned when she brushed me there.  I would have happily let her continue to stroke me there in spite of my humiliation and shame.

She finished with “I’ll see you both in the morning” and then walked away leaving me over the couch with my bare bottom still raised in the air.  She was nowhere in sight when Sandy helped me off the couch and I pulled my panties back up against my heated bottom.

I think that Sandy was just happy that she had been spared the humiliation.  We quickly left the house with our first day on the job complete.

Initially I had thought that she was kidding when she had ordered me to bend over the back of the sofa and lift my dress for a “dose of correction I would never forget”.  It turned out that was the first of many corrective lessons that I would endure.  During the time that I worked at her home Mrs. Oxmoor would routinely paddle me her for even the slightest infraction of her many house rules.

She never once spanked Sandy.  She often noted that the senior maid was in charge and it was her duty to see that the junior maid completed all chores satisfactorily.  Sandy always watched as though she were giving her consent to the applied discipline.

I have to admit that I have never forgotten the humiliation of regularly lifting my dress for spankings in front of both Mrs. Oxmoor and Sandy.  If her intent was to train her staff in submission it certainly worked.

I simply couldn’t quit.  I needed the job so badly that I stubbornly continued to try and please the woman.  Over several months she showed an amazing display of variety in her ability to administer corporal punishment.  One day I was caned, another taken over her knee and still another struck with a riding crop.  There was never a question as to who was in charge in her household.

As if to flaunt her authority over her submissive servants Mrs. Oxmoor would routinely invite her friends over for tea.  Many of these ladies later became our clients as they were impressed with the way we prepared tea and served them.  She insisted on “proper serving manners” and soon we were taught how to curtsy to each guest with every order given.

Her friends were simply delighted at both our appearance and our manners and often commented that “You just can’t find help like that anymore.”


CHAPTER 2.  Dress Code

It was right after our first encounter with Mrs. Oxmoor that Preston insisted on a corporate dress code.  Perhaps she had talked to him and convinced him that a better image was needed.  Whatever his motivation he quickly became enamored with our appearance.

I worked for months under Sandy for Mrs. Oxmoor until we started adding clients.  It wasn’t long before I became Preston’s secretary charged to assist back in the office.  It was there I got to witness the new corporate policy first-hand.  Meeting the requirements in the field was one thing but seeing how he selected his employees in the office was quite another.

Working as a maid for Preston required absolute adherence to a specific image.  As a result his special form of sexual harassment actually started right at the interview of new employees.  Applicants had to have a certain look to “Be up to corporate standards” in order to be considered for hire.

Preston interviewed candidates personally.  I would sit outside his office while he grilled potential candidates regarding their qualifications to be a maid.  His questions were always more personal than technical.

It didn’t take long for me to see the criteria by which he hired.  He preferred women with only a high school education and those who appeared to be shy.  The successful candidate was typically a certain height, well proportioned, never overweight, clean, attractive, and always with shoulder length sandy blonde hair.  Needless to say, the most important attribute was attractiveness and those who were extremely good looking were automatic hires.

If he was particularly impressed with the “features” of a candidate then he would make exception for her hair color.  Since he still insisted that all of the maids were blonde he standardized their appearance by providing a wig for the employee to wear while on the job.  He would even go so far as to have candidates try on a wig during the interview to be sure that they had “the look”.

Most of our girls would dye their hair soon after they were hired and have it styled appropriately so they could work without a wig.  As a result every maid in our employ seemed to be clones—each wearing the same color hairstyle with the same uniform.

He even took the interview process further by asking applicants to try on a maid uniform to make sure that they looked acceptable for the position.

To sum it up Preston was interested in a particular stereotype that one might describe as a “Ditzy blonde bimbo”.  Somehow he had gotten the idea that was what a maid should look like.

I suppose that in retrospect I should have been disturbed that he hired me—that he probably thought of me that same way.  Regardless of what he thought I never considered myself in that group even if I did have the same appearance.  I believe most of our employees would say the same if you asked them.

While I’ve never thought of myself as “eye candy” I suppose that was part of my job for Preston.  I have to admit that on occasion I would lead him on.  I wasn’t above putting on a bit of a leg show if it helped make me an invaluable part of the team. 

As a young girl many boys had been transfixed by my breasts even though I never thought of myself as well-endowed.  I’ve always I liked to think of myself as more than just a skirt and a pair of breasts.  On the other hand why shouldn’t a girl use all of her assets to get ahead?

So we played a little game.  Preston would glance my way and I would pretend not to notice.  I would lead him on with a suggestive glance then ignore him.  I would bend over to file while giving just a quick peek of my upper thighs.

Anyway after a while his attention became routine so I decided that if Preston was interested in me then that was fine with me.  Besides the pay was exceedingly high for what I was doing so I supposed that it wouldn’t hurt to allow him to mentally undress me on occasion.  I guess that I believed that it was okay as long as he looked but didn’t touch.

The company also provided our uniforms.  There were dressing rooms where employees could change into uniform in the morning then shower before leaving for the day.  This area also had a closet filled with uniforms in what he deemed to be the perfect sizes.  These were the uniforms applicant would try on to see if they measured up.

Women who didn’t wear the sizes we had on hand simply were not hired.  While they were fairly traditional outfits like those you might see at any hotel, Preston had them specially tailored so that the hemline fell higher than most—generously well above the knee.  With that length it was virtually impossible to work in the uniforms without providing a leg show to any observer.

The uniform included an apron and cap.  Completing the indignity of the wearer were the open toe high heeled shoes.  Though they were impractical, Preston said that they added “A touch of class” to our corporate image.  Maids who were found changing into more suitable flats were immediately terminated.

You would think that these uniform requirements would be more than sufficient for even a crazed owner of a company but it was worse than even this.  The obsessed micromanager even dictated our makeup and nail polish.  Upon being hired each maid was issued a kit of “approved” products that she was to wear at all times.  The kit also contained a picture of a well made-up model that the maid was expected to copy with her look.

As a result each maid wore the same bright red lipstick with cheekbones heavily blushed.  Our eyes were dramatic as though ready for a hot date.  Our fingernails were polished the same as our toenails and matched our lipstick.  If not for the maid uniform one might think we were going out on the town dressed for an outing at a local nightclub.

Most of us had limited career choices so we put up with the requirements.  Those who wouldn’t were quickly out of a job.  

The final humiliating indignity in the kit was “approved” shampoo, bath powder and perfume.  The matching scents were to be used before reporting for work so that our employees could bring a “Wonderful feminine scent into our client’s home—leaving behind a fragrant scent of a job well done”.  Yes, our employer even dictated our perfume and the powder that was applied to our bottoms!

The requirements were a bit creepy to say the least but that was what working for Preston was like.  With him even things that would seem to be benign weren’t always what they appeared to be.  For instance Preston had provided an “employee lounge” for the maids to relax in after work.  The room consisted of a television set, a few chairs, and a couple of tables, free coffee and soda as well as a Ping-Pong table.

On the surface this would appear to be a nice gesture on the part of the owner but there always seemed to be something disturbing about the setup.  You may think that I am paranoid but most of the other women agreed.  Closer observation would show that none of us really liked to play Ping-Pong.  Preston himself didn’t really seem to know how to play either but whenever a game would start he was always there to play.

What was odd was the location of the table.  A skeptic would note that the table was located with a clear view of the ladies locker room across the hallway.  So when Preston played he had one eye on the table and the other trying to get a glimpse of what was going on in the girl’s dressing room.  While this probably explained his poor play it was very unsettling to us.

It also explained why the table was never used.  We would dust the top of the table regularly since as we often joked, we didn’t want the image of the paddles which were kept on top to show in the dust.  It drew a laugh every time one of us picked up the dust cloth.  After all we were maids!

We became so paranoid that whenever someone would use the dressing room they would be careful to close the door.  Not that this obscured the view since the door was mostly glass but it still helped us feel secure.  While Preston’s work area was well away from the dressing room we always felt we should be prudent—a girl can never be too careful.

As unsettling as Preston could be he was careful not to be too obvious.  When he would leer at the staff it was always a quick glance that was difficult to substantiate.  In other words he never did anything that anyone could possibly prove was anything more than their own imagination going wild.

So this was the rather strange environment that we worked in.  The other girls were fortunate—they spent most of their time out of the office.  I had to work in the office all of the time.

On the other hand the pay was good, the hours not bad, and the girls were mostly unsupervised.  Except of course for me.  With my desk just outside of his office I was in his constant view through the glass wall that was between us.  Again I have no doubt as to the purpose of the glass but I am unable to prove it.

I could feel his eyes on me as I worked.  Since I was required to wear the same uniform as the maids I had to work with the same short hemmed dress that provided a generous view of my legs.  I suppose a girl should be flattered when a guy can’t take his eyes off of her so I paid little notice to the mental undressing that I’m sure Preston was doing to me every day.

Occasionally I would even purposely lead him on.  This was particularly effective at annual review time when raises were awarded.  It didn’t take me very long to discover that the better the leg show the higher the raise so I took advantage of it at every opportunity.  Hey, a girl has to do what she has to do.


CHAPTER 3.  Panty Boy

It was in this environment that I had worked in for several years as Preston’s secretary.  There I sat every day in the same uniform, makeup, and perfume as the other girls even though I was no longer directly involved in cleaning homes.

Dressed just like all of the other girls I would sit at my receptionist desk looking like a chambermaid waiting for her master to come through the front door.  Clients hardly ever did, they usually just called on the phone.  Nonetheless I dutifully wore my cap and apron outside the large office where Preston spent his days keeping an eye on me.

If I turned around in my chair I could see Preston through the glass front wall of his office.  In true Preston fashion I am sure the wall was glass so that he could see me-- it was a perk that allowed him to easily be an executive voyeur.  It made me feel as though I was working under a microscope.  I’m sure that it was all part of the intimidation that he used to make himself feel important.

Then the day arrived when things were about to change for the better.  It was the day before we were going to be out of the office for the annual conference.  I can still remember that day very vividly.  Mrs. Oxmoor was on the phone and she had a complaint.  She was still the demanding woman she had always been and it wasn’t unusual for her to call with issues concerning our maids.

We had left Sandy in charge of our most valued account but that didn’t stop Mrs. Oxmoor from calling us regularly to complain about our service.  In the meantime all of our new maids had to endure her special form of on the job training.  A big part of my job was working hard to keep our maids on the job and to cool Mrs. Oxmoor down.

While I normally took those calls this time she had insisted on talking to Preston.  She was persistent about it even threatening to “Come down there and paddle your bottom” if I didn’t immediately transfer her to him.  That was enough incentive for me—I told her to hold for just a moment and I would transfer her call.

I turned around to see if Preston was free so that I could give him the call.  As usual I was careful to keep my knees together and my dress smoothed so as not to reveal too much as I turned.  Preston was standing right in front of his desk as I turned around and he gaped at my legs as I adjusted my dress. 

With an irate Mrs. Oxmoor on the phone I was more annoyed by the unwanted attention than usual.  After all the customer always does come first.  I motioned to the phone and even though Preston shook his head “no” I transferred the call.

What I didn’t know was that while I returned to work he was being scolded by Mrs. Oxmoor.  She was busily accusing Sandy’s junior maid Pamela of sloppy work and of stealing her wallet.  We would find out later that Mrs. Oxmoor had simply misplaced her wallet in her home, but that didn’t matter at the time.

Let me be clear about one thing.  I knew how impeccable Sandy was at work so I never believed for a moment that she had allowed anything to be stolen.  Pamela was just as trustworthy and would never steal from a client.

After handling the call Preston burst out of his office yelling at me for sending him the call.  Startled by the outburst, I turned without thinking to face him.  In doing so, I failed to take the usual precaution and this time my dress rode well up my legs giving him an enticing view of my panties.

I’ve always felt that my legs were my most attractive feature so I guess I shouldn’t have been too surprised at the reaction to this little leg show.  Preston stopped in mid-sentence and his gaze went directly to my legs.  Something passed between us at that moment.

I smiled at him as he stammered losing his line of thinking at the mere sight of my legs.  I suppose a hint of panty can do that to wandering eyes.

When he finally looked back up at me all he could say was “Have Sandy stop in my office when she gets back here.  I want to talk to you both”.

With that he turned and went back to the safety of his office.  I thought to myself what an interesting effect my panty show had on the boss. I remember thinking at the time that “Preston is a panty boy!”

When Sandy came in from her work day I ushered her into Preston’s office.  We both stood at attention in front of his desk in our maid uniforms as he berated Sandy for upsetting Mrs. Oxmoor.  She tried to explain but Preston would cut off each effort that she attempted to make to defend herself with another verbal lashing.

Finally exhausting his desire to berate her performance he stood up and walked over to us before taking note of Sandy’s uniform.  Now he was picking at her appearance.  Her wrinkled dress was “Not up to corporate standards today”.  Her hair wasn’t “perfectly combed” and her apron not only had a sloppy bow but it also had a stain.

It wasn’t unusual for our maid’s to have some of these issues when they came in after a day of work.  It is difficult if not impossible to maintain perfection when scrubbing floors, bathrooms, and windows.  I normally would let those issues slide, but today Preston would have none of it.

After blathering more about corporate standards he announced that Sandy was on “disciplinary probation”.  She was warned that if she had any more infractions he was going to let her go.  Then he said the maid who was working with her, Pamela, was fired and he didn’t ever want to see her again.

Sandy tried to fight for Pamela but Preston would hear nothing of it.  He said that he was inclined to fire them both so she should count her blessings.

Sandy was crushed and I saw her blinking back tears as he sat back in his desk, pointed to the door, and announced “You’re dismissed!”  Poor Sandy turned and walked out as quickly as she could.  I stayed behind to deal with Preston.

“Preston, I think you were too harsh on Sandy,” I started in.  He looked back up somewhat startled by my challenge to his authority.

Now he was angry, and looking me straight in my eye he asked, “Perhaps you would like to be put on disciplinary probation too?  Look at you girl, your uniform is wrinkled too!

Indeed it was.  Sitting at a desk all day would do that to my uniform so this wasn’t unusual at all either.

Pamela passed by the office door sobbing on her way out to her car.  The poor girl needed the job and was no doubt devastated by her sudden termination.

The argument escalated from there.  I told him that he was an insensitive overbearing boss.  He said I liked to overstep my bounds.  I told him he needed to lighten up.  He said I was a bitch who needed to be put in my place.

That was what ultimately set me off.  I suppose none of us like to be called a bitch, particularly by an arrogant male boss.  I couldn’t just stand there, I had to do something.

I have to admit that at this point in my life I was just like all of the other girls employed at the company.  I was rather shy and reserved, and yes I had the same blonde hair as the rest of the ladies.

In my case I had been meekly using some Clairol since the initial complaint by Mrs. Oxmoor and the corporate directive that had followed.  I had been a docile employee even obediently cutting my hair and coloring it in order to stay employed.

Somehow coloring my hair instead of wearing a wig had helped me feel more in control of a situation that obviously I was not in control of.  The thought of spending my time coloring my hair for the company flooded my thoughts at that moment.  How ungrateful my employer was for my sacrifice!

In this moment of anger I told him that a boss “Who was intrigued at the sight of my panties was a panty boy and was hardly capable of putting me in my place”.

He seemed rather stunned by my comment.  His face turned red in embarrassment.  I’m not sure if it was because he now knew that I had noticed his leering or because I had dared to challenge him.  For whatever reason he immediately mellowed out and apologized for making me feel uncomfortable.

Then he said that we would deal with Sandy when we returned from the conference we were scheduled to attend.  When I turned to leave his office I could feel his eyes on my body but somehow now I knew that things had changed.


CHAPTER 4.  The Conference

When I first started working at “Maid For Service” there weren’t very many perks.  You could say that one of the few was the annual House Services Conference.  Once a year owners of maid service companies would get together at a resort to hear presentations about how to improve their business.  It was one of the few things that Preston did that seemed “normal”.

Of course I always thought that it was more of an excuse to get out of the office and spend some money at a resort as a tax write-off as the lavish entertainment and elaborate meals seemed to suggest.  For me any opportunity to get away from mundane office tasks was always welcome.

To help legitimize the conference expense many owners would bring their secretaries (or administrative assistants as we are also called) along to attend workshops.  A typical workshop for us might be something exciting like “How to clean a bathroom better” or “Best cleaning solutions for the kitchen” or even “Best billing practices”.  Not exactly what you would call stimulating material.  It was the price we paid for getting out of the office and getting free food.

To spice things up the last day of the three day affair would usually include some sort of outing for the secretaries.  Since we were all women this usually meant a trip to the mall, a spa treatment, or an exquisite nail salon visit all followed by a light ladies lunch.

While we were engaged in these sorts of activities the owners would be wooed by vendors selling goods.  They might also attend exotic sight-seeing and entertainment events.  The cost of the conference also included lavish meals that the owners would enjoy while the assistants worked.

It was very clear to every one of us who were the privileged guests and which of us were just along for the ride.  We even wore color coded name badges—owners with elaborate red tags that had their name and “Owner” in gold foil and the rest of us with plain white tags with black ink and the word “Housekeeping” below our name.

In this caste system we didn’t even get the dignity of being called “Secretary” or “Administrative Assistant”.  As a result there was no mistaking this hierarchy and no way that a “mere” secretary could find herself basking in the experience of an owner’s event.

Preston always took advantage of the conference to leer and ogle all of the women at the event.  Even I could see that he had little interest in the latest cleaning solvent.  His attention was always on the women and he had a choice of many to hit on.  It wasn’t unusual for him to be the only male attending the conference.  The industry was completely dominated by women including those owning the businesses.

With his attention riveted on the other women it was one of the few times that I didn’t feel like I was being sexually exploited by my boss.  Even though Preston would always spend time with me looking at the latest in maid uniforms for the staff when attending the event I didn’t have to wear my maid uniform.  It was an opportunity to dress professionally like a real secretary without feeling like he was trying to mentally undress me with every glance.

Thinking back I suppose that by this time I had worked with Preston long enough that I was sufficiently comfortable enough to ignore his regular sideways glances at me in the office.  At the time I realized that males can’t resist themselves so it is just something that we have to live with.  On a certain level I enjoyed the attention anyway—it was both flattering and harmless.

As a result of our comfortable long-time relationship I would have probably told you back then that I knew Preston quite well and that we had no secrets between us.  We had a certain friendship as well as our working relationship.

All of that changed during this conference.  The events would be etched in my mind forevermore.  That year I learned a secret about Preston that would change both of our lives forever.

After a day of air travel we were settling into the expensive hotel that hosted the affair that year.  Typically we would each take our rooms and I wouldn’t see Preston again until the festivities began the following morning often meeting in the lobby of the hotel before breakfast.

On this occasion our rooms were adjacent—unusual because in the past in the large hotels we would find ourselves separated even to the extent of being on different floors.

I was too tired to unpack my bags so I opted for a refreshing shower instead.  After I decided it would be nice to have a drink in the elegant hotel bar where a piano player was performing.  The soft music drifted through the hotel and the lounge seemed to enticingly call--just waiting to offer some wine to unwind the nerves of the day.

I put on one of the secretarial outfits that I had packed for the trip.  I wanted to look sharp and professional so I had brought along several executive suits.  This one was black with pinstripes and I thought that I looked very authoritative with the jacket, A-line skirt and lacy white blouse that completed the look.

Since our rooms were so close together I thought that Preston might like to join me for a drink.  I decided I would ask and see if he was interested.

I don’t know why but instead of going out into the hallway and knocking on Preston’s door to invite him along I noticed that there was a doorway that apparently connected our rooms.  Adjoining rooms typically had locked double doors but when I tried the door on my side it opened and so did the one on Preston’s side.  Apparently the maid service had been careless by failing to lock the doors.  I chuckled as the irony was not lost on me that we were attending a conference that was about to stress the importance of quality maid service.

When I entered his room I could hear the shower going as Preston evidently had the same idea that I had.  While I smoothed my skirt as I went to sit down I noticed an open suitcase on the bed.  I was so close I couldn’t help but observe the contents of the suitcase and I have to say I was somewhat puzzled.

While I was expecting to see Preston’s clothing what I saw instead was a suitcase that appeared to be filled with women’s attire.  There was a maid uniform with an apron and cap in plain view with other garments peering out from underneath.  Curious I was about to check to see what was beneath the uniform when I noticed a blonde wig neatly combed on a stand on top of the writing desk.

The wig was the same as those that our maids were required to wear on the job.  I decided that Preston must have brought a uniform along on the trip to solicit the opinions of the apparel experts that would also be attending the event.  This would not be unusual so I thought little more of it.  It did explain the considerable amount of luggage that he had brought—much more than I would have expected for a midweek conference.  Clearly he needed the extra suitcase for the sample corporate uniform.

The shower stopped and there was a long pause.  I imagined that Preston was getting dressed which I decided was a good thing.  After all he didn’t know that I was in the room and it would not have been good had he just stepped out into the room before dressing.

The door swung open but not to the view that I expected.  Preston took a few steps out into the room before he noticed that I was there.  I’m sure we both looked shocked as I felt my mouth drop while Preston froze in horror.

Yes, it was Preston alright, but he was not exactly wearing what I would have expected.  Time seemed to stop as he stood fixed like a deer in the headlights.  The darling was wearing nothing but a well- padded white ladies longline brassiere with white panties that were visible under sheer taupe pantyhose.  Through the dainty fabrics I could see the outline of his genitals—no pubic hair was visible and he was firmly erect—he was obviously excited at the situation. 

He was also wearing a gaudy gold chain necklace, with matching bracelet and earrings.  While Preston did not need vision correction now he was wearing a pair of decorative women’s eye glasses.

As if all that wasn’t enough to complete his total embarrassment there could be no mistake as to what he was trying to do—he had made his face up in the familiar look required for maids at our maid service.

His had obviously spent a great amount of time perfecting his feminine appearance.  He had even groomed himself like a woman—his legs were shaved, his chest was shaved, and there was no evidence of any hair under his arms.

He had even given himself a womanly shape.  His brassiere was perfectly padded with breast forms.  Prominent feminine nipples were visible through the fine bra providing a sweet girlish touch.  It was plain that much planning had gone into this fashion statement.

Preston was slightly built and not very tall for a male.  Normally in my heels I could look down on him just a bit.  As a result of his stature and the work that he had done feminizing himself quite frankly he looked convincingly like a woman.  For a moment I even thought that I must be in the wrong room.  If not for his hair I certainly would have mistaken him for a woman even when he was standing close by wearing only his lingerie.

The silence seemed to last forever though I’m sure it was just a few moments that passed.  At last I stood up and broke the tension walking right up to him.  As I approached I noticed the scent of the familiar fragrance that was required for our maid staff.

“Well, well, what do we have here?”  I asked with a touch of playful sarcasm in my voice.  I had him in an unfamiliar position—suddenly the boss was not so high and mighty—he had been discovered doing something that he certainly wanted kept secret.  I was in control of the moment and I knew it.

The poor dear was caught so off guard that he was literally unable to speak.  His face flushed red as he tried to answer me but he could only manage to stammer something that was unintelligible.

I looked him over again then told him to be quiet.  For the first time ever he listened to me and stopped stammering.  There could be absolutely no misunderstanding as to what was going on here as he obviously was going to great lengths to look feminine.  I decided right at that instant to take advantage of the situation.

He stood still and watched as I walked over to the writing desk and picked up the blonde wig.  I turned to him now talking with a confident derision in my voice like a woman who was about to get something that she had wanted to get for a very long time.

“Why look at what we have here!  It’s a wig just like the kind the girls in the office wear!  Were you about to put this on Preston?”

I brought the wig over to him.  I could see now that his hands were shaking with desire.  He lowered his head and said nothing.  What could he possibly say?

Now my tone was demanding.

“Don’t stop on my account honey bunch.  Keep doing what you were doing.  Put this on cutie I want to see how you look in it”.

He didn’t move--instead he started to form a word when I interrupted.

“Right this instant girl!”

It was a defining moment that I would cherish for years to come.  Preston could have responded in any number of ways to my order.  He could have simply refused.  He even could have fired me so that he never had to see me again.  Of all the options available to him he chose the one I might have least suspected.

Though I shouldn’t have been at the time I was surprised by his reaction.  He sheepishly took the wig stand from my hand and went back into the bathroom before putting the wig on his head and adjusting it in the mirror.  He came back out and stood in front of me with his eyes lowered.  Now he had the shape, blonde hair, makeup, and scent of an employee of “Maid For Service.”

I was emboldened by the situation so I continued to tease him.

“My you look very feminine dear”.

I took a closer look at the chain around his neck taking it in my hand to read the inscription.  It was engraved with “Priscilla”.

I let it drop back to his neck.  “Perhaps we should call you Priscilla now instead of Preston.  Yes, Priscilla would be far more appropriate for such a lovely looking girl”.

She squirmed like a girl who had been caught doing something she shouldn’t have.

“What is that I see in the bathroom?”  I taunted.  “Come with me Priscilla”.  With that I took her hand and led her back into the bathroom where I had noticed clothing hung up apparently waiting to be donned.  I held up the hanger with a short blue skirt with slip in one hand and a hanger with a white blouse in the other.

“Very nice choices Priscilla, you’ll look divine in them.”

I offered them to her and she meekly took both hangers from me.

“Oh and look, matching heels!”

There on the floor was a coordinating pair of patent leather open toe pumps.  I looked back at Priscilla.

“Well girl, what are you waiting for?  We don’t have all night!”

She quickly pulled the skirt and slip on before buttoning the lacy blouse.  The skirt came just above her knees while the blouse was sheer enough that the bra was still visible beneath it.  She slipped the heels on her feet.

Now dressed completely there was no evidence of Preston whatsoever.  She appeared just like any of the secretaries that I had seen earlier down in the lobby checking in.  I couldn’t believe my eyes at the feminine Priscilla that I was now looking at.

Had I not seen the transformation myself I never would have believed it.  She must have been dressing like this for some time because even her makeup was applied perfectly—not amateurish at all.  Most women would be more than happy to look as fashionable as she appeared—the look was feminine and very nicely done.

Thinking quickly I decided that the game just had to go on from there.  I was having far too much fun at the expense of Priscilla.  For just a moment I imagined Priscilla as a stylish secretary working for me sitting at my desk taking orders from me.  This certainly had been an unexpected but intriguing development.

I just couldn’t let this go by without taking advantage of it.  I was unable to help myself it was too good to be true.  It was a chance to take out years of frustration at having the boss sexually harass me.  Yes this was an opportunity to take her sexual desires and use them against her.  If only the girls at the office could see the boss now!

I motioned her to follow as I turned and went back over to the open suitcase on the bed.  I picked up the maid uniform and smoothed it out.  Underneath were various lingerie items—panties, bra, girdle, and pantyhose all neatly folded.  There was not a stitch of male clothing in the suitcase.

Remembering again that Priscilla had brought more suitcases I recalled thinking that at the airport how I thought it was unusual for a male to travel with so much luggage.  At this point I was beginning to get the picture.  It was then that I looked around the room for the rest of the luggage.  I wondered what was in the other suitcases and thought it would be great fun to explore the contents.

I ordered Priscilla to bring the others over to the bed and open them up.  Sure enough half of just one suitcase contained the male clothing intended for the conference.  The remainder of the luggage had been used for a rather large cache of feminine women’s clothing.

Priscilla stood watching in silence as I started to look at her collection.  There was an assortment of feminine blouses, skirts, and dresses.  All of them were very fashionable and certainly suitable for an out of town business trip.  Apparently she was planning on spending quite a bit of time dressed as Priscilla while attending the conference.  I complimented her on her choice of attire.

Just then there was a knock at the door.  It was a rather firm knock not the type you would ignore.  I told Priscilla to stay still as I went to answer it.

Perhaps without thinking she obediently did exactly as she was told.  She stood still as instructed—in full view in the middle of the room right next to the bed.

I opened the door and without asking a well-dressed woman holding a clipboard stepped into the room.

“Hi I’m Brooke, I’m with the conference.  I’m just checking with the guests to save some time tomorrow.”

She looked down at the clipboard and then up at me.

“Are you Sonja?”

“Yes, I’m Sonja.”

She put a red check mark next to my name.

“And who is this dear?”  She looked at Priscilla then back down at her clipboard.

Thinking quickly I talked before Priscilla could say a word.

“That’s Priscilla.  She, she, she is my secretary.”

“Such a pretty name for such a pretty girl.”

She smiled as she looked again at her paperwork.

“Oh my”, she said, “There was a bit of a mistake here.”  I saw her cross out “Preston, Owner” and neatly print “Priscilla, Secretary” before moving back up to my name and crossing out “Secretary” and then printing “Owner”.

Then she reached into a shopping bag that she was carrying.  I knew what was about to happen—it was a moment I dreaded as a secretary but now was a bit exciting for me.  The gift was about to be presented.

“We have a gift for both of you just for attending the conference”.

She turned to me first and presented me with a ticket to the “formal executive dinner and show” which took place the first night.  I had heard that this was typically an elaborate affair that included a lavish meal during which live musicians played followed by a night of live entertainment.  I took the envelope she offered with glee.

Then she looked at Priscilla and pulled a box out of the bag.  I knew exactly what was in the box because it was the same every year.  As a way of deferring the cost of the conference the secretaries took part in a training exercise at the hotel.  The maids on the top floors of the hotel were given assistance while we were there--the secretaries accompanied them on their shift.

This arrangement allowed the presenters at the conference to demonstrate products and techniques in actual use.  They would typically follow the secretaries around as they performed the housekeeping maids’ duties while offering up tips for improvement.

It was terribly degrading to not only have to perform the work while closely supervised but to have to do it using the gift that they provided.

The box always contained a pink apron with a matching pink mob cap as well as a pair of pink rubber gloves.  Initially the idea had started as a method of keeping secretarial wear from getting soiled during demonstrations as all of the women dressed nicely for the conference.  Later they continued the tradition by saying that it was a way of making all the girls feel like they belonged.

It probably would have been better had we all just won our own maid uniforms.  When that idea had been presented it was turned down because then we would all look different.  They also wanted the hotel maids to be easily identifiable and to appear as supervision so they wore their uniforms while the conference attendees all wore the pink accessories.

To make matters worse the organizers insisted that the secretaries wear the ensemble throughout the entire workshop.  I had always thought that it was just another way to keep us separate from the executives.

Without much thought Brooke handed the box to Priscilla.

“All of the girls wear it every day so don’t forget!” 

She gave us a smile as she turned to leave.

“Breakfast starts at 8:00 in the morning.  I’ll see you both there.”

With that she quickly left before I closed the door behind her.  Priscilla stood dumbfounded.  Finally she managed to say something.

“What did you do Sonja?  How am I supposed…?”  I cut her off in mid- sentence.  “Don’t worry dear everything will be fine.  On this trip I’m the owner and you’ll just have to be my secretary.”


CHAPTER 5.  The Secretary

I was quite proud of myself.  Not only was I in the process of humiliating the world’s most arrogant boss I had also set myself up to enjoy the owners part of the conference.  Now I just had to make sure that this quickly improvised plan was carried out before Priscilla could ruin it.

I turned again to the suitcases on the bed.

“Priscilla honey if you are going to be my secretary I need to see how you look in our corporate uniform.”

I held up the maid uniform that I had seen previously and gave it to the astonished girl.  I also gave her the cap and apron and told her to change immediately.

I watched as she pulled off her skirt and blouse then as she obediently put on the same corporate uniform that she had always insisted all of the girls wear.  While she tied the bow on the apron and put the cap on her head I gave thought to my next step.

Priscilla stood before me looking just like one of the girls at “Maid For Service”.  Her blonde hair, makeup, and uniform gave her the same exact impression as all of the girls who worked for us.  It was a wonderful moment that could give a girl heady dreams of what she might do with her former boss.

“Yes, you do make a fetching maid!  You look so cute all dressed up like a woman.”

Now I was taking on the role of confident owner showing a complete lack of respect for my former boss.  She had been transformed in both appearance and role and at this point I was going to treat her just like what she appeared to be—a domestic maid at my service.

I stepped over to the window and peered around the drape that obscured the room from the lights of the parking lot down below.  I could see a dumpster in the far corner of the dimly lit parking lot.

“For your first chore I want you to take all of these male clothes and put them in a plastic laundry bag.”

I pointed to the open suitcase then to the bags the hotel used for valet laundry service.

“I don’t know how these got here but they don’t belong.  Hurry along girl!”

With that she quickly obeyed putting everything into the bags before standing at attention waiting for my next instruction.

“Open the drapes girl.”

With that she pulled the cord opening the window all of the way.  In a revealing moment of shyness she stood to the side of the window so that she could not be observed.  It occurred to me that I was the only one who had ever seen her dressed as a woman.  She had planned on dressing up only in the privacy of her hotel room.  Her plan was about to change.

Speaking in an authoritative tone I asked her if she could see the dumpster below.  She responded “Yes”.

“Dear, I’m your supervisor.  You will address me as Miss Blake, do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Blake.”

“That’s much better.  Now I want you to take those bags of clothing and put them in the dumpster.”  Her eyes widened—I knew that for just a moment she wanted to resist.

“What are you waiting for?”  I demanded to know.  Then the big break through occurred.

“Yes Miss Blake,” she responded and went over to the bags before she picked them up and headed out the door.

Priscilla was extremely passable with her wig and makeup on or else I would never have sent her out like that.  I knew that dressed in the maid uniform she would be practically invisible in the hotel—there were housekeeping maids everywhere even at this late hour bringing towels to rooms and such.

I doubt that anyone questioned the maid carrying the laundry bags down in the service elevator.  She certainly did not look out of place as she walked across the parking lot.  I stood at the window and watched as Priscilla deposited the bags into the dumpster below me.

I thought for a moment that this must be how a queen feels looking down on her subjects from a balcony.  I liked the thrilling rush of power.  I knew that I had won and that the fun was just beginning.

When she came back up she was trembling—she was so highly aroused by the experience that she could barely stand up.  I took note of her condition realizing that now I was in complete control of Priscilla and that she would be following my instructions for some time to come.

I told her to come with me into my adjacent room.  I sat in a chair then instructed her to unpack my bags and to be sure to hang all of the garments nicely in the closet.  She responded with a “Yes Miss Blake” before obediently setting herself to the task.  I watched as she carefully hung each suit and then delicately placed my lingerie in the dresser drawers.

When she finally came to my hair care items I thought that I would push it just a bit more so I instructed her to bring my hairbrush over and brush my hair.  Again she obediently complied as she carefully brushed my hair out.

I wanted to bask in her submission so I turned the chair around at the writing table so that I could see her brushing me in the mirror.  While she brushed I decided that one more thing needed to be done.  We worked a bit on her voice.  I had her make girlish sounds and recite short sentences.  She obediently repeated after me a series of feminine comments.

“My you look so lovely today Miss Blake.”

“Thank you I’m enjoying the workshop too!”

“Pardon me, which way to the ladies room?”

As she practiced her voice I decided that a bit of encouragement might be in order.  I purposely crossed and uncrossed my legs to draw attention to them.  I let my skirt ride up just a bit giving the girl a nice leg show.  I knew that this teasing was irresistible to her and in her mind would be a promise of things to come if she would cooperate.  Of course I had no intention of ever giving her more than that but she had no way of knowing it at the time.

I worked her for quite some time until she was able to converse while sounding extremely girlish but not too prissy.  With the squeaky high voice she already possessed it really didn’t take much to have her sounding girlish in every respect.  I decided she could easily get away with her voice particularly in the attire that she had brought along.

With that I told her that I liked the outfit I had seen her in earlier and that she was to wear that in the morning.  I expected her to be in my room first thing in the morning to accompany me down to breakfast.

In a final flourish of mocking I gave one last order.

“You are dismissed Priscilla!”

“Thank you Miss Blake” she replied.

I saw nothing but charming obedience in those eyes as she left for the evening.


CHAPTER 6.  Training A Sissy

I waited in my room for Priscilla to arrive.  I worried that she might not make an appearance but then thought better of it.  I presumed she would have to appear as Priscilla since she really had no choice.  After all she had deposited all of her male clothes in the dumpster and at this point had nothing to wear except the feminine attire that she had brought.

As I waited I could faintly hear a truck down in the parking lot emptying out the dumpster.  There would be no turning back now.

My presumption proved correct as there was a tiny tap at the door.  When I opened the door I was greeted by Priscilla in the same attire I had seen her in the evening before plus she was wearing the cute requisite pink ensemble.

I was tempted to laugh at the total humiliation I had achieved at the expense of Priscilla but instead I tried to look disinterested as I stepped out into the hallway and we headed towards the elevator to the lobby.

She presented such a shy picture—obviously in no hurry to show herself to the world.  She walked just behind me with her eyes lowered no doubt hoping that the floor would swallow her up before anyone else was able to see her.  I felt as though I had conquered the world.  I had reduced my boss to a sheepish assistant with virtually no effort at all on my part.

We were alone in the elevator as it descended towards the main floor.  Our fragrance filled the small space.  There would be no mistaking that we were together as we both had the same scented powder and perfume.  The thought occurred to me that I could have abandoned the approved corporate scent if only I had brought something else with me.  After all on this trip I was now the boss!

I realized what an enormous step this was.  I was leading my boss down to the lobby dressed up like my secretary!  There would be no going back from what was about to occur.  While I was anxious at the thought it was also satisfying.  I was getting the better of the situation and this was sure to leave me with a lifetime of unforgettable memories.

Priscilla took a deep breath—her nervousness was quite evident.  I took a good look at her—I didn’t want to spoil my fun with any sort of mix up.  Her hair was neatly combed, her skirt and blouse nicely ironed, her makeup perfectly done.

Despite her apprehension Priscilla was quite acceptable as my secretary.  I didn’t see anything that could give her away.  Even her legs looked feminine—they were shaved and generously presented by her short skirt in taupe hose.

Her attire was in slight contrast to mine—she was less professional and more girlish and in this case the effect was to simply make her look more like my subordinate.

My business suit exuded authority while she dressed more like an immature girl who didn’t understand yet what office attire should look like.  While I had executive lines that you would expect on a business owner she had a frilly sheer blouse and a shorter skirt that certainly gave her a juvenile look.

She was dressed more for office flirting than she was for the board room.  With her blonde hair and our corporate fragrance I thought she presented an excellent vision that Preston probably would have enjoyed had he had such a woman working for him.  The thought caused me to smile.

When the elevator opened on the ground floor I strode confidently out into the lobby while Priscilla timidly followed just a step behind.  Her hesitation served to add to the appearance that she was my employee.  I led the way down a hallway where a woman sat behind a table filled with name tags.

I felt so special when I was given the tag with “Sonja Blake, Owner” elegantly printed on it.  The gold lettering was impressive and the ribbons that streamed from it made me feel like a powerful executive.  Priscilla sheepishly gave her name and without a second look the woman handed her a tag that said “Priscilla, Housekeeping” in plain black ink.  As we attached the tags to our lapels I was instructed to proceed to executive conference room one for my first session while Priscilla was sent to Annex A for her workshop.

I smiled as she slowly walked down the long hallway that was filled with other secretaries.  I knew exactly what was going to happen in Annex A.  Priscilla was going to be paired up with a housekeeping maid and they were going to spend the day cleaning hotel rooms.  While she was working an experienced uniformed hotel maid would be watching every step while lecturing about the importance of good service and about using the right product for the right job.

If she was lucky she would be assigned a floor where there were no conference attendees.  Your typical hotel guest was much easier to satisfy than the owners of the maid companies who tended to be particularly picky about how their rooms were cleaned by their subordinates.  Either way she could look forward to housekeeping duty for a good part of the day.

Since they didn’t have many opportunities to oversee help the supervising hotel maids usually enjoyed humiliating the secretaries during their stay.  So in addition to making beds, vacuuming, and sanitizing all surfaces she was certainly going to have to clean the bathrooms while the housekeeping maid leisurely watched.

If she was lucky and had a benevolent supervisor this would mean scrubbing toilets and tubs before mopping the floor.  If she was unlucky a not so benevolent supervisor would have her do all of the same tasks before having her down on her hands and knees while tending to the bathroom floors.

I found the thought of Priscilla on her hands and knees trying to please a watchful maid rather amusing.  She was about to learn how important humility is to a maid.

At the same time that Priscilla was busy learning the importance of servitude I was going to be having the time of my life.  The owner’s side of the conference was a delightful contrast to the drudgery that the secretaries were put through.

We were taken shopping in the morning before treated to an elaborate lunch at an exclusive country club.  That afternoon we returned to the hotel for a brief motivational speech from a well-known celebrity who I will not mention here.

Then it was off to a cocktail mixer before heading back to our rooms to prepare for the delightful evening festivities.

I did see Priscilla at the end of the day.  She was slowly moving down a hallway pushing a maid caddy cart that was loaded with soiled linens and garbage bags that were filled.  A maid who looked like an irritated drill instructor was barking instructions at her as they neared the staff elevator.

What a wonderful day this had been.  The next few days were very similar with Priscilla obediently joining the maids for a full day of hard work.  The best part was the last day when the maids received their reward for coming to the conference.

The girls were treated to a makeover at the local cosmetology school.  Priscilla arrived back at the hotel that day with her sandals showing off her red toenails and with matching red fingernails—enhanced with the addition of acrylic nail extensions giving her a very ladylike hand.

The girls had done a lovely job by matching her nail color to her lipstick for a beautiful new look.  It gave her a delicate looking hand suitable for a dainty woman.  It was perfect for the trip back home.


CHAPTER 7.  Flight Of Fancy

The conference ended on a Friday giving us a whole weekend before we returned to work.  I had changed the plane reservations to read “Priscilla” instead of “Preston” so I didn’t anticipate too many problems at the airport.

It didn’t occur to me that the airport screeners had high quality imagining equipment until we were in line.  As Priscilla shyly passed through the checkpoint the woman looking at the monitor gave out a laugh.  She looked directly at Priscilla then giggled before waving her through.

As I passed through the security I realized that many of the screening devices were so good that they were “anatomically correct”.  I guess Priscilla’s’ little secret had been let out to the woman at the checkpoint though she didn’t seem to notice.

Later as the flight attendant asked, “Would you ladies like a drink” it occurred to me that I might be in deep trouble when we got back to work on Monday.  Priscilla had been totally humiliated on the trip.  To this point she only had female attire to wear so I had been able to keep her in line.  But what was going to happen on Monday when Preston came to work?

The more I thought about it the more worried that I became.  Heavens I could be fired for what I’d done to Priscilla over the past few days.  I had masqueraded as the owner while putting her to work as a hotel maid.  This is not the sort of thing a girl normally does to make a good impression on her boss.

In a nervous fit I began to cross and uncross my legs—immediately Priscilla’s attention was drawn to them and I felt a bit more confident.  After all her arousal had kept her obedient throughout the conference so why shouldn’t it work for me afterwards?

Keeping Preston as Priscilla had been incredibly easy.  The more I thought about it the more I realized that it shouldn’t take much effort to have Priscilla do exactly what I wanted her to do.  Previously I had heard that males were easily controlled by the libido but I had never believed it.  But now I had proof.  Not only that I had enjoyed the control I had obtained over my arrogant boss.

Cleary women and women’s clothing were erotic keys to controlling Priscilla.  She was fixated on the garments as they seemed to have magical properties over her.  The thought made me realize how powerful I was and could continue to be with just a hint of feminine persuasion applied just the right way.

Leading Priscilla seductively on then keeping her in unsatisfied arousal had made her quite compliant.  I decided that it would be fun to tease her the entire time the plane was in the air.

Trying to look as though I was unaware of her interest I put on a leg show that kept her attention squarely on me.  She seemed oblivious to her other surroundings as she stayed engrossed in her view of my legs during the entire flight.  It was so easy to manipulate her that I couldn’t help myself. 

The whole adventure had been quite an experience.  I had successfully used my sexuality to control her actions.  It had been delightful revenge that was definitely a suitable payback for the harassment that I had been getting at work.

Most women never get a chance to realize this sort of retribution for bad male behavior at work.  I thought that I should be satisfied with what I had done and leave it at that.  After all I had enjoyed the week immensely so perhaps I should simply accept whatever retribution I received.

No matter what I would always know that I had humiliated the boss at the conference.  The more I thought about it the more disappointed that I became that I hadn’t taken pictures so I could share them with the girls at the office.  They simply would have loved to have seen Priscilla—she did look so cute in her pink apron and hat.

Back on the ground we collected our luggage and walked out to the parking garage.  By the time we arrived at my car we were both exhausted.  I was fatigued from the stress of what might happen Monday and I think that Priscilla was worn out from walking in the high heels she had been wearing now for several days.  As that thought occurred to me I smiled—a real woman would have known better than to pack for a trip and not include a pair of more comfortable shoes.  Priscilla had learned a lesson.

I was sorry that I had driven to the airport—it would mean an extra stop on the way home to drop Priscilla off.  That was when I made a bold decision that I will always savor.  Feeling dominant and certainly with nothing to lose I made an executive decision.  I wasn’t going to take Priscilla to her home—she was coming home with me!

It was the perfect solution to my problem.  I had a small guest bedroom in the house that she could use so it wouldn’t be inconvenient to have a guest.  Since she only had her feminine clothing she would have to stay at my place until I could decide what I was going to do.  It would buy more time for me and maybe I could come up with an idea of what I should do before Monday.

When Priscilla noticed that we weren’t heading for her house she asked where we were going.  I told her that she was spending the weekend with me and that I had some work that needed to be done and that she was going to help.

Perhaps she was just worn down into total submission from the weekend events.  For whatever reason there was no fight left in her.  She simply nodded her head “Yes” as though she had expected to help me out all along.

I wondered if it could it be that Priscilla was simply that submissive.  She had been extremely easy to order about—not at all like Preston.  I definitely liked Priscilla far more than I ever had liked Preston.  She was far more accommodating and far less demanding.

Things seemed to become a bit clearer Saturday morning after a good rest.  What I needed to do was to call my good friend Sandy and ask her what I should do with my quandary.  Without telling her about my problem I arranged to meet her that evening for dinner.


CHAPTER 8.  Reluctant Recruit

I decided that it might not be a good idea to leave Priscilla alone so I made the decision to bring her with me for my dinner with Sandy.  I was planning on telling Sandy about everything that happened so having Priscilla there would serve to prove my unbelievable story true.

Sandy arrived at the restaurant at the same time that we did and parked next to us.  As we got out of the car I introduced her to “To my friend Priscilla”.

I half expected Sandy to recognize Priscilla but to my surprise there was not even a hint of recognition.  Instead she offered her hand, smiled, and said “Pleased to meet you Priscilla”.  We walked in together and took a seat in a quiet booth in the back corner.  This particular restaurant was my favorite because of the amount of privacy the high backed seating provided.  It would enable us to talk confidentially while we had dinner without fear of being overheard.

I was so worried about my own problem that I had forgotten about Sandy.  Her good friend Pamela had been fired and she was worried about her own job as well.  On top of that without a new hire starting Monday she would have to work by herself—a grueling task under the strict supervision of Mrs. Oxmoor.  The demanding woman would be impossible to please working on her own.  She immediately began to talk to me about her situation.

She blamed Preston for putting her into her awful circumstances.  She liked Pamela and felt that she had not gotten a fair shake.  Pamela had been an excellent maid.  Had Preston simply been a bit more flexible everything would have been fine.

As Sandy unloaded her problem I couldn’t get a word in edgewise.  As a result I didn’t have a chance to discuss Priscilla—so poor Sandy continued to spill out her emotions right in front of the target of her wrath.  She ranted about what a lousy owner Preston was and how she couldn’t stand his condescending attitude.  She too had noticed his sexist leering and she said that she couldn’t take too much more of it.

Priscilla squirmed uncomfortably as she had to sit meekly and listen to an unvarnished evaluation from one of her best employees.  The evaluation wasn’t pretty with Sandy finishing up with a “And if I could I would fire him immediately-- he is such a turd!”

Tears were forming in her eyes when suddenly she had a revelation.  What she needed to solve her problem was a new hire.  She really didn’t want to have to work so hard on Monday—the solution was really rather simple.  She suggested that we just hire Priscilla to help.

At first the idea caught me by surprise but then I thought that the idea had merit.  I mean, why not?  I looked over at Priscilla who was seemingly in shock at the thought.  I’m sure that she realized the danger in working for the woman who had just disparaged her right in front of her.  That’s when I realized the brilliance of the plan.  Just imagine the boss having to work as a maid for the woman who he had just put on probation!  It was so delicious I just had to make it happen.

“I think that’s a great idea Sandy!”  I squealed with enthusiasm.  It was a perfect plan—I could keep my job and Priscilla would be out of the way.  Heck, we were having dinner with Sandy and she had not recognized Priscilla so why would anyone else?

Finally Priscilla composed herself and tried to object.

“Really Sandy I don’t…”

I broke in.

“What Priscilla is trying to say is that she has been looking for work.  I’m sure that she is so grateful for this opportunity that she doesn’t know what to say.  Isn’t that right dear?”

I looked at Priscilla hoping that this little nudge would work.

Excitedly Sandy looked at Priscilla.

“Then it is settled.  Be at the office first thing Monday morning and I’ll set you up.”

I felt much better as we finished our dinner.  I had accomplished more than I could have thought possible and it just kept getting better and better.

Priscilla was silent as I drove her back to my home.


CHAPTER 9.  Strict Supervision

Preston had always seemed so strong and formidable to me.  So much so that none of us had ever dared to cross him before.  Now he was a captive in my home obediently following my instructions all the while dressed up like a servile woman.  Preston was now Priscilla—I had changed him into her simply with my assertive demanding tone.

It was a heady experience trapping the arrogant boss in the Priscilla persona.  I felt so powerful—suddenly superior to the person I had previously been subordinate to.  I was in charge now and I saw nothing but reverence in her eyes.  I wanted nothing more than to keep it that way.

That weekend I had her clean my house from top to bottom while dressed in her maid uniform.  She did all of my laundry for me then folded or hung everything before putting it carefully away where it belonged.

I was amazed that she hadn’t challenged my authority.  Instead she seemed to enjoy my orders as she scurried about making sure that she was pleasing me.

As I watched her work in her maid uniform she seemed so docile—not bossy at all.  When I gave an order she would lower her eyes and listen before quickly responding to my every command.  I enjoyed the feeling of power—I had never before experienced the thrill of ordering a male about and it was intoxicating to think that my sexuality was that overwhelming.

I teased her unmercifully.  At one point I was sitting and enjoying a glass of wine while she worked.  I called her over and I ordered her to look at me.  As she did I moved my hands to my dress and raised the hem slightly.  “Would you like to see more of this?”  Now I was simply tempting her, I had no intention of ever giving her any more eye candy than she had already seen.

She gaped hungrily while she shook her head yes.  I ordered her to hers knees and there she was gazing up at me from a kneeling position on the floor in total admiration.  I felt so sexy, it was a wonderful feeling.  I teased her a bit by first pulling my hem up before I covered my legs as much as I could taking away some of the view that she was admiring.  Now I glared at her pausing to choose my words carefully.

“Only the very best employees are privileged to see any more than that.  I expect you to be an obedient girl tomorrow and follow all of Sandy’s instructions.  If I hear otherwise there will be a price to pay.  Do you understand?”

Now she shook her head yes.

“Good, then I expect you dressed and ready to go in the morning.  Don’t wear your maid uniform we’ll have Sandy fit you at the office.  You are dismissed!”

She went back to work scrubbing my kitchen floor on her hands and knees.  I had told her to clean floors that way simply because I liked the look of her down on her knees.  The poor girl seemed to be so aroused, so tantalized, that she couldn’t resist my orders.  It was heaven.

That Monday morning Priscilla was dressed in her secretarial attire as instructed.  We rode together to work without a word.  When we parked in the lot she looked so sheepish as she slowly stepped out of the car.  She was returning to work but not exactly in the same capacity that she had left.  Nothing would ever be same at the office for either of us again.

Sandy was a longtime valued employee of our company.  She was dedicated, had never missed a day of work, and could always be counted on to work any overtime that was needed.  She was quick to laugh, intelligent, and quick witted.  On top of all of that she was attractive.  Like most of our employees she also colored her hair blonde in order to stay with our firm.

Her loyalty was unquestioned and certainly all of the criticism that Preston had leveled was unfair.  In a juicy turnaround Priscilla was to become her junior assistant that very day.  She would now be a maid in training required to obey her every order. 

All of our girls worked in pairs with a senior supervisor usually coupled with a younger less experienced worker.  Sandy was our most senior supervisor and was outstanding working with new employees so she always broke the new ones in at Mrs. Oxmoor’s house. 

She was very capable and did such a fine job with new hires that she initiated all of them.  She was that good at it.  She was also a stickler for detail and not prone to take much backtalk from her assistants.  There was no reason to pair Priscilla with anyone else. 

Sandy was waiting to greet us at the front desk.  Perky as she always was in the morning she greeted Priscilla cheerfully before telling her to follow her into the ladies locker room.

When they emerged Priscilla had been transformed into our corporate vision.  With her uniform, apron, maid cap and corporate makeup she looked just like one of the girls.  I detected a trace of our corporate perfume as she walked past towards the door on her way to work with Sandy at Mrs. Oxmoor’s home.

I don’t know exactly what happened that first day.  I do know that Mrs. Oxmoor called and told me she wanted to keep Priscilla on permanently.  She said that she liked how well she responded to correction and that she “Took to the paddle very well.”

As Sandy brought her back to the office she gave a “thumbs up” to her new employee.  She told me it wasn’t that Priscilla did good work.  In fact she needed plenty of training.  No it was simply that for some reason Mrs. Oxmoor liked her.  She wasn’t sure why but she surmised it was because she thought that Mrs. Oxmoor liked to train naïve beginners.  They were so servile and so in awe of her she simply enjoyed toying with them.  Priscilla fit the bill perfectly.

Given our difficulty keeping maids for Mrs. Oxmoor that by itself was good enough reason to keep Priscilla on.  It was immediately evident that from that day forward Priscilla would be working with Sandy for Mrs. Oxmoor under strict supervision.


CHAPTER 10.  Sissy Maid

Sandy spent time with Priscilla teaching her the finer points of being a domestic maid.  She commented to me many times that while the new girl was not very good at what she was doing so she had been improving.  Sandy had worked hard to “whip her into shape”.  She did have issues.  Specifically she had noticed that Priscilla needed constant supervision—she tended to get lazy when left on her own to work.

Whenever Sandy wasn’t able to convey good working practices to the junior maid Mrs. Oxmoor certainly was happy to step in and help.  Sandy still was watching all of the discipline sessions so she knew exactly how much correction Priscilla had required.

One time Sandy joked that “Our new maid spends more time with her panties down than she does with them up!”  We both snickered at the remark and knowing Mrs. Oxmoor like I did I knew that it was quite probably true.

As far as I was concerned things could have stayed this way indefinitely.  Priscilla came home with me every day and continued to serve me as my own personal maid.  She never did return to her apartment.  When her lease was up we went over there together to pick up a few personal items before I had her box up all the remaining male clothing.

The bland male clothing met a fate similar to that which met the travel suits at the conference—this time I enjoyed watching Priscilla make a sizable contribution to the local Salvation Army drop box.  Somewhere I’m sure someone is enjoying the fine clothing that Priscilla parted ways with.

We decorated my extra bedroom just for Priscilla.  It was painted in a dark pink with lacy rose curtains that absolutely screamed femininity.  Fortunately it had a large closet for the size of the room and it was quickly filled with ladies garments just for Priscilla.  The maid uniforms were joined there by dresses and skirts but absolutely no pants were allowed for her.  I always wanted her to know who was in charge in the home and so I made sure that she could never be the “One wearing the pants in the family” so to speak.

Back at Made For Service I continued to work at my desk outside the office formerly occupied by Priscilla.  Things went awry for me the morning Sandy came in and asked a question that I wasn’t prepared to answer.

“Sonja, where is Preston and when is he coming back?”

She posed the question innocently enough.  I suppose that I should have anticipated it since he had been gone for quite some time.  He had often left the office before for long periods of time and was never missed.  After all I had things under control and it is not as though the staff enjoyed his unwanted attention.

The question caught me off guard at a vulnerable moment.  I had just hung up the phone after quoting a rate for a potentially new customer and we had another of our junior maids turn in her notice moments before that.  It was always difficult to keep the young maids on staff and it was equally difficult to replace them with sincere recruits.

“Preston?  I don’t know.  I have no idea.”

It was a poor response, not well thought out at all.

“He’s been gone all this time and you don’t know where he is?”

She looked at me skeptically.  Sandy could always tell when I lied and I knew right away that she was on to me once again.  She knew that I always had a way to contact Preston and that I always knew where he was.

I stammered around a bit before deciding I should come clean.  I invited her into Preston’s office and closed the door.  Sandy had arrived first that morning and the rest of the maids were due to report for duty any minute.  I didn’t want anyone else to hear what I had to say.  I sat down in the manager’s chair while Sandy sat down in front of me.

“What’s wrong Sonja?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost!  What did you do to Preston?”

Sandy sat in wide eyed disbelief while I recounted the events that had occurred at the conference.  As I finished the story describing how Priscilla came home with me and then to the restaurant where Sandy had recruited her she broke out into a wide grin.

“Do you mean to tell me that Preston has been working for me as my junior maid all of this time?”

I shook my head yes then waited for her response.

“You have to be making this up.  There is no way in this world that Priscilla is Preston.  I just can’t believe it.”

Just then I noticed Priscilla walking in the hallway.  She had been dressing in the locker room while I was conversing with Sandy.  I waived for her to come into my office.  She slowly opened the door trying not to disturb what appeared to be a private meeting.

“Priscilla, I’m looking for the income statement from last year and can’t find it.  Do you know where it is?”

Trying to be helpful and without a pause she replied “Third drawer second file cabinet.”

She couldn’t have possibly realized what she had done.

“Thank you dear, that will be all.  Sandy will be with you in just a few minutes.”

She closed the door and went back out into the lobby to wait for Sandy.

The significance of the response slowly occurred to Sandy.

“How did she know that?  Oh my gosh!  Priscilla is Preston!”

She stared off into space for a few moments.  Then she grinned again.

“Preston is some sort of a sissy maid!”

Now she was gushing in a jubilant glee.

“I can’t believe it; I have her cleaning toilets and scrubbing floors on her hands and knees.  Mrs. Oxmoor paddles her all of the time like she is some sort of naughty schoolgirl!”

She giggled at the thought.  Then she continued.

“I never would have believed it.  Priscilla is so nice; she is so obedient, not at all like Preston was.  What did you do to him?”

She looked confused then she corrected herself, “I mean her?”

I really wasn’t sure what the answer was but I tried my best.

“She is a whole different person when she is all dressed up.  I think that he is turned on by the clothing.  Ever since I caught him he has been acting, well, submissive to me as though I am now superior and in charge.  I haven’t questioned why, I’ve just been enjoying the feeling.”

Then Sandy made an interesting point.  We had been having so much trouble keeping our maids.  They all seemed  to follow the same pattern—sincere when hired, then they become disinterested after a few months, then they stop following instructions, then they quit and move on to another career.

Priscilla was different.  She was sincere, submissive, obedient, and showed no signs of boredom.  In fact she seemed to become more and more interested in pleasing Sandy with her work.  Her position as junior maid was, as Sandy put it, “Just perfect for her,” and she wished that she had more just like her to fill out our staff.

Sandy smiled as she left my office to take Priscilla over to Mrs. Oxmoor’s house to go to work.  Somehow I knew that Sandy was about to be a bit more strict with her junior maid.


CHAPTER 11.  Sissy Revolt

Priscilla was doing a wonderful job both at the office and inside my home.  She really was a natural submissive with many excellent feminine characteristics.

Sandy had indeed become stricter with her but it didn’t seem to make much difference to the junior maid.  She obediently followed the orders of both her supervisor and Mrs. Oxmoor.

At some point though realization must have set in for her as to what had occurred and it gave her second thoughts.  After all she had lost her business to me.  I was now drawing her exorbitant salary while she was paid as an entry level junior maid.  What little money she had was being spent on building her feminine wardrobe.

While I was enjoying my life as head of the company she was cleaning toilets and scrubbing floors under strict feminine supervision.  So in retrospect I suppose that it was bound to happen—she had second thoughts about her new career.

It was a weekend morning.  I was waiting for her to bring my breakfast to me in bed when she slowly came into my bedroom still in her nightgown.  I knew that something was amiss—she should have been in her uniform holding a breakfast tray all prepared to serve my meal.

It was silly attire for a sissy girl to attempt to mount a protest but there she was—meekly standing in her pink nightie her clean shaven legs clearly visible.  She was wearing her pink heeled slippers with a fuzzy puff on top.  Even without her makeup she was still quite a vision of femininity.

Her hair had started to grow out and was one stylish haircut away from our corporate cut.  I had already had her dye it blonde to match the wig she had been wearing to work.  At least she had sense enough to comb it before she made her appearance.

“Miss Blake may I please speak with you for a moment?”

“Sure Priscilla what do you want?”

I looked at the sissy in front of me wondering what she could possibly have to say.  She hadn’t challenged me in any way to this point but I could tell something was wrong.

“I don’t think that I want to dress in women’s clothing anymore.  I want to dress in men’s clothing.  I want to be Preston again.  Please may I have my old job back?”

I wanted to break out laughing at her meek attempt to regain her former position.  Priscilla was demure, obedient, passive, and quite submissive.  There really wasn’t a demanding bone left in her body let alone one capable of standing up to me.  I looked her up and down again.  Imagine this pink creampuff attempting to make a demand of me!  She had to be taught a lesson for sure.

“But Priscilla dear you have no male clothing.  You realize that we would have to go shopping before you would have anything at all to wear don’t you?”

She slowly shook her head “yes” then lowered her eyes.  I knew that this was going to be fun.  I knew that Priscilla couldn’t resist the lure of feminine clothing.  She identified with women not men.  She just didn’t know it yet.

“Okay Priscilla we’ll go shopping for you this morning.  Wear the paisley dress today—I’m afraid it’s the most masculine thing that you own.  Since you want to be Preston again there is no need to put your wig, makeup or jewelry on.  Leave your glasses at home too.  You can go just like that.

She started to form a word of protest.  She had been hiding in disguise behind the makeup, jewelry and wig since that first day.  I’m sure that it gave her a sense of security knowing that no one would realize that she was an imposter.  Now I was going to make her go to the mall without her security blanket.

I made breakfast for us that morning for the first time since the conference.  It seemed odd for me to be doing such a basic domestic chore.  I could see that Priscilla was already getting cold feet.  She sat at the table in her paisley dress trying to convince me to shop for her and bring her male clothing.  I would have no part of it.

Instead I had her change from her black heels to her brown heels to match her dress better.  Priscilla complied—the poor girl had nothing but heels in her closet so she had no choice but to wear her heels with everything.  Her only decision was strappy sandals or patent pumps depending on which made better fashion sense.  This time she chose the pumps.  I giggled to myself thinking that perhaps she thought them manlier.

As we got into the car the way she acted you would have thought she was naked.  She looked around to be sure no one saw her as she swung her legs into the car.

Her face flushed a bright red as the car left the driveway to begin the trip.  She kept her head turned towards me trying to stay unnoticed while occasionally glancing in total embarrassment at other cars as they passed us hoping that she would not be recognized.

When we arrived at the mall I parked as far away from the clothing stores as I could so that she would have to walk across the mall.  I wanted to maximize the amount of people who would see her—a little extra humiliation just for my amusement.

In reality the joke was on her.  She obviously had no idea how she looked.  While she was totally embarrassed and humiliated she was so busy being self-conscious that she didn’t realize that she really looked rather feminine and that nobody was paying any attention to her.

While her hair was not up to corporate standards it had grown out sufficiently to be reasonably feminine.  Her fine features did not betray her sex and her paisley dress and her purse said more about her sexual orientation than anything else.

What the other shoppers witnessed were two girls going to the mall.  We were both in similar colorfully patterned dresses that came just to our knees with matching heels.  There was nothing about either of us that would draw any attention or scrutiny.  We both looked simply feminine.

Macy’s was at the far end of the mall and by the time we arrived Priscilla was shaking with arousal.  I suppose she was waiting for the sissy police to take her away in cuffs but of course no such feminine enforcer arrived.  I had selected this store and this route to it on purpose.  From the mall entrance we used it was necessary to traverse not only the length of the mall but also the ladies department in order to arrive at clothing for gentlemen.

It was at the ladies department where the real teasing began.  I saw a beautiful rayon print that we just had to stop and admire.  I held it up to Priscilla and complimented her on her appearance.  She would look so sexy in it!  We admired a form fitting nylon sheath and then I just had to see the dainty ruffled chiffon number.

By the time we had traversed the dress aisles I knew that Preston was gone forever and that Priscilla would be coming home with me.  Her facial expression said it all—she was immersed in the beautiful garments completely aroused just by being in the same proximity with such delightful femininity.

I decided to turn up the heat by leading her over to ladies lingerie.  I had her touch some delicate lace panties and caress firm foundation garments while I pretended that we were shopping for me.  Her eyes glazed over as she became lost in a world of girlish envy of the forbidden treats.

That day I taught the girl a valuable lesson.  As she was easily led from one feminine garment area to another she must have realized that I was in total control of her.  I was proving in no uncertain terms that a woman could easily lead her about by her sissy male clit and that there was nothing that she could do about it.  She was completely and totally under my control—aroused and titillated into complete submission by the mere vision of feminine garments.

We never reached the clothing aisle for the other sex.  By the time we approached the makeup counter her will had been overwhelmed.  I decided right then that it was time to say goodbye to Preston forever.  When we were solicited by a lovely makeover consultant named Vivian then offered a free makeover Priscilla was unable to protest as I offered her up for the full treatment. 

Priscilla sat with a blissful glow as the technician gave her a look suitable for a runway model.  To say that she was enthralled with Vivian would be an understatement.  Those lewd urges would have no relief here.  Vivian was ignorant of her true identity so she simply patiently applied feminine makeup systematically turning Priscilla into a lovely girlish image.

Priscilla was mesmerized by the artistry of the beautiful woman as she carefully applied her talents.  Each stroke of the makeup brush seemed to take away a piece of that rebellious girl I had seen earlier.  Quickly she appeared to me to be a swooning admirer of the charming woman she could never hope to know any better.

I’m sure that Priscilla would have come on to Vivian if she could have but even those longing eyes didn’t connect with the makeup artist.  I watched with satisfaction as the cosmetologist paid no particular attention to the obvious admiration—she had no idea that she was working on a sissy girl so instead she treated Priscilla just like any other female client.  She paid no mind to the wistful look of the sissy--why would she?

Perhaps the most unexpected turn occurred when Vivian noticed that Priscilla didn’t have pierced ears and she offered to “take care of that” for her at no charge.  I’m pretty sure that Priscilla would have done just about anything Vivian suggested so it was no surprise that she liked the idea.

Completely giving in to her feminine urges Priscilla offered no resistance as she was pierced and fitted with diamond studded earrings by the helpful cosmetologist.  Vivian also managed to sell her some enchanting hoop earrings that she could wear to work once her piercing was healed as well as a bag full of cosmetics just like the ones she had demonstrated on her.

Finished with her work Vivian took a moment to admire the effect before she smiled and looked for her next customer.  She had no idea what a titillating adventure the experience had been for Priscilla.  She never had a clue as to what she had done to the sissy—leaving Priscilla in an aroused state willing to obey any order or command imaginable.

Vivian had put Priscilla under such an intoxicating spell that I dare say she could have sold her a store filled with cosmetics without much effort at all.  As Vivian moved on to the next customer Priscilla sat and gazed at herself in the makeup mirror.  She was enthralled with the experience mesmerized by the setting which was specifically designed to appeal to the woman in us all.

I wondered to myself if Vivian would have been flattered or repulsed had she realized what had just occurred.  Then I decided--no matter--the deed had been done and Priscilla was now going to be mine.

With her new look complete I suggested that we return to lingerie to pick her up some stockings.  Completely forgetting our original mission she was more than agreeable.  Once we returned to the lingerie department Priscilla dropped any resistance that may have been still been hidden inside by indulging herself with panty and bra purchases along with the stockings.

Her makeover had given her a trace of girlish confidence.  I smiled as she opened her purse to pay for her selections.  She was so dainty and ladylike—good manners for a relatively new sissy.

When we passed the ladies wear I thought Priscilla would benefit by trying on some of the dresses that we had seen earlier.  She looked positively delightful in the nylon sheath.  She purchased the sheath as well as a flouncy party dress that I knew we would put to good use sooner or later.  Every girl should have at least one party dress so I thought why should Priscilla be any different?  She matched a sassy red handbag to the dress to complete the look.

By the time we were done Priscilla had spent almost all of her money on feminine clothing.  She had no will left to purchase anything for Preston even if she had tried.  Her own desires had betrayed her.  Now she would realize that there was no point in resisting the obvious submissive desire that burned inside of her.

I learned a few things on this little trip too.  Once a sissy always a sissy—no matter what Priscilla says I know that deep down inside that hidden little girl always has a passionate desire to submit to femininity.  Just a touch of encouragement can bring that little girl to the forefront.  It is that knowledge that keeps me in charge and my maid at my service.

Sometimes it is best to give a sissy a little space.  Girls like to let their hair down every now and then and sissies are no different.  It is important to keep an eye on them when they have a bit freedom just to make sure that they find their way back into their panties and bra.

Submission to female authority is “built into” many males.  Sometimes they squirm trying to resist but it does them no good.  As women all we have to do is find a way to tap into it and they are at our mercy.  There is nothing like the power trip of having your own helpless sissy to lead around by the genitals.  I routinely like to remind myself that the girl in charge is never the one in the maid uniform.

When we were ready to head home with our shopping treasures I still felt the need to punish Priscilla for her little revolt.  After all shopping for feminine attire was more reward than punishment for the girl so I knew that I had to do something in order to prevent any naughty thoughts of ever trying it again.  I knew that she was highly aroused by the shopping experience so at this point she was totally reliant upon my sympathy.

In the past I hadn’t had the need to punish her since she had been so compliant for me.  I suppose that this caused me to be lenient.  The last thing that we did in the mall was stop in at a fashionable shoe store.  Like all girls Priscilla was fascinated by the delightful array of footwear all designed for show but no so much for practicality.  It was in this store that I decided upon punishment for Priscilla.

I asked the salesgirl—a young woman named Phyllis to show us sandals in pink with the highest heels they had.  She brought out a strappy pair that had wonderful six inch heels.  They were exactly what I had in mind—perfect to teach a rebellious sissy a lesson.

Priscilla looked lustfully at them and eagerly tried them on.  Initially she had some trouble walking in them but after a few steps she found her balance.  I thought that they showcased her legs nicely so I complimented her on the look.  Phyllis complemented her on her pink toenail polish noting how well the color went with the sandals.  That was all it took for Priscilla to be sold.

Watching her take those first few steps in those extreme heels I was reminded of my attempt at wearing similarly high platforms back in college.  My legs were sore for a week and I promised myself never to wear anything like that ever again.

I insisted that Priscilla wear the new heels home.  As we left the shoe store Priscilla walked slowly still trying to learn the proper gait.  It was then that I told her that for her insolence she would be wearing those shoes at all times for the next week.  She looked somewhat relieved--I think she thought that I was being easy on her.

Again the joke was on her.  By the time we reached the car she was moaning about the painful shoes but she couldn’t do anything about it.  This was just another lesson for the sissy girl to learn.  While those shoes may look enticingly feminine they are not very easy to wear.

I don’t know what it was about that trip to the mall but it caused something to change inside of me.  Maybe it was triggered by the stiletto heels clicking on the pavement on the way back to the car.  Maybe it was the way Priscilla had gazed at Vivian.  It had reminded me of the longing looks I had received at the office.  The cosmetologist was attractive for sure but I wanted Priscilla’s attention strictly on me.

All those times at the office when Preston had looked at me I had never felt any attraction.  Preston was overbearing and condescending at the office.  Priscilla was different.  She was demure, meek, and obedient.  Her subservience echoed in every step she took in those heels.

All of those thoughts came to me at once as I drove us back home.  By the time we came in the front door I was turned on by the power I had wielded over Priscilla.  My sexuality had overcome her resistance and caused her to accept my discipline for behavior that I had not approved of.

To be honest I was a bit confused.  Did I make her wear the heels because she wanted to stop being a maid or was it because she had given her attention to Vivian? I wasn’t sure of my motivation but I was sexually charged. 

Now I wanted to take Priscilla as my own—to show my feminine superiority by having her submit totally to me while she pleasured me.  Now I could no longer control my own urges—we all have them don’t we girls?  In a lustful fit I ordered her straight to the bedroom.

On my nightstand I had a blindfold that I used occasionally to help myself sleep.  Moonlit nights sometimes kept me up so the darkness of a blindfold was comfortable.  I had Priscilla put it on herself before I took her by the hand and led her over to the bed.

She looked so docile and submissive.  She stood there waiting for my orders like such a good girl.  Still in those stilettos that must have ached on her feet.  I started to lose control of myself—I pulled her to my body and gave her a long passionate kiss.  She moaned in response while eagerly returning my urgent probing.

When the embrace ended she stood in her blindfold waiting for instructions.  That was when it occurred to me what I wanted from her.  I wanted to have my own concubine.  A servant trained to pleasure me exactly the way I liked it and how I wanted it.  I could tell from just the one kiss that Priscilla was going to be just perfect.

Before her training began I had to have another reminder of my superiority.  How dare she look at Vivian when I was her Mistress!  I ordered Priscilla to kneel down in front of me.

I spoke in a lusty demanding voice.

“Girl, I want you to kiss my ass right now!”

I turned around smiling as she found my waist before she reached under my dress and planted a kiss on my bottom.

“No, not like that.  On my bare bottom!”

Now she was pulling down my pantyhose and panties.  I could feel her hands shaking as she helped me out of my shoes then pulled the garments off.  Then I felt a soft kiss on my buttocks.

“Do you have to be taught everything girl?  I would have thought that you were a better ass kisser than that!”

She started to smother my buttocks with wet kisses.  As her tongue traced a circle around my hind orifice I moaned in pleasure.  I stepped away then pulled my own dress off before lying on the bed.

“You will now be taught how to provide oral servitude to your Mistress.  You will follow all of my instructions exactly.  You should know that if you fail to please me in any way you will be punished.  Do you understand?”

I suppose for a moment I thought I had gone too far.  My doubts were immediately quelled.

“Yes Miss Blake.”

Males are ill-mannered and untrained in matters of feminine oral worship.  They are in far too much of a hurry to finish and move on to other manners.  Many haven’t even tried this delight or they simply refuse.  I was going to make sure that it would be different with Priscilla.

I taught her that a woman should be approached as though she were a delicate flower.  A tongue should gently caress the pedals while being careful to show respect at all times for the soft nature of the flower.

I enjoyed the gentle tantalizing of her tongue for what seemed like hours of pure pleasure.  I had her gently caress my breasts then return to my eager lips.  She was forbidden to plunge her tongue inside until I deemed I was sufficiently aroused by her foreplay.

When she finally lapped eagerly at my rosebud I came in waves of orgasmic bliss.  My body shook with passion and my legs closed on her head holding her firmly in place while she continued to gently caress.  I would not be denied enjoying the full intensity of my conquest.

Priscilla had never made love to a woman before.  In a sense I had taken her virginity away from her.  While I let her tongue explore my inner womanhood I did not allow her to satisfy herself.  In my final act of authority for the day I dismissed her like a common whore who had finished with her work and then had been paid off.

I kept her in those stiletto heels for months as a reminder to her of my superiority.  As all girls know sometimes we have to endure a bit of discomfort to look just right.  By the end of the following week Priscilla was walking in her heels like an expert.  Sandy said that Mrs. Oxmoor had complimented her on how attractive they were so she seemed to enjoy wearing them even if she paid a womanly price with the daily foot soreness.

Needless to say the sissy revolt was over and I had won.


CHAPTER 12.  No Means Yes

After the blissful oral worship I had received I knew that I wasn’t going to let Priscilla go—I had to keep her all for myself.  After all a girl doesn’t get too many opportunities to have her own personal maid who is not only obedient but also well trained in providing her with heavenly pleasure.  Yes I admit that Vivian had made me jealous and now I was in no mood to share.

If you think about it a traditional woman’s wedding ring is the ultimate representation of devout servitude.  With every betrothal comes the engagement ring.  We wear the ring to show that we are taken—that we belong to someone as though we are property to be owned.

When the wedding occurs we put on our wedding ring—our symbol of domestic servitude.  It is acknowledged that once we put that ring on our finger we are to be left alone except by our owner—our husband—whom we are expected to serve and obey.

There are many other such gender conventions that rule women in society.  For instance from the time we are born we wear the color pink since it is associated with women.  When you see those babies wearing pink coming home from the delivery room everyone knows that you have a girl.  Males never wear pink—the color is regarded as so feminine that they avoid it like the plague.

Observe that the same can’t be said about the color blue.  While blue is associated with baby boys the color quickly becomes moot once they start to grow.  Notice that you will see women wearing all sorts of shades of blue but you will never see a male doing the same with pink hues.

Perhaps the worst gender stereotype of all is that “No” means “Yes”.  When a male says “no” everyone believes that he really means it.  When a woman says “no”, well somehow it is at the discretion of male to decide if she really does mean it.

I learned this at an early age.  I was out on a date when an over-aggressive male decided to take advantage of me.  Perhaps my reaction was an indication of the type of woman that I would become.  My plea of “no” was totally disregarded until my well placed knee put an end to the discussion.  That was what it took for him to finally get the message.  To this day I’m not sure if the poor thing can father children but at least he learned that day that when a girl says “no” she means “no”.

What I like about these customs that are applied to women is that they set the standard for how we should deal with our sissy maids.  It was after the mall adventure that this occurred to me and with Priscilla at my mercy why wouldn’t I take full advantage of that to put her in her place permanently?

Let me demonstrate for you how I put her in her place as well as how to apply this gender stereotype in practice to a sissy.  I was watching Priscilla cooking dinner and the thought occurred to me how drab she looked in her maid uniform.  I mean really the girl wore her maid uniform all day at work so shouldn’t I be entitled to something special at home?

So that next day I went on a shopping trip of my own.  When Priscilla came home from work that evening I implemented a bit of a change.  I told her that from then on I expected her to change into another outfit when she came home from work.  I wanted her to look different for me at home then she did at work.

There was no apparent resistance to this order until I brought out the clothing that I wanted her to wear and held it out for her to take.  I would have thought that a girlish pink dress would have been appreciated but I found out differently.

Instead I thought the poor dear was going to cry as she shook her head “no”.  There was a cute cry in her voice.  

“Please Miss Blake; please don’t make me wear that.  Please, I’ll do anything for you but please don’t make me wear that.”

Personally I don’t see anything wrong with a sissy wearing pink.  Even if boys don’t wear pink certainly there is nothing wrong with a sissy doing so.  A pink outfit reflects the true submissive sissy in her true feminine adoring light.  So I was taken somewhat by surprise as I held up the short pink chiffon dress with all of the pink accessories then heard the protest.

A girl must project her authority over her sissy maid.  So I ordered her to strip right then and there.  She continued to beg as she slowly took her uniform off.  I had her strip naked before I gave her the pink panties that were trimmed in pink lace.

“Please, no!”

It was a soft defiant plea that she sounded to no avail as she slipped the panties on.  I gave her the matching pink bra.

“Please Sonja.”

“I beg your pardon missy!”

Please Miss Blake, anything but pink!”

Now she had the bra on and her breast forms were in place.  It was time for what I thought was the best part of the outfit—a cute pink garter belt with pink stockings.  The stockings were difficult to find so I was proud that I was able to get them in the right shade in her size.

I could tell that the attire appealed to her inner womanly desires even if she couldn’t admit it.  Her little meager resistance faded with each piece that she donned.  I do love seeing submission overcome sissy girls and this was an amusing opportunity to see it first-hand.  She clipped the stockings to the garters seeming to concentrate more on the task at hand then on the fact she was being turned into a lovely pink sissy girl.

I zipped her into the tiny pink dress.  I wanted her to feel as though she was being placed into the pink sissy color by her Mistress and learn that she could not defy me.  I wanted her to know that it was my superior authority that was overcoming her futile efforts to resist.  After I pulled the zipper up I handed her the pink heeled sandals that matched the dress perfectly.  She slipped them on her feet.

The final touch was accessories--a tiny pink apron, a pink mob cap with pink ribbons, and some jewelry.  She took the apron and tied it on.  Likewise without even a suggestion from me she put the cap over her hair.  She certainly knew her place.

I also had bought a few pieces of jewelry especially for the moment.  I put a gold ID bracelet on her with “Priscilla” etched on it.  Then I added an engraved gold heart tag necklace which I placed around her neck.

Engraved on the front of the plate was “Sonja Says” and on the back “I Obey”.  The last piece was a matching engagement ring.  Inside the band was the same inscription “Sonja Says I Obey”.  I placed it on her finger and told her she was now engaged to me and to keep it on her at all times.

The pink feminine stereotype fit her well.  She was a vision of femininity—she certainly did look pretty in pink—as cute as a sissy could possibly get.  With the ring on her finger everyone would know that she was mine no matter what she was wearing or where she went.

In a final show of superiority I took her over to a full length mirror and had her take a long look at her sissy maid reflection.  Her mouth opened a bit forming the word “No” but nothing came out.

Her look absolutely screamed submission.  The tiny flared dress showed her legs with a bit of panty and stocking top as well.  The dress was fringed in white lace—a charming feminine touch.

While no self-respecting woman would wear this feminine garb it was perfectly suitable for a sissy girl named Priscilla.  The look was absolutely girlishly prissy—a pink feminine statement best suited for a Shirley Temple movie.

Stereotypes can be useful.  With her apron and cap her role was self-evident.  Guests in my home would need no further explanation.  No one could possibly mistake that this girl was a servant—one pretty in pink at that.

As she gazed at herself in the mirror I think that her reality set in.  She was in fact my maid and she would obey me—she had no choice.  She was wrapped in pink femininity.  She was held captive by her inner submissive sissy and no matter how much she tried she was now destined to serve me as my pretty sissy maid.

I have to say that I enjoyed the moment immensely.  She had struggled against the pink ensemble like a child refusing to eat spinach.  In the end I had won—she yielded to my authority and to my amusement found herself encased in pink femininity.

I had overpowered her with my superior feminine charm.  She was no longer the leering overbearing boss.  Now she was under my control—a sissy to be used for my pleasure and my needs.  Her own urges and desires had betrayed her and now she was under my spell helpless to resist me.

Now I was in charge.  She could squirm all she wanted in that sissy prison I had placed her in but she was not capable of escape.  Now she would be ogled and now she would serve me.  Her only place now was to please and pleasure me.

I put her back to work immediately.  Her manners seemed to improve.  Her curtsy was a bit more meek and her “Yes Miss Blake” that much more sincere.  Yes pink is the color of sissy.

The next work day the other girls noticed her ring and they all gathered around to admire it.  Rather sheepishly Priscilla showed it off while the girls gushed over how pretty it was.  They noticed the bracelet and giggled at the inscription on the necklace.  I enjoyed the show.

I do think that pink is her color so I have her wearing it often.  She doesn’t protest anymore but instead obediently changes when she comes home from work.  I guess that “No” really does mean “Yes”.


CHAPTER 13.  Priscilla Makeover

It wasn’t that long after that when Sandy came to me with a brilliant idea.  She spoke with a devious glint in her eyes.

“Sonja I think you’ve been working way too hard.  What you need is a secretary.  Now that Priscilla knows the routine outside the office I think she could be of big help to you inside the office.  Let me take Priscilla home for the weekend so that I can teach her a few new things so that she’ll be ready to start for you on Monday.  I’ll do a bit of extra training and perhaps a makeover on her.  If you approve I think that the extra work will pay off for you big time.  What do you think?”

I really could use a bit of help in the office and it made so much sense.  After all, I was doing both Preston’s job and my own so why wouldn’t I want to use Priscilla as my secretary?  Like always it was a brilliant idea by Sandy.  I had the feeling that she had something more in mind but I didn’t ask her about it.  I was curious as to what she had in store for Priscilla but I didn’t want to spoil the fun for Sandy.

That weekend was rather strange for me.  I had to cook my own meals and pick up after myself—all tasks that I had assigned to Priscilla and frankly I had become quite accustomed to having done for me.  I didn’t do anything with my dirty dishes and clothing—I left them for Priscilla to do when she returned.

When Monday morning arrived I sat at my desk waiting for Sandy and Priscilla to report for work.  At that point I was second guessing my decision to give up my maid service for the weekend.  It is difficult to give convenience up particularly when it is in the form of personal maid service.  I changed my mind as soon as they both walked through the door.

Sandy came into my office with Priscilla waiting behind in the lobby.  Sandy began with a brief introduction.

“I thought we could use a new image around here so I made a few changes.”

With that she took out a tiny bell and summoned Priscilla with it.  Meekly the girl walked into my office.  She stopped in front of my desk then bobbed a curtsy.

“Good morning Miss Blake.”

Proudly Sandy asked, “What do you think?”

She looked so precious.  Instead of our usual corporate look Priscilla had been completely transformed.  While Sandy was still dressed in her usual uniform Sandy had Priscilla in a tawdry looking French maid uniform.  It was so impractical it was comical to see her in it. What a uniform it was!  It simply gushed submission leaving no doubt whatsoever that the girl wearing it was extremely effeminate and easily manipulated.

The tiny dress was black with white frilly fringe at all the edges.  Her stocking tops were visible at the hem as well as her white rumba panties.  A crinoline slip flared the hem out making for a dramatic presentation.  She had a lacy white apron that accentuated her waist and matched her cap.

Not only had Sandy done a number on the uniform she had remade Priscilla as well.  Her breasts and hips had both been padded out even more than previously.  Her bra size now had to be something like a 38EE while her hips were similarly proportioned.  The breast forms required to do that must have been massive.  The effect though was that Priscilla was now a well-endowed woman with a tiny feminine waist.

Sandy hadn’t stopped there.  The girl now had huge hoop earrings that nearly touched her shoulders.  She had bangles on her wrists, an ankle bracelet, and several rings on her fingers.  Her short blonde hair had been replaced with a long curly blonde hair wig.

Her makeup was best described as slutty.  Her eyes were lined in dramatic black mascara with several shades of pink shadow.  With her red cheeks and red glossy lipstick I would have thought that she had been made up for streetwalking.  The look was total humiliation for the sissy girl.  Just when I thought nothing could have made her appearance look any more like that of a bimbo than it did, I noticed her fingernails.

She now had long fingernails that would make typing just about impossible.  They were polished in a red that matched her lips as well as her toenails which I could plainly see because of the strappy heels that she wore.  The heels were at least six inches in height—the poor girl would be struggling to move around in those.

I knew what Sandy had tried to do—this was a payback to Priscilla for her earlier treatment of Sandy.  She had turned Priscilla into a bimbo office secretary in every way imaginable.  I approved.  It was perfect.  Then it got even better!

“I’ve taught Priscilla a number of things that are important to being a good secretary.  I think you’ll like the results.  Perhaps the best is that I’ve taught her how to address her superiors, haven’t I Priscilla?”

She looked at the maid who responded with “Yes Miss Whitestone” while bobbing another curtsy.

“It gets even better than that.  As you know a good secretary never says no to a request so I’ve taught Priscilla to always say yes to any instructions that you might give her.  Isn’t that so Priscilla?”

Again Priscilla responded with “Yes Miss Whitestone” and another curtsy.

“Wouldn’t you just love to be Miss Blake’s secretary?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone,” followed of course by another curtsy.

Sandy sat down while Priscilla stood meekly at attention waiting for instructions.  We discussed the work that she had done over the weekend including the makeover and her plans for Priscilla.  She had obviously spent time planning every detail of the makeover including ordering the dress and accessories in advance that Priscilla was modeling for me.

When she finished the story she insisted on one more thing.  She felt it was appropriate to introduce my new secretary to the rest of the staff.  She had told the maids to gather in the employee lounge for the occasion where they were now waiting for us.

“Priscilla, wouldn’t you like to have the rest of the girls see your new uniform?”

Again she replied, “Yes Miss Whitestone” and yet another curtsy.

Sandy and I led the way down the hallway to the lounge.  She had a devious grin as we entered the room where the entire staff was patiently waiting.  They had not been told the purpose of the meeting.  The tension was broken when Priscilla followed us into the room.  There were a few gasps as well as giggles followed by a low murmur of discussion followed by laughter.

Priscilla stood obediently at the front of the group standing next to and just behind Sandy and myself.  Her face was crimson red proving that she understood the humiliation that she was being subjected to but nevertheless she seemed unable to do anything about it.  There was nothing holding her there yet she obediently stayed in place.

“I have an announcement girls,” Sandy began.

“Priscilla is going to be Sonja’s new secretary starting today.  We will be looking for a replacement maid to work in the field so if you know anyone send them our way.

As you can see our new secretary is modeling our new front office image.  Our uniforms in the field will not be changed at this time.  As you know Priscilla has been working with me for a while as my junior maid.  What you might not know though is that Priscilla is really our former boss Preston and that she has given up her position to become a sissy maid.”

With that announcement there was a louder murmur in the room with a few giggles.  Most of the maids stared at Priscilla seemingly in disbelief.

“Priscilla tell the girls for me, you were Preston weren’t you?”

There was a moment of hesitation as Priscilla fought the urge to humiliate herself in front of our entire staff of maids.  Finally she couldn’t help herself and succumbed to her superior.

“Yes Miss Whitestone, I was Preston”, and with that there was another curtsy.

The room exploded in hilarious laughter at the expense of the hapless sissy maid.  Sandy continued.

“I wanted all of you to know the truth about Priscilla.  She is extremely submissive to firm authoritative women.  She also has a desire to apologize to all of you for her boorish behavior.  Priscilla agrees that she was ill-mannered and that she should be punished for her rude actions.  Wouldn’t you like to apologize to all of the girls and be punished girl?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone,” followed of course by another curtsy.

“So ladies here is what we are going to do.  I’m going to bring Priscilla over to the Ping-Pong table here…” and with that she led Priscilla to the table.

“…and have her lower her panties and bend over for us.”

Unable to resist any direction from Sandy Priscilla obediently lowered her padded panties exposing her bare bottom and then bent herself over the table with her legs together and her arms stretched out above her head.  Her bottom was at the perfect height and angle submissively presented just waiting for her punishment.

There were more audible gasps in the room and suppressed laughter.  Sandy picked up one of the paddles from the table and continued.

“I’m going to invite each and every one of you to take the paddle and apply as many swats as you would like to our little trollop here.  As you can see she is eager to be reprimanded for her actions.  Please take out all of your frustrations for all of the times that you were treated rudely or inappropriately.  Sally would you please hold her down by the wrists.”

Sally walked over and grasped Priscilla by the wrists effectively pinning her in position helplessly bent over the table.

With that she handed the paddle to the nearest maid—Linda--who just the month before had been put on probation by Preston because she had lowered the hem on her dress.

Linda blushed a bit then gave a light tap on the upraised bottom.

“No, no Linda, not like that.”  Sandy took the paddle back.  “Let me show you how this is done.”

With that Sandy delivered a loud smack to the bare bottom that seemed to echo throughout the room.  Unable to do more than just squirm Priscilla lifted one leg for just a moment as her bottom changed colors where the paddle had struck.

Now the room erupted in complete raucous glee as Linda took the paddle back and delivered a similar smack.  The group urged her on with rowdy encouragement as she delivered a series of stinging blows to the naughty girl.

They then took turns as each woman continued the assault on the buttocks of the secretary.  Her bottom was quickly turning a dark scarlet crimson.

Priscilla started to moan as though she were losing her self-control as the lesson continued with wild enthusiasm.  The girls taunted and teased her while the lesson was gleefully applied.

“Look at her cute red bottom!”

Smack!

“I just love those heels!”

Smack!

“What color is that lipstick Priscilla?”

Smack!

I couldn’t believe that Priscilla would just stay in place while the group took turns paddling her like some errant child.  I gave Sandy a puzzled look and she whispered into my ear.

“I found out that she is so submissive that she actually likes to be paddled.  She finds it arousing!”

We allowed the staff to take out all of their pent-up frustrations that had been simmering for years.  When they finally had enough playful retaliation I knew that Priscilla would have difficulty sitting for a while so I had her stand in the corner in the break room holding her skirt and slip up for all of the girls to see.

At the end of the shift Priscilla was still standing there facing the wall, bottom still red, as the girls went across the hall to change out of their uniforms.  Even from my office I could hear the gleeful chatter and laughter coming from the locker room.


CHAPTER 14.  A New Recruit

A few days later Priscilla brought a visitor into my office.  Initially I thought perhaps one of the girls was playing a joke on me.  Priscilla led the young man into my office and I had him take a seat in front of me.

The boyish male was thin and about the same height as Priscilla.  He had blonde hair and blue eyes.  His name was Patrick and he said was applying for the opening we had for a new maid.  I thought he must be mistaken because usually we only hired women.  He said he had been referred by one of the women who already worked here and that he had been told to ask for Sandy.

Sandy had not left for her clients yet so I had Priscilla bring her over to me.  She came into my office and looked at Patrick.

“This is Patrick he said that he was referred to us for the maid position and was told to ask for you.  Do you know anything about this?”

She looked at the young man sitting in front of my desk and smiled.

“I do Sonja; I thought he had the qualifications to take Priscilla’s position working for Mrs. Oxmoor.  He has good references.”

I was still a bit puzzled.  I looked at Sandy trying to discern what she had in mind.  She smiled when she realized that I didn’t “get it”.  She called Priscilla back into the office.

“Take Patrick back to the locker room and get her dressed for her interview.”

“Yes Miss Whitestone”.  With a curtsy Priscilla was off to the dressing room with Patrick.

As they left my office and moved out of listening range I literally burst into laughter.  I knew the drill we had for new recruits since we still hadn’t changed anything since I had taken charge at Maid For Service.  Our former boss had liked to know how the recruits would look in their uniform so they would be taken to the locker room where they were put in uniform, fitted with a wig, and then made up.

Priscilla full well knew the routine—she had invented it.  So I could only presume that she was off to do the same thing with Patrick.

To this point I was thinking that Priscilla was sort of a one of a kind.  Right up to that very moment I didn’t think that there could possibly be another.

“Sandy I don’t think that young man is going to willingly allow Priscilla to put him in a uniform.”

“I think you’ll be surprised,” she offered, “Patrick was highly recommended by Lori.  She says that he would fit in perfectly.  Let me conduct the interview and I’ll show you.”

I had no reason to doubt Sandy.  Lori was highly regarded as she had done exemplary work for us for years.  She had always shown good judgment so I had no reason to doubt her recommendation.

Also I had often allowed Sandy to conduct interviews in my presence—she had a gift for choosing good candidates.  So it would not be unusual to have her take this interview.

“Besides we’ve had such poor luck retaining our help I thought that if we could find a few more like Priscilla we could solve that problem.”

It seemed like a reasonable idea.  At least I was willing to give it a try.  I still didn’t think that it was possible to get a “second Priscilla”.  Generally I had always thought all males were more like Preston—arrogant, egotistical, and impossible to train.  Not good material to work with at all.  Of course since Preston was Priscilla I supposed that other submissive males could easily be similarly transformed.

Sandy waited in my office for quite some time.  I was beginning to think that I was right and that Patrick had deserted us.  But Priscilla had not returned to her desk so I presumed that she was still working with the applicant.

If there were any doubts in my mind about Patrick they were extinguished when Priscilla returned with the applicant just behind her.  The recruit waited timidly at Priscilla’s desk while the secretary came into my office.

“Miss Blake Patricia is here for her interview shall I bring her in?”

Through the glass I took a look at Patricia.  Now she was dressed in our corporate maid uniform complete with apron, cap, blonde wig, and the proper makeup.  Her face was flushed red—no doubt from embarrassment—and she had her eyes lowered.  Her meek appearance was reminiscent of—well—Priscilla!

“Yes bring her in at once.  We are ready to begin.”

I came from behind the desk and Sandy and I turned the chairs around to face Patricia as she came in before we sat down.  Priscilla closed the door behind her as she approached us.

“Thank you Miss Blake and Miss Whitestone for the opportunity to apply for this position.”

Now her voice was higher and feminine not the male voice she had used earlier.  With that she bobbed a curtsy then stood at attention in front of both of us.  Obviously she had been coached as to how to show us respect.  Sandy took over from there.

“Very nicely done Patricia.  You don’t need to curtsy for us during this interview.  You look divine in our corporate uniform.  You do realize that all of our maids are required to work in uniform at all times?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

“You are willing to dress like this every day while you work?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Sandy smiled taking a long up and down look at the prospective maid.  She had her turn around so she could see her apron bow.

“Your bow is not tied just right come over here dear so I can adjust it.”

Sandy fluffed up the bow a bit then had her return to her position at attention.

“We have strict standards here and you will be held to them at all times.  If we hire you can I expect you to disobey our rules?”

The novice maid struggled with the question as though she didn’t know how to answer.  See seemed confused and flustered.  Finally Sandy saved her.

“Very good Patricia that was well done.  I see you have excellent manners.  You realized that I asked a negative and that the only way you could answer was by saying no.  Let me rephrase the question for you.  We have strict standards here and you will be held to them at all times.  If we hire you can I expect you to obey our rules?”

The novice maid smiled.

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

“One of our rules is that our maids can be disciplined for poor manners.  You are expected to respect our clients and our senior maids at all times.  Would you be able to accept any discipline that we might apply without complaint?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Sandy stared at the girl as though sizing up her response.  Patricia wasn’t able to meet the gaze as she lowered her eyes.  Sandy went to the office door and said something to Priscilla.  The secretary stood up as if to get something while Sandy closed the door then she sat back down to continue.

“Very well Patricia you have passed most of our interview process.  Now I need to test your submissive aptitude.  The remainder of your interview will be conducted under actual disciplinary conditions so I can be sure that you’re truly submissive and willing to comply with all of our company rules.”

With that Sandy motioned the girl over to her then took her over her knees.  Patricia meekly complied putting herself in perfect position to be spanked.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  I have no idea how many laws we were breaking with this interview but it was far too much fun to worry about it.

Sandy lifted the girl’s dress exposing a pair of lacy white panties over a frilly stocking and garter ensemble.  Just as she pulled the panties down to the applicant’s knees Priscilla came into the office with a Ping-Pong paddle she had retrieved from the employee lounge.  Sandy took the instrument and dismissed Priscilla with a wave of her hand.  The secretary returned to her desk and closed the door behind her.

I smiled at what I had just seen.  I mean really.  Priscilla thought nothing of seeing the job applicant over Sandy’s knee with her panties pulled down?  This was just amazing.

“Now then Patricia please answer the questions truthfully.  You will be rewarded with one swat for each correct answer.  Incorrect answers will count against your application.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Do you enjoy wearing women’s clothing Patricia?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Do you like to obey women?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Our maids are not allowed to initiate or even suggest sex of any kind.  Only our senior maids can do that.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Do you enjoy being paddled like an errant school girl?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

It was so delightful I could barely contain myself.  She was willingly submitting to such humiliation just to work for us as a maid!  I could have gushed out “Hire her” at any moment had I not been so enthralled by the submissive spectacle that I was witnessing.  Sandy continued with the interview.

“You do realize that if you are hired you will be working with me and I will paddle you for every tiny fraction of the rules that you violate?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Our finest customer Mrs. Oxmoor enjoys paddling our new maids.  Is it acceptable if she paddles you?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

Several more questions followed as the upturned bottom was turned a nice shade of red.  Finally it seemed like Sandy had administered enough humiliation as she brought the interview to a close.

“You’ve done very well Patricia you’ve gotten all of the questions right.  Now the last question.  Priscilla worked in Miss Blake’s home after hours as her personal maid.  I would expect you to do the same for me.  Would you be willing to do that for me as a condition of your employment?”

“Yes Miss Whitestone.”

Smack.

“Very well.  I want you to stand over in the corner while Miss Blake and I discuss your application further.  Do not pull your panties up and please hold up your dress so that we can see your naughty bottom.

“Yes Miss Whitestone.  Thank you Miss Whitestone.”

With that Patricia carefully stood up and with her panties still around her knees she shuffled over to the corner and stood with her dress up as she had been instructed.  It was a good thing that the remainder of the process was conducted with the applicant standing since Sandy had administered quite the lesson to her sissy bottom.

Sandy looked at me and smiled.

“Miss Blake I like the applicant very much.  Did you see how well she took to the paddle?  I doubt we will have any trouble with this candidate should she be hired.  Normally I might suggest a second interview but in this case I recommend that we hire her immediately.”

Now it was my turn to have some fun.

“She does look nice in her uniform.  I would like to see that hemline moved up an inch or so.  I think that would highlight her legs better.  They are her best feature.  What about that bustline?  Was she padded all the way out to a D?  If she was I think she might need a DD.  Check that for me then you have my approval.  Hire the girl.”

That was a big first step in many changes that soon came to our company.


CHAPTER 15.  More Is Better

Once Patricia was hired good things began to happen at Maid For Service.  Patricia turned out to be an excellent maid performing all of the dirtiest domestic chores just like Priscilla had while Sandy tended to Mrs. Oxmoor.  Word spread that Patricia was also Sandy’s live in maid and that Sandy no longer performed her own household chores.

The rumor circulated among our female maids that if they stayed long enough that they would all become senior maids with junior sissy maids of their own.  As a result staff turnover became nonexistent.  The rumors came true as we filled our existing empty positions with sissy maids.  Robin (Robert), Wilma (William), and Tina (Terrence) soon joined our staff.

Whenever we added a client we simply added another sissy maid then assigned her to a senior maid.  As a result many of our female junior maids received promotions becoming senior maids.  The girls loved the atmosphere of advancement and superiority that this created.  They became confident and more excited about the work that they were doing.

Sandy and I set up a routine for hiring sissies.  We never had to advertise—word just seemed to get out whenever we were hiring and applicants would come in the door.  We dressed each applicant just has we had with Patricia and then applied our gold standard for hiring—the discipline test—before we took on a new sissy maid.

Similarly we had a standard for promoting our senior maids.  Those women who became senior maids were interviewed and had to prove that they had “commanding authority”.  This meant that they had to be able to project a “Superior feminine attitude” over junior sissy maids that would allow them to supervise properly.

Female candidates knew that they were going to be promoted for sure when during the interview process they were asked to “Demonstrate their disciplinary skills.”  While Sandy and I watched they were required to summon Priscilla into my office and apply the paddle as best as they could--thus demonstrating their ability to correct errant junior maids.

These promotions were great fun for all of us as the candidate would confidently summon Priscilla into my office and take the secretary across her knee.  Often we would question the candidate in a manner similar to what we used with new hires.

For instance when we promoted Linda she gleefully took Priscilla over her knee and confidently pulled down her panties.  With Linda holding the paddle in hand Sandy conducted the interview.

“Linda do you think that junior maids should be spanked for disobedience?”

“Oh, always.  That’s the only way to keep them in line.”

Smack!

“Linda do you think it is possible to spank a junior maid too harshly?”

“Oh absolutely not!  I like to spank as hard as I can to get the point across.”

Smack!

“Linda do you think junior maids should ever be promoted to be senior maids?”

“Absolutely not.  Women are far superior in that role and sissy maids just wouldn’t be able to do the job.”

Smack!

When the long series of questions were finished the applicant would be confidently oozing female superiority while Priscilla would be feeling the fringe benefits of being a submissive secretary on her bottom.  It was great fun and our only regret was that we couldn’t expand faster so that more of our maids couldn’t be promoted to senior status with sissy maids of their own.

We continued to be amused at Priscilla’s expense.  Sandy thought the office needed more color and at her suggestion we decided to color co-ordinate her maid uniform.  While all of the uniforms were the same French maid design the color would change depending on the day of the week.  Black for Monday, Blue for Tuesday, Red for Wednesday, Lavender for Thursday and Pink for Friday.  We joked that she was sort of a living day minder since we could always tell the day of the week with just a glance.

We were extremely careful with new sissy maids.  We did not want our secret to quality service to get out—we weren’t sure what our customers would think about it.

To ensure quality control and minimizing the possibility of detection we developed a training class for our new sissies that each was required to complete before going out into the field.

Linda was the perfect choice so she taught the classes.  She had a background competing in beauty pageants from when she was a teen.  She worked on basic ladylike deportment, makeup application, voice and manners.  I was always impressed by the changes these small adjustments would make in our sissies.

Linda was so good at what she did that even though I was present when we hired the new maids even I couldn’t tell which of our maids happened to be sissy maids unless I knew their name.  With their blonde hair and corporate makeup they simply fit right in with the rest of the girls.

Going forward we always paired our female maids with a sissy maid subordinate.  Sandy and I continued to conduct sissy maid interviews together and they always included a spanking session.  We have never had a candidate refuse to be dressed and interviewed in this manner.  I suppose we are just doing a good job of recruiting the right individuals.

We also have yet to have a sissy maid leave us.  As a group they are very happy to be employed under the strict rules that we have set out for them.

As you might expect our Senior Maids enjoy their jobs.  We have not lost a Senior Maid to another position since we started hiring the sissy maids. 


CHAPTER 16.  Pretty Girl

We didn’t have many clients actually visit the office but on occasion a new or existing customer would stop in.  Such was the case when Mrs. Bertha Bosworth, an existing client, stopped by the office unannounced.  She wanted to speak to me about hiring our maids for a special occasion.

I saw Mrs. Bosworth come in the front door and approach Priscilla.  She looked the secretary over and exclaimed “My you are such a pretty girl with such an eye for fashion!”

With a modest blush Priscilla showed her into my office.  Mrs. Bosworth owned and operated a women’s clothing design shop.  If you have ever been around the fashion design business you know the type.  Right in character Mrs. Bosworth sashayed into my office in her flashy custom designed dress.

She looked like she had just left a runway herself.  She was as flamboyant as you might expect.  She wore a bright red strapless bustier gown with a front slit that showed plenty of leg along with bright studded accents.  Her sweetheart neckline flattered her bustline.

She was overdressed for daywear to be sure but she appeared exactly like what one might expect from a woman in her position.  The gown was over the top for this visit while certainly suitable for an evening on the town.

She had taken notice of the appearance of our maids.  She liked the uniformity of the look they presented.  She also noted that they were “a bit sexy” an attribute that she needed for a special occasion.

She wanted to speak to me about hiring them to work during her annual fashion dinner show that she was putting on for her buyers.  It was critical for her business success to make it a night to remember for her clients.

Her pitch to me was simple really.  The event was to be held at a local hotel that had a banquet facility.  Meals and drinks were to be provided by the hotel but they did not provide a serving staff.  She wanted to have her clients tended to elegantly.  To make it special she needed serving maids for the dinner as well as for drinks afterwards.  She also had a couple of “high profile private party” buyers that needed special attention after the festivities.

It was an opportunity to for us to get ahead as she was offering a substantial amount of dollars for the work.  As a bonus she offered to do some fashion consulting for us to make the girls look special.  She felt that the look of our maids could only reflect well on her—as a bonus she could showcase her talents to our clients in the hope of getting new business.

She liked the fact that our girls all looked the same.  She complimented me on the “fashionable gimmick”.  She thought that the blonde hair and makeup were both brilliant ideas that helped to make our service unique.  So much for my low opinion of Preston’s “corporate image”!

Cheryl and Tina normally worked her home and Mrs. Bosworth couldn’t help but notice that Cheryl was a supervisor and Tina the junior maid so she proposed dividing the workforce that way for the evening.  The supervisors would serve dinner while the junior maids would clear dishes.  After dinner the junior maids would serve drinks while the supervisors made sure that everything went well.

She added that my secretary was a doll and that she would like to use her as well.  She was absolutely impressed with Priscilla as the “face of the organization” and wanted to use her to greet guests at the event.  She thought her uniform was so perfect that she proposed that all of the junior maids would be similarly attired at her cost.

Her other suggestion was the use of firm foundation garments on the junior maids to “accentuate all the right curves”.  She noted that all of the maids she had seen were well proportioned and that just a bit more compression would make them absolutely lovely.  She said that she thought that I would be surprised at what a little compression could do to enhance their appearance and that the corset that she would provide could “Give a girl curves even if she didn’t have any while making those with curves into goddesses!”

She was blunt about one thing in particular.  The event had to “drip sex appeal”.  She felt that sex was the key to getting the attention of the buyers—both women and men who were accustomed to being “sucked up to” –without a sensual presentation both on stage and in the audience the sales simply would not materialize.

Our senior maids had become quite fond of their submissive sissy maids by this time.  I knew that in general they would frown upon sharing their good fortune with anyone else.

On the other hand Mrs. Bosworth didn’t realize that some of the junior maids were sissy maids and what she was inferring was that they would be dressed like French tarts and could be expected to be groped and fondled but little else.

I thought a little sexual attention would be good for the sissy maids.  I knew that none of them had sexual interests in other males but I also thought it would be beneficial to have them experience unwanted attention.  After all every girl experiences that at one time or another in her life so why shouldn’t they find out what that feels like too?

Actually she was a dream come true for us—an opportunity to showcase our services and pick up extra income for the business.  I was sure that our maids would enjoy the change of pace so I immediately agreed to provide the service.

In the weeks leading up to the event Mrs. Bosworth had her staff come by and measure each of the junior maids for their attire.  She also had them presented with the most wonderful corset that I had ever seen. 

When Priscilla received her corset I had her bring the garment into my office so that Sandy and I could admire it and see how the fit altered her figure.  She held the garment in her hands somewhat mesmerized by the heavy boning.  I don’t believe that she had ever worn such a firm garment before.

She resisted somewhat when we told her to strip down and put the garment on.  She really didn’t want to get into that corset but I insisted.  After all if Mrs. Bosworth went through all of that trouble to get her the garment then she was certainly going to wear it regardless of her feelings.

In spite of her protests we had her strip down then wiggle into the garment.  Just to show her who was boss Sandy gave an extra tug on the laces tightly compressing her waist.

The effect was simply divine.  With her tummy pulled in and with her breast forms and hip pads on she had an exquisite shape that would turn heads drawing attention from both envious women and aroused men.  With her dress back on she resembled a blonde Dita Von Tease—a voluptuous vision of womanhood.

Sandy and I smiled and nodded our approval.  This would be required wear at the fashion show for sure.

Mrs. Bosworth also made some changes to our senior maids.  They received new frilly aprons and caps.  They were much finer than what they had before—garments meant for supervision but not necessarily for heavy cleaning.  As Mrs. Bosworth said, “The heavy cleaning should always be done by the junior maids.”

She also adjusted the bustline for the senior maids.  The new look was definitely sexier—I suppose that she felt that “more is better”—certainly as it applied to cleavage.

With those adjustments the girls were pronounced suitable for the fashion gala.


CHAPTER 17.  Private Party

As I said earlier Mrs. Bosworth needed us to provide a couple of girls for her special buyers to enjoy during a private party to be held after the event.  She was fairly explicit that girls for the private party had to be willing to provide “full service” to her clientele.

I may have turned down the opportunity for that reason alone.  I would never have any of my maids assigned to such duty.  I also knew my senior maids wouldn’t want to give up “proprietary rights” to their junior maids.  I certainly didn’t want to do so with my Priscilla either.  I had long since graduated to enjoying her oral worship and servitude and I wasn’t about to share any of that luscious feeling with a stranger.

Good fortune arrived in the form of a call from my friend Lisa Rose Farrow.  Lisa trained submissive males for a living.  She was quite good at it as evidenced by the virtual palace that she lived in—an exclusive sprawling mansion on lavish grounds tended to by her servants.  We had often shared stories of male submission—she was one of the few women with whom I could openly discuss what we were doing at Maid For Service with our sissy maids.

She needed a favor from me—she had need to be rid of one of her sissy maids and a need to train a female maid in submissive servitude.  The sissy was a girl named Sheila while the female was named Nora.  What a bargain she offered—I could keep Sheila as indentured help in exchange for simply training Nora in servitude for a short period of time.  She stressed that this was a “no holds barred” situation—I could do with both of them as I pleased.

She had emphasized that both were somewhat crude and in need of submissive taming.  I knew that this opportunity would be perfect to break them in—to show them who was in charge and to get them down the proper path for submission.  I had agreed to take Sheila on and to see that Nora would receive “the very best in submissive maid training”.

I shared with Bertha the enthusiasm my two maids had for providing intimate service to her guests.  When I told her that Nora had a bit of an “edge” to her she regarded that as a plus—her male client enjoyed the conquest of a submissive—usually it would involve a bit of play acting for a submissive woman to fully entertain him by way of appearing unwilling.

Mrs. Bosworth’s other special client was a woman who she said had “lesbian inclinations”.  So I shared with her that Sheila was a well-trained sissy maid—perfect for entertaining a female client given her leaning. 

I also gave her the inside word on Sheila.  I told her that she was extremely submissive and laughably addicted to the paddle.  She also had difficulty controlling her arousal in the presences of an attractive woman.  I also mentioned that her oral skills were simply divine.

Mrs. Bosworth was delighted with this as it matched up perfectly with her client’s tastes.  She was sure that this would be a marvelous treat for her client so the agreement was made.

She even laughed at my hesitation to share this intimate information with her.  “After all” she said, “The fashion industry has so many gay and lesbian people in it even I find it difficult to tell their orientation”.  When I told her that my girls weren’t gay they were just submissive maids she laughed again.  “That’s a plus—they’ll be happy to serve no matter the taste of the client”.   

We had both girls dress as “supervisor maids” for the show so that it was easier for them to slip away to the private rooms that were just down the hall from the first floor conference room.

Mrs. Bosworth had rented the rooms and retained keys to both.  She had also had luggage delivered to each room in advance.  I walked with her down the hallway with Sheila and Nora to drop them off in their separate rooms while the show was still in progress.

When we arrived at Sheila’s room Nora waited patiently watching as Bertha opened the large suitcase.  Actually it was so large that you might call it a trunk—I was surprised at the contents.  The case was filled with adult toys obviously meant for playful use by the clients.

Mrs. Bosworth motioned Sheila over then took a leather collar from the case and told her to put it on.  With the collar on she led Sheila over to the bed.  She then took a pair of handcuffs and a leash from the suitcase and after clipping the leash to the collar she cuffed one hand to the bed so that Sheila would have no choice but to wait for release.

Bertha then showed me a letter she had prepared which I read out loud to the complete embarrassment of Sheila:

Dearest Abigail,

I hope that you enjoy the services of Sheila.  You will find that she is quite submissive and obedient in all respects.  I recommend sampling her fine oral skills.  She takes well to the paddle if persuasion is required.  Feel free to do as you please with her. 

With My Compliments,

Bertha

Mrs. Bosworth folded the letter and dropped it along with the key to the cuffs in an envelope addressed to “Abigail”.  She left the letter on the writing stand well out of the reach of Sheila who could only sit on the bed dressed in her maid uniform looking much like a concubine left for the emperor.

We laughed as we withdrew from the room with Nora following behind us.  The next room down the hallway had a similar case and Nora soon found herself in the same position as Sheila.  Again Abigail had prepared a letter which I read aloud.

Dearest Devon,

Please accept Nora as a gift for your avid support through the years.  You will find that she is quite the shrew so enjoy yourself taming her.  I think you will find that she is capable of full service.

Enjoy,

Bertha

Just as Sheila had before her Nora squirmed a bit realizing that she was a sexual offering to a stranger for the evening.  I thought she might be a real treat for Devon to explore—a combination of pleasures—sort of a submissive shrew harlot.  He would enjoy exploring her indeed.

After leaving the girls behind we returned to the banquet hall to rejoin the festivities.


CHAPTER 18.  Fashion Gala

Attending a fashion show is an exciting event both for guests and for the attending serving staff.  Mrs. Bosworth insisted that I be present both to enjoy the show as well as to keep an eye on my maids.

The maids arrived well before the guests so that they could be prepared for an evening of service.  Mrs. Bosworth had them line up in two separate groups for instructions with the supervising maids in one group and the junior maids in the other.

I was still concerned about the ability of the sissy maids to fit in so I listened in on the instructions given to the junior maids.  Mrs. Bosworth was quite the saleswoman—she understood that the customer was always right and that in particular the serving maids were not to inconvenience or in any way offend the customer.

This included smiling when receiving complaints or when ordered about.  She explained that in their uniforms that they could expect “wandering hands” and that they should not under any circumstances object to this behavior—that was the reason that they were hired and that was why they were dressed the way that they were—to serve as tempting eye candy to potential customers.

At this point not all of the junior maids were sissy maids—some of them were still from my original female staff.  Since they were all about the same height, wore their hair the same, and were dressed and made up the same it was impossible to tell them apart.  This meant that if any groping did go on during the evening that the sissies would be subjected to the same fondling as the real girls.

Each of them realized this and what it implied.  I watched as Robin, Wilma, Tina, and Priscilla all squirmed at the instructions Bertha had given them.  They would have no choice but to allow as much fondling as the male customers cared to demand.

I smiled to myself—the sissies were going to learn an important lesson about how girls are treated in an environment like this where the alcohol flowed like water.  In those maid uniforms with the short hemline they were certain to endure a generous amount of fondling and bottom pinching tonight.

It was fun to watch the sissies as they became even more self-conscious than usual.  I’m sure that if they could have run for the exit without having to explain why then they would have done exactly that.  Dressed as they were in the position that they were in they really had no choice but to face a banquet hall full of clients all intent on being served and entertained.  For the sissies being a sexual object was both new and terrifying.

They were about to find out that in those sexy uniforms their opinion didn’t matter to anyone.  Now they were provocative sexual objects hired specifically to provide suggestive entertainment.  Their only purpose was to serve and to do it in as submissive a manner as possible while presenting themselves in the most alluring light possible.  As women we understand what that feels like—as sissies this would be a new experience that they would never forget.

It was difficult not to feel at least a tiny bit of sympathy for their plight.  It is one thing for a sissy to be dressed up as a housekeeping maid while cleaning a private home since most of our clients pay no attention to the maids while they work.  It is quite another thing to be dressed up as eye candy and put on display to serve a large banquet group.  It would take quite an acting performance for these girls to pull it off.  I felt sympathy but no remorse.  Deep down inside I was enjoying the humiliation I was subjecting the sissy maids to.

As women we are used to being trivialized by others.  Our sexuality is degraded constantly by societal expectations.  We almost come to expect a certain amount of this treatment particularly when we dress ourselves in an attractive manner.  There have been times in my life when I felt I was treated as no more than a toy to be lewdly shown for the amusement of the male.  It is uncomfortable but as women we learn to live with the feeling.

To a woman a well-endowed woman in an alluring outfit represents a rivalry.  In a service environment we become over demanding and difficult to please when we are tended to by such an attractive rival.  In all likelihood our jealousy will keep us from ever being satisfied when served by an attractive woman—particularly in mixed company.

Indeed in those situations even if I think of myself as more alluring than another woman my sense of self-worth comes into play and forbids me from feeling adequate.  It’s a learned behavior—part of what we need to overcome to become dominant women.

For the male just seeing an attractive woman represents an opportunity.  If she is in a position where she is required to serve him then so much the better.  He delights in the attention he receives from a voluptuous woman doting on his needs.  He will often openly lead her on or even grope her as he mistakenly feels that she is interested in him sexually.  He thinks that his large tip will compensate her for any harm he may do—even though he thinks that she should be flattered by his attention.

For sure as all wise waitresses know the size of the tip reflects the size of the libido that she was able to raise while service was performed.  Knowing this she suggestively strokes his ego while discreetly flirting hoping that when he reaches for his wallet he thinks with his genitals.

While the game is demeaning to women it is also quite harmless.  Unless of course you are a sissy maid who adores women with no interest in males and have no idea what the rules are or how they how far things might progress.

The girls were instructed on how to clear the tables and how to serve drinks.  Then just to make sure they understood their role Bertha showed them how she wanted them to bend over suggestively in the tiny outfits when serving, how to keep their eyes lowered, and how to respond to “unwanted attention”.  Finally they were told to be sure to smile at all times.

I watched the evening unfold as much as to be certain the maids served well as to enjoy the festivities.  They did an outstanding job throughout the night managing to clear tables and serve drinks all in stiletto heels without breaking any dishes or glasses.

I did take note of my sissy girls during the fashion show.  While they tried to keep their full attention on the clients and their duties serving drinks they couldn’t help but longingly watch the models as they paraded the latest fashions.

They responded much like the buyers to the different outfits with their attention riveted to the clothing.  As a result I decided that the sissies were more interested in the clothing than in the models.  I thought that the allure of the clothing might explain some of their submissiveness when dressed as maids and so I took mental note of this behavior for future use.

I felt that Priscilla learned some valuable lessons that night.  I watched as a table of women she waited on became particularly fussy and had her running around desperately trying to please them.  For these women the food was too cold, the drinks came too slow, and the service was not good enough.  They wore Priscilla down all by themselves.  Since she had several tables to take care of she had to work at a fast pace all night.

Most of the male clients behaved well at least until the drinks began to take effect.  I did see a substantial amount of leering as well as open flirting but I doubt any of the girls were excessively groped.  Later in the evening the lights were dimmed for the models so I’m not sure how much attention the girls were subjected to in the dark.

Perhaps the cutest moment of the night occurred at the end as things were breaking up.  The maids were clearing glasses from the tables as the clients stood up to leave.  A woman from the “difficult” table passed Priscilla and gave her bottom a quick pinch followed by a wink of the eye.

Yes I enjoyed seeing the sissies reduced to sex toys for the first time—it was quite empowering for me.  The large sum of money the company received for the evening was not nearly as rewarding as watching the humiliating show the sissy maids put on that night for Mrs. Bosworth and her clients.


CHAPTER 19.  Morning Glow

The next morning I met with Bertha to retrieve Sheila and Nora.  We knocked on the door to Sheila’s room with no reply so Mrs. Bosworth swiped her card key and we entered.  I have to admit I really had no idea what to expect yet I was still surprised at the scene.

Abigail apparently had quite the time entertaining herself with Sheila.  In a grand finish she had taken a sofa and moved it in front of the sliding glass patio door that led outside to a courtyard.  There was Sheila bent over the sofa with her dressed raised, panties down, bare bottom nicely showcased in the window.

The drapes had been opened so that Sheila was in full view of whoever might pass by.  She was still in her maid uniform secured in place with leather cuffs and chains that prevented escape or movement of any kind.

We walked over to the couch.  Sheila tried to lift her head to see who had entered but failed.  She appeared to be too exhausted to be able to do so.  I surmised that Abigail had entertained herself all night long with the girl.  Sheila was silenced with a leather gag so she was unable to speak.  Mrs. Bosworth laughed before she spoke as we moved behind the couch where Sheila’s crimson bottom was in full view.

“My, my, what have we here?  It looks like Sheila was a bad girl!”

From behind the couch we could see that Sheila was now wearing a clear plastic chastity device.  It tightly held her male clit straight down against the back of the couch and she was dripping pre-cum down into a partially filled drinking glass.

Bertha noticed a couple of notes on the writing stand which she read aloud to me.

Dearest Bertha,

Thank you so much for the wonderful entertainment!  This girl is really addicted to the paddle and she also eagerly passed her oral exam with flying colors.  You’ll have my order this week—can’t wait to see the fall collection.  Thanks again—I had so much fun!

Love,

Abigail.

Then she picked up the second letter which was next to a stack of $100 bills and a leather paddle.  She began to read.

Housekeeping,

If you would like some help today this extremely submissive sissy maid would just love to help you out.  She will gladly work as your assistant for the full day.  She enjoys being ordered to do the dirtiest of jobs including scrubbing out bathrooms on her hands and knees.  She is easily encouraged by the paddle and I have left a substantial tip to urge you to utilize her services.  Feel free to encourage her with a few swats. 

Sheila moaned beneath her gag no doubt at the thought of more spankings being applied this time by the hand of a hotel maid.  Bertha picked up on the moan and took advantage of the situation.

“Honeybunch was that a protest?  I think you could use a bit more motivation”.

With that she picked up the paddle and applied a series of loud smacks to the bottom of the maid.  Each stroke caused a moan from the submissive girl followed by a slow drip of pre-cum down into the glass.  Bertha laughed again as she put the paddle back down on the desk.

“We’ll just leave this here and we’ll come back for this eager hotel maid this afternoon.  I’m sure she will enjoy helping out the girls around here.  Have fun cupcake!”

With that we turned and left Sheila still tied over the sofa waiting to meet the hotel maid.

As we entered the hallway we could see one of the hotel maids pushing her cart down the hallway as she was starting her daily rounds.  She was a sturdy statuesque woman who was too absorbed in her work to notice us.

In the next room over we found Nora also in a restrained position.  In her case she was posed standing up against the wall dressed only in a corset, stockings, and stiletto heels.  Her hands were handcuffed behind her back and she was tethered to a coat hook on the wall by a leash that was clipped to a collar around her neck.  She had a ball gag in her mouth that kept her quietly waiting for rescue.  Just like Sheila her bottom was a rosy red.  She presented an elegant picture of a true damsel in distress.

Bertha ignored her eyes that seemed to plead for freedom.  She walked right past her and over to the writing desk where there was another envelope waiting.  She opened it then read it aloud.

Dearest Bertha,

I want to thank you for the most delightful treat that you left me.  Nora was quite the hellcat but after applying the paddle she opened up to me nicely.  I enjoyed having my way with her in every way that I could imagine.  I found her to be a bit tight in the rear but with extra lubrication I found penetrating her to be delightful.  Let me know if she needs any more breaking in as I would be happy to help out.

Sincerely,

Devon

Nora moaned at the humiliation of Devon’s account of the previous evening.  Bertha started to say something but we were interrupted by a muffled smacking sound coming through the wall of the adjacent room.  As the noise continued we looked at each other and both laughed at the same time—the hotel maid that we had seen in the hallway had found Sheila and was taking her up on the generous offer of her help.

It gave Bertha an idea—she immediately started writing up another note which she had me read aloud before she left it on the desk.

Dear Housekeeping,

If you enjoyed the maid next door perhaps you would like some additional help.  This one also enjoys the paddle and has said that if you apply it to her bottom she would be more than happy to help you with your rounds today if you would only be so kind as to strictly supervise her.  She likes to pretend not to like maid duty so that you will spank her more so just ignore any resistance and feel free to give her as much motivation as needed with the paddle.  Spare the rod and spoil the maid!

Nora was trying to scream from beneath the ball gag but her sounds were muted.  No matter what she tried her only choice was to remain helplessly secured to the wall.  Bertha gave her a few swats with the paddle until she calmed down--though her eyes continued to plead for freedom.

We also left Nora trussed up and at the mercy of the housekeeping staff.  We strolled over to the lobby to have some continental breakfast while we discussed the success of the gals.  When we finished we were headed out the front door when we could hear hysterical laughter coming from the hallway where we had left the girls.

We decided to investigate.  Stopping just before reaching the rooms we had left them in we could see a group of maids in the hallway laughing.  Right in the middle of the group were Sheila and Nora—they were now in their maid uniforms both still gagged and collared each held by the leash by different housekeeping maids.  They were both wearing pink rubber gloves—the kind used when scrubbing bathrooms to protect delicate hands.

The source of the amusement was that standing next to Nora another maid held the sassy girl’s dress up showing her reddened bottom to the group.  The maid holding the dress up was also holding a paddle in her other hand while the group was laughing and encouraging her to apply some discipline.

Similarly the maid we had seen earlier in the hallway was holding up Sheila’s dress and the other maids were laughing at the predicament her chastity device had left her in.  Putting a male in a chastity device always gives power to a superior woman as the statuesque maid was so aptly demonstrating.

She continued humiliating the restrained girl while showing no mercy.  Tugging the lease attached to her collar the housekeeping maid had Sheila turn around before lifting her dress again to show the rest of the girls her reddened bottom.

We could see that our girls were in for a long day of hard work while providing amusement to the hotel staff.  As we walked away leaving the hallway behind we could hear the laughter continue as well as a few smacks of the paddle in the distance.  I knew that the girls would soon warm up to the idea of helping out housekeeping with their daily chores.


CHAPTER 20.  Wedding Belle

For many of us our wedding day is often seen as the best day in our life.  There is something about the dress, the party, and the guests that can make a woman forget that she is agreeing to a lifetime of servitude to her spouse.

Think about it.  We are dressed up as though we are a present for our husband to unwrap and enjoy.  We are paraded about in our enticing package as we are “given” to our new owner.  A married woman is even required to change her name so that everyone knows who she belongs to.  Traditions die hard.

Some women enjoy the festivities.  Engrossed in the moment as the center of attention they simply don’t realize what is really happening.  Others are wary of a ceremony that commits them to a life of domestic duties for their husband. 

Girls your wedding needn’t be your last moment of freedom before you descend into servitude.  Things are different for a girl when her spouse is a submissive.  For a Mistress her wedding day means that her submissive is agreeing to a lifetime of servitude to her.

As a result of the wedding she assures herself of years of obedience, worship, and pleasure willingly given to her.  Should her submissive fail to deliver as promised it will be the submissive that will soon come to regret it.

While I wanted to keep Priscilla for my own I was dreading the traditional wedding ceremony.  Sandy helped me see marriage in a different light.  Actually she suggested a ceremony somewhat in jest to me and the thought struck a chord with me.  I was complaining about the work involved in planning a wedding when she spoke these insightful words.

“Sonja why don’t you just make Priscilla the bride then you don’t have to deal with it?  She is such a sissy she might as well be the bride anyway.”

This brilliant idea simply hadn’t occurred to me but once she said it I liked the sound of it.  So it was that Sandy became my wedding planner, Priscilla became the bride, and I became the groom.  It just seemed natural—after all it was Priscilla who was agreeing to a lifetime of domestic servitude not me.

Once we found a like-minded female minister the rest was actually quite easy.  We kept the guest list short—just the maids from the office—and planned a small party.

Our sissy maids from Maid For Service became bridesmaids with their supervisors dressed as groomsmen.  Both the women and the boys were convincing in their roles. 

I had far more fun as the “groom” then I could ever have had as a bride.  A trip to the salon for a short boyish cut that was wonderfully easy to take care of followed by a mail order tuxedo was about all that I needed in preparation.  I was somewhat surprised how easily I could appear as male—I had seen how hard Priscilla constantly worked to keep up her female image so somehow I was expecting more work than it actually took.

The amusing part was watching Priscilla as she went through the process of becoming a suitable bride.  If ever there was a blushing bride, well, Priscilla was as rosy as they come.  We went with her to a local bridal salon where the woman in charge cordially greeted us by asking “Which one of you three beautiful women is the bride?”

Noticeably out of her element Priscilla stood watching as we selected a gown for her then followed us as we took her back into the changing room to help her try it on.  Sandy didn’t want to make things too easy for the blushing bride so she insisted that Priscilla try on several gowns to see which one flattered her the most.

Priscilla meekly complied as we took pleasure amusing ourselves by putting her into and out of several different gowns.  Finally she stood before us in a lovely long sleeved gown complete with a long train made to be hidden in a royal bustle.  With a tiara, blusher veil, and a pair of stylish white four inch silk closed back sandals she was a vision of bridal servitude.  With some long flower crystal earrings with matching necklace and bracelet she appeared to be ready for her vows.  Both Sandy and I stood back to admire our alluring wedding creation while Priscilla stood timidly before us clueless as to how she should act.

Of course we were nowhere near finished with her at that point.  The attendant helped us pick out white silk stockings, a lovely full bridal ball gown slip, and matching bra and white lace briefs.  Sandy couldn’t help but try to suppress a giggle when the woman packaged everything up for us then added a white garter “on the house”.  We had Priscilla carry the whole purchase back to the car—after all it all belonged to her!

We made changes to other traditions.  We changed our bride’s legal name to “Priscilla Blake”.  After all the bride is expected to change her maiden name and take on the name of her new owner.  We even rewrote the vows.  Priscilla pledged to “Love, honor, obey, and provide complete maid service and domestic servitude” I pledged to “Take Priscilla as my submissive wife to train, discipline, and keep in domestic servitude”.

When the day arrived Sandy saw to it that Priscilla received the full bridal treatment.  Her hair, nails, and makeup were all professionally done to give her the very best appearance possible.  She truly was a lovely blushing bride as beautiful as any other woman on her special day.

From the time the ceremony started until the time we arrived at our hotel room any observer would have thought the wedding was simply a traditional man and woman enjoying their wedding night.  From putting the wedding ring on her finger to kissing the bride to my lifting of her dress to take her garter Priscilla received all of the ritual normally accorded to any new bride.

What they would not have witnessed was the consummation of our wedding.  I purchased a strap-on dildo specifically for the occasion and it was with great enthusiasm that I deflowered my bride on our wedding night.  She was so fittingly docile as I put her on her tummy with her legs spread wide apart as she waited in complete servitude for my lust. 

They say that when a sissy has been penetrated by a woman in this manner that the sissy changes forever.  Somehow she has been put in her place and is never the same.  While I think Priscilla was a docile sissy before our wedding I can say that she definitely knew her place thereafter.

To this day she remains my secretary and my personal sissy maid still doing my bidding as best as she can. 
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