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DEDICATION

The erotic lure of submission can be a powerful temptation.  This book is lovingly dedicated to all of those craving sexual servitude.

May they each find a dominant partner willing to nurture them. 


PREFACE.  To My Readers

Submission is a difficult thing to understand.  The thought of helplessly serving is provocatively delicious for some individuals.  It is even more delightful when a touch of sexual spice is added to the mix.

Those inclined to submit generally cannot resist the urge to do so.  It is that lack of sexual willpower that makes controlling them so appealing.

For some reason the simple uniform of a domestic maid holds a strong appeal for persons with this secret desire.  The lure is even stronger for those of higher means.

It can be deliciously entertaining to watch the emotional appeal of servitude overwhelm a refined high society person.  The result is an erotic tumbling down the social ladder that leads to the humiliation of complete servitude.


PROLOGUE.  Super Model Maid

It is extremely odd that the more powerful an individual becomes the more inclined she is to crave submission.  Perhaps it is guilty feelings associated with having a wealth of blessings that plants the seed of this desire.

With this in mind I introduce to the reader Miss Charlotte Prentiss.  By all accounts this high fashion model reached the pinnacle of success.

Her life was filled with glamour and adoring fans.  Yes, Charlotte had it all.

Yet there was something about her success that was strange.  Her money and fame were not fulfilling enough for her.  She felt that her life was missing something.  Initially she was not able to pinpoint exactly what it was that she needed.

As Charlotte discovered there are simply some things that money can’t buy.  Here is her story in her own words. 


CHAPTER 1.  Charlotte Super Model

What a wonderful life I had.  Every girl should experience the whirlwind excitement of being a super model.  For me my time on the runway was pure bliss.

I wore all of the latest clothes.  Designers begged me to showcase their latest creations.  Men leered at me as I strutted along while women hushed in jealous envy.  Not only that but I actually made money by the barrel while I played dress up games in front of the camera.

I was waited on hand and foot by a staff of willing servants.  A makeup artist saw to my exquisite look while a hairdresser doted over my fair locks.  I could have a manicure or pedicure at any time with a simple wave of my hand.  Yes it was a wonderful life indeed!

London, Paris, New York—I worked all of the high class stops like a queen checking on her subjects.  Things were just as good when I went home after a long tour.

My agent—Madam Fiona Tate--made sure that I was well taken care of.  She always liked the formal title of Madam when working with people in the fashion business so all of the models used the same formality when dealing with her.

Madam Fiona had once been a model herself.  Though she was unquestionably attractive she lacked “it”—the secret ingredient that made a super model.  As a result she had never made the big money like I had so she had taken to work as an agent for other fashion models.

Her looks still hadn’t faded so she continued to draw attention wherever she went.  When they invented the term “cougar” they must have been thinking of her.  Though she was now out of her twenties she could easily turn the head of any man she desired.

Madam Fiona took care of all my needs.  I never even had to write a check or arrange a service.  She did it all for me without complaint.

I even had a gorgeous penthouse apartment courtesy of Madam Fiona.  Although I’ve never been quite sure what people see in penthouse apartments.

Oh sure the view is nice but the penthouse dweller always has the longest elevator rides.  I mean, shouldn’t the premium apartment be on the ground floor for easy access?

Elevator trips aside Madam Fiona always booked the finest for me so the penthouse it was.

Anyway my loathing of elevator rides was offset by 24 hour concierge service.  No super model should ever be without it.  For that matter women of lessor means shouldn’t be without it either.  I’m convinced that concierge service is a bare minimum requirement of life.

The best part of concierge service is those uniformed boys.  Okay they are really young men but they seem like boys to me.  They will do simply anything that a woman demands of them!  Just a simple call and they scamper about like pet puppies intent on satisfying your every wish.

They seemed so sweet and so innocent!  They are little boys with a keen interest in women yet they are still not old enough to know what to do with their feelings.  They really are cute at that age.

They caught my attention the very first time Madam Fiona brought me to see my new apartment.  I had just come from a photo shoot and was wearing what might be considered provocative clothing.  At least I think it was tantalizing if you consider slits all the way up to here and maximum cleavage exposure enticing.

Anyway as I walked by the concierge desk for the first time the two young men lingering there gaped at me in hungry stares.  Had they not been firmly attached their jaws would have certainly hit the floor.

A woman can’t help but be flattered by such attention.  Such flattery does a girl good and I’ll definitely take as much of it as I can get.

Their interest helped me decide that this was the place that I wanted to call home.  Of course the hired help is not allowed to touch the tenants and tips are forbidden as well but these rules just made things more interesting for me.

I’ve made great sport out of teasing the helpful lads.  Of course I regularly send them on errands for fresh fruits and take-out food.  The fun is in the more intimate items that I routinely ask them to produce for me.

For instance on more than one occasion I’ve sent out an urgent call for pantyhose from Lord and Taylor’s.  You can’t find my style of Calvin Klein pantyhose just anywhere.  I mean if a girl has a run in her hosiery it is an emergency, isn’t it?  I always laugh when I think of those eager servants surveying hosiery in the ladies department just for me.

My shining knights in uniform always come through with my pantyhose and deliver each pair with self-conscious rosy red cheeks.

Of course I still like to tease them with leg shows as I pass them by in the lobby on my way out the door.  Once when I was wearing stockings and a garter I decided to have some fun.  That day I had on this tiny little red dress that barely covered the tops of my stockings.

In a most wonderful tease I “accidently” dropped a lipstick as I passed the group then—turning my back to them—I reached down to pick it up.  I knew that this was a great tease as they could definitely glimpse my panties in that position.

Naturally the young perverts took in the view.  Then to add to the festivities I touched my lipstick up right in front of them.

I looked back over my shoulder as I walked away, giving my hair a little flip.  The look on their darling faces was priceless!

The mere thought of them dripping pre-cum in their cute uniforms just for me was extremely satisfying.  If you’ve got it then why not flaunt it?

The cutest of them all is named Chad.  He is also the youngest of the group.  I would think that the adorable thing was a minor except of course he had to be a certain age to get the job.

I remember boys back in school at that age.  They had an insatiable appetite for sex—they could never get enough.  It is the perfect age for a girl to tease and deny them—they are unable to resist feminine charms yet they are unable—not man enough--to take what they really want.

If he were not so far beneath me socially I might have even tried to bed him—he’s that endearing.  Of course I can have any man I desire so why settle for a mere servant?

Actually as a result of his adorable personality and appealing bottom that just begs for a pinch I usually save my most special requests just for him.  My favorite naturally is the urgent tampon run.

What could possibly be more humiliating for Chad than having him shop for my favorite brand?  Then he does his own version of a knight saving a damsel in distress by delivering me a package of Kotex right to my doorstep.  Such fun!  I swear that someday I’ll ask him if he provides free installation just to see how red I can make him blush.

I play as many “you can look but not touch” games with Chad as I can.  I give him flirtatious looks and show off my legs when I pass him in the lobby just to be a tease.  I doubt that the young boy would know what to do with a real woman even if he had one.

I imagine myself being a major attraction in his wet dreams.  Even if my behavior is naughty I find there is certainly loads of flirty amusement to come on to him like that.

It is every woman’s right to flirt with the boys.  Why wouldn’t they want an eyeful of a beautiful woman?  Tease and denial is a game of lusty innocence that we are entitled to play for our own pleasure.

Anyway Madam Fiona was a blessing for a super model with little time or patience for trivial details.  She took care of everything for me.  I had no idea how much my exquisite place cost—she did all of the necessary paperwork and I simply enjoyed the experience.  She collected my fees, invested my money and saw to it that I was happy at all times.

My only complaint was with the hired help that Madam Fiona provided for me.  My apartment was always tended to by a live-in domestic maid. 

I only had two requirements for the maid.  The first was that she had to have black hair.  After all my trademark is my lovely blonde hair.

The tabloids never knew that my blonde hair was dyed.  My beautiful long locks with my signature blonde hair color was one of those things that people identified with me.  Even my eyebrows were lightened up to protect my image.  A super model has to take note of these things.

I wouldn’t ever want it to appear that the maid was any relationship to me whatsoever.  So Madam Fiona was very careful to only provide black haired maids.

The second requirement was that the girl could cook, clean and do laundry exquisitely without as much as a single complaint.  It was here that I had issues with what Madam Fiona was providing.

For some reason she couldn’t find adequate help.  I went through a series of incompetent maids all of whom were unable to satisfactory complete their simple duties.  I fired my maid just about every other month as I struggled to find a girl who could do a decent job.

I often thought to myself, how tough can it be?


CHAPTER 2.  Madam Fiona Tate

There had been four of us—super models all--but now I was the only one left.  We had started out together when we were introduced to the same high fashion modeling agent.  We were now four rich super models who had all made millions on the catwalks of Paris, New York and London.  The other three had all been married off and were now pursuing their life of wealthy marital bliss.

Tiffany, Nina and Amber had all found their soul mates.  Each had been matched up with a wealthy husband and were now living a life of leisure.  It was every girl’s dream.

It was our agent Madam Fiona Tate who had made our dreams come true.  It was Madam Fiona who had discovered us and introduced us to modeling.  It was Madam Fiona who had carefully steered our careers making us famous.

Madam Fiona did it all for us—she even arranged an exceptionally profitable exit from the runway before helping us to find a rich spouse at an exclusive private club.

Perhaps her finest idea was her exit strategy.  It had been Madam Fiona’s suggestion for us each to pose nude for a gentlemen’s magazine.  Who would think that a girl could make that much money taking her clothes off?  Yet each of us made as much in a day being photographed nude as we could make in a year on the runways.  Fiona was simply amazing!

I have to admit that I was extremely tentative when she approached me to pose naked.  I envisioned a leering photographer snapping pornographic images in a shabby old studio.

Instead the magazine provided an understanding female photographer who soothed and pampered me every step of the way in a lavishly decorated uptown environment.  Madam Fiona even made sure that I lightened up my perfectly trimmed pubic hair so that my hair color secret was kept intact.

Amber had posed the previous October while I was the centerfold feature for April complete with an interview describing all of my dreams and aspirations.

Of course the interview was all fictional.  They didn’t expect me to provide provocative background material for their ardent male readers.  Instead they had a professional writer fill in the blanks with sensual drivel giving the reader exactly what they thought he wanted to hear.  I will admit that maybe I did find it all a bit sexy though.

So instead of being portrayed as a demanding rich business woman I was depicted as a meek woman in search of perfect male companionship.  I laughed when I read the part that explained how I was turned on by the fantasy of providing domestic servitude to a strong male.

I mean--really?  Does any woman actually enjoy domestic servitude?  Males think that we are all here for our ability to serve them.  They think of women as maids that exist to wait on them hand and foot.

That didn’t describe me at all.  Or at least I didn’t think so at the time.  If there was one thing that I knew for sure it was that when I did find my rich male I would hire a maid and never lift a finger in my household.

Then there was the sexual nonsense.  Again I laughed as the writer made me out to be some sort of submissive tart that enjoyed being tied up and teased.  She even wrote that I enjoyed a “good sensual spanking” when delivered by the right man.

Even if it struck a chord I would have never admitted that to a magazine.  Why would I?

The article made me out to be some sort of sex starved woman craving sexual domination from any man who was inclined to do so.  Of course nothing could be further from the truth even if it did have a naughty ring to it.

Anybody who actually knew me would tell you different.  They might describe me as haughty, demanding and condescending but never, ever as sex starved or as submissive.

In actuality I had men groveling at my feet begging for even a glance of my upper thigh if I chose to deign them with one.  I was virtually a sexual goddess with a choice of any male I might desire.  I chose my escorts the way one might pluck premium fruit from a basket—only the very finest would do for me.

As I read the description I decided that the writer must have been describing her own sexual fantasies because certainly none of it had anything to do with me.  After I admired my pictures and read the accompanying article I flipped the magazine into a stack of others that also featured me as a fashion super model and then never gave it another thought.

I had received my ridiculously large check for the minimal effort I had made and I was satisfied with that.

Madam Fiona did even better with her method of finding us rich husbands.  She knew of a private club that was exclusive to precisely the kind of gentlemen that we were looking for.  It was a posh establishment that required membership that could only be achieved with substantial wealth.

At the club single rich men were everywhere and a girl only had to pick and choose.  One by one Fiona had taken Sandy, Karen and Amber to the exclusive club in search of a wealthy husband.  Each had struck it rich and no doubt had disappeared into a life of high-class luxury.  Now it was my turn.

I had been coming to the club for a couple of months with Madam Fiona acting as both guide and chaperone.  Madam Fiona was older and much wiser than I—she seemed to know exactly what to say and what to do.

She had instructed me to dress seductively so we could come to the club daily for dinner in search of prey.  Typically I would wear a low cut dress that revealed plenty of leg.  I knew that would be more than enough bait to catch the eye of any male of my choosing.

I had my eye on a handsome gentleman named Terrence Covington.  He routinely came to the club for dinner and would sit at a nearby table reading the financial pages on his tablet.  I kept an eye on him while I chatted with Madam Fiona.

His dark hair, deep blue eyes and muscular build were just what a girl longed for.  I could barely contain my excitement as I memorized each and every feature of his masculine body.  He was every woman’s gallant dream.

He had to be rich.  Access to the club wasn’t allowed unless you had a rather large fortune.  He was perfect and I wanted to have him for my very own.

I didn’t know a whole lot about Terrence.  I knew that he owned my apartment complex—the clue was the name “Covington Tower” on the front.  He was a real estate mogul.

He was also socially responsible as he owned a couple of hospitals that he ran for those living in the inner city who couldn’t obtain care any other way.  Those who needed psychiatric help were always welcomed at one of them that served as a mental treatment center.

He also financed food pantries that offered a meal to anyone in need.  He lived a private life.  Other than his real estate holdings the source of his wealth was somewhat of a mystery.  He certainly was a kind and generous sort with what he had.  He was definitely a trophy that any woman would cherish to share her bed with.

First Madam Fiona pointed him out to me and then she did everything that she could to dissuade me from my prize.  She pointed out that Terrence had no known social life.  She was unaware of any girlfriend of his and so he probably wasn’t interested in a marriage.

She said that to her knowledge he lived alone and probably liked it that way.  While he was rich he appeared to have no hobbies or interests outside of his financial concerns.  She assured me that I would be bored with him and would soon cast him away.

For a while I thought she might be right.  In spite of a string of shorter more revealing dresses day after day he paid no attention to me.  What kind of guy could resist a super model dressed for temptation?  But he did.

Perhaps it was the lure of the forbidden fruit.  I desperately wanted the only man that I couldn’t seem to get.  I admit that at the time I was hopelessly infatuated with Terrence Covington.

Later Madam Fiona would come up with a devious idea to get his attention in hopes that things would start to happen between us.


CHAPTER 3.  Maid Susan

It was because of my recurring staff turnover that maid Susan came to be in my employ.  When I hired her you could have asked me for her last name but at the time I couldn’t tell you. I never bothered to question any of my maids as to their last name because they came and went so fast that there was really no need to know.

I knew something was “off” about her the moment I first laid eyes on her.  Instead of the usual dowdy maids that Madam Fiona had provided Susan was an attractive statuesque woman seemingly ill-suited for the task at hand.

The usual maid was a bit shorter than me.  I liked that because it gave me a feeling of superiority as I stood over them.  They typically carried a bit of weight too.  A necessity to be sturdy I thought for the work involved in a maid’s day.

Previously maids in my employ had always been younger than me too.  It made it easy to order them about as they readily conceded to my worldly experience.

Susan was my age or a touch older than me—just by a month or two—but older nonetheless.  It seemed out of the ordinary to me because I would have expected a woman in that age bracket to be more accomplished than to be employed as a common maid.

In the modeling world a few months is a lifetime.  For a super model a few months can be the difference between world-wide recognition and unemployment.  So in my eyes Susan seemed much too mature to still be mopping floors and cleaning toilets.

Yes, Susan was different.  Unlike previous maids that always kept their eyes lowered she could look me straight in the eye when I ordered her about.  Not only was she as tall as me, she was as thin and moved with a grace not usually found in a maid.

Even her uniform fit her impeccably as though she were modeling it on a runway.  She didn’t even wear the typical maid uniform.  Instead she wore a black nylon sheath that came just above her knees without the usual white trim.  Her looked was completed with a simple white apron and matching cap.

Her sheath served to flatter her by showing off her curves.  It was definitely an impractical choice for her position.  Without the cap and apron she could have easily been dressed for an evening out on the town.

My first thought upon seeing her was that she could have been a model herself with a touch of makeup and some designer clothing.  Of course I immediately disregarded the thought of her as a model since she was only domestic help.

Unlike my previous maids she did not project innocence. As soon as I met her I was uneasy around her but I couldn’t quite put my finger on the reason why.  She seemed set upon an unknown purpose that had nothing to do with good housekeeping.

Her performance as a maid servant was certainly not up to the expectations of her looks.  She was unbelievably poor at her tasks.  I often wondered what she spent her days doing because she certainly wasn’t tending to her domestic chores.

I don’t know why but I took pity on the poor thing.  Perhaps it was because I thought she was so ill-suited for the work that she would be unemployable if I let her go.  For whatever reason just a few weeks into her employment I found myself attempting to help her out by trying to teach the girl how to work.

Looking back I think the fact that I had a few glasses of wine that day may have influenced the events that occurred.  I’m not quite sure of that but in retrospect it seems reasonable.

I found her in my laundry room that day looking totally lost while she surveyed the work that needed to be done.  Several weeks of laundry were piled up on the floor as she had neglected her duty.  To that point I hadn’t actually talked to the girl—she had just been going about shirking her duties without saying a word.

It was then and there that I made what would turn out to be a life changing decision to help her out.  I stood next to her and surveyed the damage before I spoke.

“Maid, what seems to be the problem here?  You do know how to do laundry, don’t you?”

She turned to me seemingly astonished by my appearance in the laundry room.  Then she surprised me.

“You may call me Susan.  I don’t like being referred to as a maid.”

I had never heard such insolence before from my maid but it caught me unprepared.  Without thinking I deferred to her request.

“Well Susan dear you seem to be perplexed by the prospect of doing laundry.  Do you require some instruction?”

I said it with a touch of sarcasm.  In reality the woman was perplexed by the thought of laundry, dusting, vacuuming and anything else that had to do with maid service.  Say nothing of what she had attempted in the kitchen with meals.  She was definitely domestically challenged.

“Why yes Charlotte I was hoping that you could help me here.  Would you be so kind?”

I was appalled that Susan would call me by my first name.  I had never been addressed by any of my maids as anything but Miss Prentiss.  I found it rather brazenly forward but then I thought I would take care of the formality later.

Then I thought it didn’t really matter because she was so incompetent I would probably fire her in just a few more days anyway.  Her lack of knowledge as to how to serve seemingly held no bounds.

“What dear Susan would you like to know?”

“Well Charlotte you have such fine lingerie I’m thinking that it would get ruined in the washer so I was wondering what I should do with it.”

She was right about that.  Clearly the girl had never seen expensive panty and bra sets.  The fine lace and satin would certainly be ruined in the washer.  At least she was smart enough to know that much.

“These things need to be hand washed dear.  You don’t ever put my lingerie into the washing machine.”

She gave me a confused look.

“How do I do that?”

I was amused by her ignorance.  I rolled my eyes and moved over to the sink that was next to the washer and flipped the handle to turn on the water.  In my haste I had turned it on full and the water splashed out of the sink onto my dress—an extremely expensive little black chiffon number that I had planned to wear out to dinner that very night with my agent Madam Fiona.

Susan smiled and came over to me.  Noting the wet spot on the dress Susan attempted to assist me.

“Oh look at that Charlotte you are going to ruin your dress! Let me help you out.”

What she did next was totally unexpected and caught me completely by surprise.  In a quick motion she took her white apron off and put it around my waist before securing it in back with a big bow.  She spoke before I could say a word.

“There Charlotte.  Now you can safely show me what to do.  I wouldn’t want you to ruin your dress.”

I paused for a moment deciding what I should do.  Imagine the arrogance of the girl putting an apron on me!  I soothed my anger by thinking that perhaps she was just being considerate.  Then I thought that since I had the apron on I may just as well continue to show the poor girl what to do.  I reached under the sink for laundry work gloves and mild soap as the sink filled with steamy water.

“Well Susan you put these gloves on so that you can protect your hands in the water.”

I slipped the pink rubber laundry gloves on my hands.

“Then you add the soap.”

As I poured the soap into the sink steam rose up.  My hair spray wasn’t up to the task and my hair came down in front of my eyes.  Susan thoughtfully moved it out of my eyes but it immediately came back down.  She gave a giggle as she took the cap off of her head and put it on mine.

Now my hair was secured out of the way as she observed me intently waiting for my next instruction.

Something very strange happened to me at that moment as she stood watching me.


CHAPTER 4.  Eager Demonstration

While I stood there it occurred to me the picture that I was presenting.  There I was in a black dress with apron and cap tending to the laundry sink with my pink gloves on.

I had been wearing black heels before I came over to help Susan out and suddenly I was acutely aware of them.  I thought that I must make a pretty picture with my heels, black dress, apron and maid cap.

Susan stood watching me in her nylon dress.  It crossed my mind that a casual observer would think that the pretty maid was being closely supervised by her Mistress.  Except they might think that I was the maid!

As the thought came to me my heart jumped.  Not in anger as you might expect.  Instead it jumped in arousal.  It took me by surprised and the pleasant feeling caused me to continue my lesson for my eager student.

I narrated my actions while I demonstrated the proper technique for hand washing fine lingerie.  Susan watched attentively as I soaked then patted a pair of panties dry.  I showed Susan how to hang the panties on a garment rack in order to dry them completely.

The warm water felt soothing on my gloved hands.  My mind began to wander.  The work was extremely relaxing.  I began to imagine what it must be like to be a maid.  What would life be like without exotic trips, photographers and time constraints?

I thought it might be a touch of heaven.  There would be nothing to worry about except mundane chores.  In a way I thought Susan was lucky to have such a simple life.  I felt a twinge of jealousy.

I finished with all of the panties.  I had a feeling of accomplishment that I never felt strutting down a runway.  This was work was different.  You might say even fulfilling in a strange way.

I smiled at the notion of life as a maid as I dipped a lace bra into the suds.  Yes the work was relaxing but I could never be a mere maid!  I blushed at the thought of what the other models might think of me.  The vision of a highly paid super model washing floors would make them laugh uproariously.

Not to mention the total humiliation of it.  Yes, the humiliation of being a common servant.  A domestic maid is the lowest of the low.  I couldn’t conceive of it.  How do women do it?

The word humiliation stayed in my mind.  It is such an erotic word to me.  The thought of being humiliated as a simple servant made me wet with lust.  I blushed further—I’m sure a much darker shade of red—as my nipples hardened at the notion.  I hoped that they didn’t show through my chiffon dress.

I took a look at Susan to see if she had noticed.  To my amazement Susan was no longer in the laundry room—she had left me alone!

Not wanting to leave a job half-done I gently ran water through the lace bra rinsing out the suds before I patted it dry.  Then I hung the bra on the rack next to the panties before deciding to find out where Susan had gone.

The girl had seemingly disappeared perhaps bored from the tedious task of watching me hand washing delicate intimates.  She wasn’t in the kitchen so I angrily headed to the great room to see if I could find her there.

Just as I entered the great room the doorbell rang and without thinking I went to answer it.  When I opened the door there stood Madam Fiona—with her mouth gaping wide open at the sight of me!

I had forgotten that I was wearing the white apron and the white cap and was looking every bit the image of a housemaid.  At that moment Susan appeared having emerged from the ladies powder room.

Madam Fiona composed herself from her shock and spoke as she came into the apartment.

“Whatever are you doing Charlotte?  Are you preparing for an acting role as a maid?  If you are you certainly look the part!”

She stood back looking at me as though an explanation was demanded for my appearance.  I was totally speechless.  I couldn’t think of a word to say.  Finally Susan broke the silence saving me from a horribly awkward moment.

“Miss Charlotte was just demonstrating for me the appropriate way to hand wash lingerie.  I thought it best not to ruin her dress so she wore my apron.  It was no more than that.”

Madam Fiona smiled at Susan.

“For a moment dear I thought that you were the lady of the house and Charlotte your obedient maid.  She even answered the door like a common servant.  You know what they say in the fashion business—the clothes make the woman.”

Feeling totally humiliated I took the cap off of my head.  My hair came down in my face giving me a disheveled appearance.  Madam Fiona looked at Susan.

“You look lovely dear.  Perhaps you would like to join us for dinner today?”

I was aghast that my own agent would invite my maid servant to dine with us.  Before I could protest Madam Fiona put me in my place.

“Charlotte we’ll wait for you while you tidy up.  You look as though you’ve been toiling away all day.  I doubt you’ll want to wear that maid uniform out on the town since the paparazzi would probably have a field day at your expense.

Perhaps you should try another outfit so that you don’t look so much like a domestic maid.  Or if you prefer you can stay here and finish hand washing your lingerie while Susan and I go out.  Possibly Susan has other chores for you to perform.”

She laughed at the joke that she had made.  Then the two women talked while I retreated to my bedroom for a wardrobe change.


CHAPTER 5.  Devious Plan

I had already been humiliated more than enough for one day.  I surveyed my extensive wardrobe for anything that wasn’t black.  I didn’t want anything that could be a reminder of a tawdry maid. 

After I had changed into a flirty red dress with matching red heels we went to the private club that Madam Fiona frequented for our dinner.  I had a salad complimented by the most fabulous red wine I had ever tasted.

The wine was so delightful that I lost my willpower along with all common sense.  I have no recollection of how much of the divine drink that I consumed that evening.

As uncomfortable as I was dining with Susan present my attention was soon on other matters when Madam Fiona began to discuss the handsome Terrence Covington.  As luck would have it he too was dining there at the same time.

“Charlotte dear, that servant’s uniform that you were wearing earlier has got me thinking.  I have a great idea.  I hear that Terrence is looking for a maid to serve in his home.  I think that opportunity beckons for you!”

I looked at Fiona in bewilderment.  I had no idea what she was thinking.

“Why would this be of interest to me?”

She gave me a smile.

“You certainly aren’t going to get his attention sitting at this table every day for dinner.  He hasn’t even noticed you.  But if you can get into his home he will have no choice but to see you on a regular basis.  It would be a chance for your charms to work their magic on him.

Many men have a thing for maids.  They simply can’t resist the lure of a woman in a uniform wearing a tiny white apron.  You could have him in no time at all if you simply decide to apply for the job.”

It sounded simple enough.  But maid duty?  My only experience with maids was with my own servants and the ones I had employed at various hotels on my fashion tours.  Maids were there to take care of me—I would hardly know how to act like one.

“I don’t think that I could do that Madam Fiona.  I would have to work like a maid.  I don’t think that I could possibly clean floors or do laundry or for that matter any of that dirty work.”

As if to punctuate my response I gave a laugh.  To my surprise it came out as a nervous laugh lacking the necessary confidence I expected it to project.  I thought for my own sake that I had better elaborate.

“Super models don’t do domestic work.  I would think that you of all people would know that!”

A smiling Susan took this inopportune moment to speak up.

“Charlotte I think you would do just fine.  You looked very comfortable doing the lingerie earlier.  I think you’d make a fine maid!”

I didn’t like the direction that this was heading.  Further protest was certainly in order.  I pouted as I spoke.

“I just couldn’t.  Not only that it would be deceitful to masquerade as something that I’m not.”

Susan gave me a sly grin.

“Sometimes Charlotte we need to be deceitful to get what we want.  A little deception never hurt anyone.  The end justifies the means.  If good comes of it what’s the difference?”

Madam Fiona nodded in agreement then she gave me a smile.  She took my hand and gave it a pat.

“Look over my shoulder dear.  Wouldn’t you like to get close to him?”

Terrence was sitting alone behind her a couple of tables back.  He had finished his meal and now he was sipping coffee and reading something on his computer tablet.

Just then a waitress came up to Terrence and refilled his coffee cup.  I couldn’t hear what she said but they talked for a few moments.

I couldn’t believe my eyes.  The waitress had his full attention and they were laughing together.  She was flirting with my Terrence!

Finally the hussy moved away from the table and Terrence returned to his tablet.  She glanced back over her shoulder for an instant to see if he was watching her.

Had she looked a second time she would have seen that as she walked away he looked away from his tablet and took a long look at her.  I could see the hunger in his eyes.  The tart had certainly made an impression!

I could hardly believe it.  She was just a waitress!  She wore a simple black serving dress with a white apron yet he was intrigued.  Madam Fiona was right!

The woman wouldn’t last a day on a fashion runway yet there was the object of my dreams focusing his attention on her like a panting puppy.  I knew right then that I couldn’t let my Terrence get away just because I was wearing the wrong outfit.  After all I was a fashion model so if Terrence wanted to leer at a woman in a maid’s uniform it was no problem for me to provide him with exactly what he desired.

The thought flittered through my mind but I discarded it.  I mean wear a maid uniform in front of Terrence?  Maybe even out in public?  Me?  I didn’t think that could ever happen.  No, not to Charlotte Prentiss!

“But I could never…”

Susan interrupted me.

“I’ll give you lessons so that you can pull it off.  By the time I’m done with you Terrence will think you’ve always been a maid.  You’ll win his heart in no time at all.”

Madam Fiona gave an approving smile.

“I like it!  Then it’s settled!”


CHAPTER 6.  Maid Chambers

When we returned to my apartment after dinner I was still tentative about the plan.  Neither Susan nor Madam Fiona would have any part of my hesitation—they wanted to begin immediately transforming me into a domestic maid.  It was Madam Fiona who spoke first.  She looked at me while she talked.

“We should start right away.  I am concerned that somebody might recognize you as a high fashion model.  I can’t have that—imagine if my clients found out that one of my models had become a maid!  My reputation would be destroyed and I would lose all of my business.  We are going to have to make sure that never happens.”

Susan concurred nodding her head in agreement.

“Where is your maid’s quarters Charlotte?  Let’s start by taking you there.”

We walked down the hallway to the back of the apartment where I had set aside a tiny bedroom for use by my live-in maids.  It wasn’t much of a room—a bed, an armoire and a chair by a small vanity.  There wasn’t even a bathroom for the maid—my maids used a small bathroom that was down the hallway.

Madam Fiona walked straight up to the armoire and opened the doors.  She looked like she was shopping at a department store as she browsed through the cabinet.

“Let’s see what we have in here” she cooed as she looked at the contents.

Compared to my own walk-in closets the armoire was actually more of a cupboard than a closet.  There were half a dozen black uniforms each with an apron.  There were also a couple of flannel nightgowns hanging there and there was barely room for those.

On the shelf above the uniforms were white maid caps and a couple of pairs of black patent heels.  All of it looked familiar as I had previously seen my maids wearing the drab attire.  I doubted that the heels would provide any comfort whatsoever while working.

There were also a couple of drawers beneath where the uniforms hung.  She opened them up one at time revealing plain white cotton panties with matching cotton bras and some white nylon slips.  There were also a couple of white garter belts with taupe stockings.

I was surprised to see a couple of boxes of black hair coloring in the bottom drawer.  Apparently one of the maids had changed her look in order to meet my criteria for work.

The entire collection was the bare minimum that a live-in maid would need.  If she were to leave the apartment she would have no choice but to wear the maid uniform because there was little room to store anything else.

I didn’t see any of the nice nylon dresses that Susan wore.  Madam Fiona took out a familiar dress that I recognized as belonging to one of the maids I had employed before Susan.

It was black with white trim at the collar and at the short sleeves.  She held it up against me as though seeing how it would look.  With an approving nod she looked straight into my eyes.

“Charlotte I think that this will work.  It will certainly do until we have an opportunity to have you fitted properly with your own uniform.

You need to understand something.  This will be difficult for you so I want you to think about Terrence while we transform you.  You should know that there will not be any going back once we get started.  Do you understand?”

I gazed at the dress that she held in front of me.  Somehow I was mesmerized by the sight of it.  I imagined Terrence studying me just like he had examined the waitress at the club.

I nodded my head yes.

“Very well dear.  Take off your clothes.”

It seemed so immediate and so irrevocable.  I slipped off my Gucci shoes.  Susan unzipped my Armani dress for me and I slowly stepped out of it as Madam Fiona supervised.  I stood before her in my lingerie still looking at the dress.

“All of it dear.  You must become a maid from the foundation up.”

I slowly peeled away my pantyhose and handed them to Susan.  My satin panties and bra were custom made for me in Paris.  I shed those too until I stood naked in front of the two women.  I crossed my arms over my breasts in an attempt to retain my modesty.

Susan stood next to me holding all of my garments.  She gave me a look up and down then spoke to Madam Fiona.

“If Charlotte is going to take my room then where will I sleep?”

Madam Fiona hung the maid uniform back up and reached into the drawer for a white garter belt.  She held it out for me to take as she answered Susan’s question.

“I think it is only fair that you take her room.  Why don’t you look it over while I get Charlotte ready for her new role?”

Susan smiled and still holding my clothes she quickly skipped off to explore her new surroundings.  Before I could form a single word of protest she had disappeared leaving me alone with Madam Fiona.  Her tone immediately changed to a much more demanding manner.

“Well girl, are you going to stand there or are you going to get dressed?”

I took the garter belt from her.  It was a plain looking belt that under any other circumstances I would have tossed aside as far too ordinary for my taste.  When I clipped it on the straps dangled to just the right length as though I had previously worn it.

Madam Fiona handed me a pair of stockings.  I sat down on the edge of the bed.  I couldn’t control myself.  I hoped Madam Fiona wouldn’t notice that my hands trembled as I smoothed the first stocking over my leg.  I had no such luck.

“Why Charlotte, are you aroused by all of this?”

She gave a laugh as she waited for my answer.

Without replying I pulled the second stocking up and tried to calm myself with a deep breath.  Madam Fiona wasn’t going to let me off easy.

“I think I can see your excitement.  Answer me right this minute girl!  Are you excited by all of this?”

I thought quickly before telling her a lie.

“Yes I am!  The thought of having Terrence all for myself stirs my passion.  Why wouldn’t it?”

But in reality Terrence had nothing to do with what I was feeling.  My heart fluttered at the notion of putting on the maid uniform.  I couldn’t understand why but I was incredibly turned on by the very thought of it.

“I’m glad that you clarified that.  I was worried for a moment because I thought that you were aroused by the thought of becoming a servant.  Some women are inclined that way you know.

The poor things!  They are put to the grimy task of domestic work and their ardor keeps them from protesting a life of total enslavement to domestic work. 

I can’t even imagine what it would be like to be relegated to such a trifle position.  Imagine a lifetime of domestic servitude enslaved and chained in place by your own sexual needs!  How undignified that would be if it were to happen to you!”

She had struck a chord with my feelings but I wasn’t about to admit it.  I gave a nervous laugh.

“How could you ever think that of me?  Turned on by being a lowly servant?  I’m not at all excited about the prospect!”

She smiled and turning again to the armoire she took a pair of cotton panties and a white cotton bra that she tossed over to me.  I clipped on the bra and slipped on the panties.

What a strange feeling it was.  I hadn’t worn cotton lingerie since I was a child.  As an adult I had only worn the finest silk and satin that money could buy.  Immediately I felt so—I can’t describe it any other way—common.  Yes, I felt common like I was someone different than I had been moments before just by putting on the plain underwear.

Her comments had me thinking.  Was it possible that I was one of those women turned on by the notion of being a housemaid?  As I dressed it certainly seemed that way.  But how could that be true?  After all I was a high fashion model not a mere cleaning woman.

Nevertheless I couldn’t help myself.  My feelings were my own and right then they were telling me that it was exciting to be cast in the role of housemaid.  Regardless of what my mind might be thinking the dampness between my legs told the real story that I couldn’t deny.

I was in a lusty fog as she gave me a slip.  Finally the dress came back out and she watched while I pulled it on.  I slipped on a pair of the black patent heels, tied on an apron then finally put a white cap on my head.  My heart felt like it would explode from excitement.


CHAPTER 7.  Maid Susie

I could see myself in the vanity mirror.  The dress was certainly not a custom fit.  It made me look rather ordinary.  My long blonde hair still draped over my shoulders from underneath the servant’s cap so at least that semblance of Charlotte Prentiss remained.

Madam Fiona had me turn to face her so she could examine my appearance.

“You make a convincing maid dear but something is still not right.  Wait here, I have an idea.”

She disappeared out the door while I stood in the room.  I turned back to the vanity mirror and gazed at the stranger that peered back.  I could feel every inch of the transformation on my body.

I was acutely aware of the cotton bra, garter belt and the uniform dress.  Most of all I could feel the cotton panties that were beginning to moisten from my brazen arousal.

I gave thought to tending to my condition with a gentle touch of my fingers but my idea was thwarted when Madam Fiona returned holding a pair of scissors.

“Come with me dear and bring along one of those coloring kits.”

Already taking on a level of obedience that only a servant could possess I compliantly took a box of the hair color from the drawer and followed Madam Fiona down the hallway to the bathroom.

Apparently she had moved a chair into the tiny room in front of the sink while she was gone and she motioned me to sit down on it.  She put a cape like one might see in a salon over me.  She pulled off my maid cap and had me hold it in my lap.

I had always been proud of my long flowing hair.  It was my signature as a super model.  I had always appeared as a blonde goddess with a mane that women would be envious of and that men would yearn to touch.

I gasped in horror as in a quick unceremonious move Madam Fiona clipped off a large tuft of hair.  She saw my reaction and without slowing down her pace she continued to clip away while she explained.

“Charlotte I know how you must feel about your hair.  You don’t want anyone to recognize you though do you?  I think a shorter style will suit your new position much better.  It won’t get in the way when you are working.

Not only that but we’ll have to change your color too.  Really you must know the rules that you set out yourself.  Your maids always had to have black hair so I would think that no one will believe that you are a maid working here unless we make that change.  Don’t you agree?”

By the time she finished her sentence she had sheared off so much of my hair that it actually didn’t matter if I objected or not.  I nodded yes and she admonished me to hold my head still while she worked.

For her efforts Madam Fiona wasn’t much of a hair stylist.  I had always had my hair done by only the finest hairdressers that the fashion world had to offer.  What she did to my hair was barely a step above putting a bowl over my head and lopping everything off.  When she finished I would have liked to have burst out in tears but before I could she had me lean back over the sink so that she could work the coloring in.

I thought how strange it was to color my hair black.  Though I had always appeared as a blonde my natural color was actually black.  So all the exercise accomplished was to quickly return my color to my original shade.

While the color set she carefully removed all of my makeup using only a damp washcloth.  As she worked she explained that “Maids don’t wear makeup dear so neither will you.”

After the color set she rinsed my hair out and handed me a blow-dryer.  When I was finished she had me put my cap back on then turn to the mirror above the sink for a final inspection.

Hardly any of my hair was visible beneath the white maid cap.  The tiny bit that showed was now black—the blonde goddess had been successfully exiled.  For her part Madam Fiona was extremely pleased with her work even to the point of brashly complimenting herself on a job well done.

“Perfect!  You look just like a domestic maid!  You’ll have to keep it that way from now on.”

She kept her commanding tone seemingly gaining confidence as she gave her next instruction.

“Follow me girl, I think it is time to celebrate.”

She strode out of the bathroom and down the hall towards the great room.  I followed meekly behind her in the same manner that a servant might have.  I couldn’t believe the scene that greeted me there. 


CHAPTER 8.  Charlotte Prentiss

There on the sofa sat Susan as though she owned my apartment.  But worse than that apparently while Madam Fiona had worked on me Susan had also taken time to transform herself.

Instead of appearing like a maid in her black nylon dress now she was wearing my red dress-- the same one that I had just worn to dinner.  She must have found my collection of wigs because now she had long flowing blonde hair.  She must have gotten into my makeup too because now she was showing off fully made up eyes, blush on her cheeks as well as my favorite lipstick.

Her makeup flattered her.  The change was so amazing I could hardly believe it.  Now she seemed confident and sophisticated.  Quite honestly she could easily pass as a fashion model.  At first glance she could even be mistaken for me.  At least the way I looked before.  I couldn’t help but feel envious.

Madam Fiona motioned me to follow her.  She sat on the sofa and I stood next to the two ladies as she looked at me and spoke.

“Charlotte dear we can’t be calling you Charlotte anymore because what would people think of you?  Just imagine how humiliating that would be for you if people were to find out that super model Charlotte Prentiss had become an amorous maid in an attempt to win the favor of one Terrence Covington.  That would never do!

So to protect your dignity we will now call you maid Susie.  Don’t you agree that would be in your best interest?”

I was still staring in disbelief at Susan.  It was like seeing myself in the mirror.  Madam Fiona brought me back to attention.

“Well Dear?”

I could barely bring myself to speak.  I repeated the name to myself--maid Susie.  It was such a plain name hardly worthy of a super model.  It seemed so lower class.  Finally I was able to compose myself.

“Yes, I think that would be best but…”

Madam Fiona interrupted me in mid-sentence.

“Maid Susie you will need to observe some formality now that you are a maid.  I would expect you to answer “Yes Ma’am” or “Yes Madam” when you address your superiors.  Do you understand?”

She looked sternly at me and while I wanted to protest that this had gone far enough I couldn’t bring myself to do anything other than agree with her.

“Yes Madam.”

“Very good maid Susie.  Now I would like you to meet your new employer.”

She looked over at Susan sitting next to her.

“This is Miss Charlotte Prentiss.  You will be working for her now and she will be getting you prepared for your domestic duties in the employ of Mr. Terrence Covington.”

In a haughty gesture Charlotte lifted her head raising her chin in a condescending manner.  Just a few hours earlier she had been my own personal maid and now they were expecting me to treat her like my employer!

Immediately comfortable in her new role she spoke in an authoritative tone.

“Maid Susie you are to address me as Miss Charlotte.  I expect you to know your place at all times so do not tempt me with insolence or you will regret it.”

I don’t know what came over me at that moment.  I was trembling with desire at the humiliation that was being meted out at my expense.  For some reason I found the whole scene highly erotic so I wasn’t thinking clearly.  To my own surprise I formed words and carefully spoke.

“I am pleased to meet you Miss Charlotte and I hope to meet your high standards as your maid.”

Both ladies giggled at my response seeming to revel in the fact that their total humiliation of me was complete.  I hardly had a chance to take in any more of the scene as Madam Fiona spoke to Miss Charlotte.

“I think Charlotte that we should drink to the success of our little project don’t you dear?”

Miss Charlotte quickly agreed immediately taking her role in stride.

“Maid, bring us my finest red wine.  We will drink to our success!”

For a moment I didn’t realize that she was talking to me.  How easily she had dropped “Susie” and slipped into the same method I had previously used to address her.  Now I was only “maid”.

I found the title demeaning yet oddly provocative.  I was going to be a real maid!  When I finally realized that she was talking to me I immediately set out for the wine closet to fulfill her request.

At first I hesitated.  Looking over the finest vintages I had saved for special occasions I was tempted to reserve them for later use.  I didn’t think that I could bring myself to serve the very best to Miss Charlotte and Madam Fiona.

Then I thought that I had been ordered to bring the finest wine.  Now I was just the maid following orders.  I felt compelled to do as I was told.  Finally to my chagrin I did exactly that.

The two ladies spent hours on the sofa sipping what had been my most expensive wine and talking about everything it seemed but me.  As they talked they completely ignored me.

That evening I stood by in uniform at attention like a hired servant occasionally pouring more wine and waiting for further instructions that never came.  It was the start of my new life.


CHAPTER 9.  Ecstasy Of Ignominy

When I finally returned to my new bedroom my feet were sore from standing.  I had been right about the heels—there was no comfort in them.  It was after midnight and I was exhausted.

After Madam Fiona had left Miss Charlotte had stayed in character.  She even had me see to her personal needs by helping her undress and slip into a nightgown.

I found this particularly degrading.  After all she was wearing my dress and my fine lingerie.  Then I helped her into one of my own nightgowns!  Or at least they had belonged to me.

All the while I was wearing a second hand maid’s uniform over very plain lingerie while tending to her needs.  I found that I envied her for her level of fine luxury.

It didn’t seem fair to me but I felt that it was necessary for me to learn my new position.  After all Terrence Covington wouldn’t notice anyone but an authentic maid so I was determined to learn how to present the illusion just for him.

After I hung up my uniform I realized that the only option I had to wear to bed was a dull flannel nightgown.  As dreary as that was I was exhausted so I was happy to put it on and lay down for rest.

There was an alarm clock on the vanity table that wasn’t plugged in.  I found an outlet and brought the thing to life before I set it for 5:30 am.  Miss Charlotte had told me to be ready to begin my training at 6:00 am sharp so I wanted to be sure that I was up on time.

I had the most wonderful dream that night.  In my dream I was serving drinks to Terrence at the club in my maid uniform and he was ogling me as I walked away from him.

I found the notion of serving him in my maid uniform extremely erotic.  I turned to meet his gaze and he invited me to keep him company in his home.

Then I found myself naked on his bed on my back with my hair arrayed like a golden halo above my head.  He was so excited that he couldn’t help himself and he quickly had his stiff rod pulsing inside of me in an eager display of amorous lust.

I arched my hips up to greet his ardent passion.  Just as I was nearing an intense orgasm I heard a voice that woke me from the idyllic fantasy…

“My, my, we are enjoying ourselves this morning aren’t we?”

I opened my eyes though I was still half asleep.  The lingering effects of dinner wine had left me with a headache that the light of day only made worse.

I found that I had lifted my nightgown and had slid a hand beneath my cotton panties.  I had been fondling myself in my sleep and my fingers were soaked with my own juices.

To my complete humiliation Miss Charlotte was standing in the doorway of my bedroom observing my most intimate actions.  She was dressed in one of my Versace gowns.

Clearly she lacked fashion sense—I always preferred to wear Vera Wang in the morning.  Prada works too but only with the right shoes.  Thankfully it appeared she hadn’t yet found my Paloma Picasso jewelry!

I would later find out that I had set the time wrong on the alarm clock when I plugged it in.  At that very moment it read 7:35 pm instead of 7:35 am.  The alarm had never gone off and as a result I had overslept by two hours!

Realizing I was being watched I froze in position with my legs spread wide open, my gown pulled up and my hand lewdly touching my most intimate self inside my panties.  I was passionately aroused and just moments away from an intense orgasm.

Miss Charlotte wasn’t going to let me get away without adding to my complete embarrassment.

“Don’t stop on my account sweetie, I realize how excited that you are to be my maid.  Bring yourself to fulfillment right now dear maid--I insist!”

She made it sound like an order.  She gave it with such a condescending tone that it left me not only embarrassed but truly feeling thoroughly inferior to her.

I couldn’t help myself.  She watched intently as I resumed tenderly stroking my most intimate erogenous zone.  I gave out a soft moan as she continued to torment me.  She spoke as though she were calmly instructing a teenage girl on the womanly ways of the world.

“Raise your hips girl.  You’ll experience heightened pleasure that way.  Do it now!”

I obediently raised my hips off the mattress to greet my probing fingers.  I found her continued oratory to be oddly sensual.

"Maid Susie I find your submission to me to be deliciously erotic.  I can’t describe how much fun it will be to watch you slave away as a domestic maid for my amusement.”

Her words proved to be motivation for my excitement.  She continued giving instructions.

“I want those fingers in deeper.  Move them slowly.  That’s it.”

I obediently followed her directions giving a lewd moan as I did.

“I’ve heard it said that a high class woman who volunteers to be a maid desires to suffer the ecstasy of ignominy.  Does this sound familiar to you?

I think that you will willingly writhe in pleasure and disgrace yourself for me while working as a maid for my amusement.  Watching you squirm while receiving your comeuppance will be most pleasurable for me.”

She may have said more than that but I didn’t hear any more.  At that very moment I screamed in rapture as waves of orgasmic delight pulsed through my body.

Ignoring her presence I continued to fondle myself like a schoolgirl having her very first orgasmic experience until the euphoric explosion began to slowly subside.

My hips slumped back into the bed as my fingers paused from their delightful dance.  The aroma of my fragrant musk reminded me of what I had just done.  Again Miss Charlotte broke the mood.

“Very well done my disgraced servant.  What an obedient slut you are!  I can’t even imagine having such a lustful reaction to being put into servitude.  I think that you are born for the duty of a maid.  Your excitement is unmistakable.  I can only hope that you are able to complete a full day of work without pausing numerous times to masturbate yourself like a common whore.

You blush with your guilt and disgrace.  This is a good start for your new life.  You’ve definitely adequately shamed yourself this morning for my amusement.  Now clean yourself up and report for service—you have domestic duties to tend to this morning.”

She turned and left the room.  I could hear her laughing at my expense as she strode down the hallway. 


CHAPTER 10.  Service With A Smile

After that morning I could never go back to the same relationship that I had previously had with Miss Charlotte.  She was now privy to intimate knowledge that never ever should have been shared.

She had discovered an innermost secret that even I hadn’t realized until that very day.  I had a desire—no a lust—to work as a domestic servant.

The thought of being a simple maid was a sexual turn-on for me.  Humiliation and embarrassment was an aphrodisiac that I simply couldn’t resist.  I was sweet for subservient behavior.  I couldn’t have been more titillated had she sprinkled my pubic region with Spanish fly.

She would put that knowledge to good use immediately by putting me to work performing the most degrading domestic services possible.

When I reported for duty that morning I felt like a little girl who had been sexually violated but was too meek to do anything about it.  Just like a juvenile girl I secretly had enjoyed the experience and wanted to taste more of it.

I put my uniform on and reported to Miss Charlotte like I had been ordered.  I stood before her blushing in humiliation for the lewd act that she had witnessed.  For her part she seemed to forget the incident though she had a sly knowing smirk on her face.

Oh, and I was wrong about the Paloma Picasso collection.  Now when I saw her she was adorned with several expensive pieces that she had plucked from my favorites.

While I had thought that I would get training from her in how to properly perform maid duties I was entirely incorrect.  The training I was to receive from Miss Charlotte was solely how to act like a maid not how to clean like one.

She wanted me to learn how to revel in performing routine mundane tasks.  She told me that doing dishes, folding laundry and washing floors over and over again are all in a day’s work for a domestic maid.

She wanted me to learn how to put her needs ahead of my own.  She told me I needed to learn how to accept criticism with a smile and obey all of her instructions without questions.

A good maid she emphasized never uses the word “no” only the word “yes”.  She stressed that strict obedience was a minimum requirement of a domestic maid.

She also said she would show me the proper respectful posturing required of a servant.  Eyes lowered and head down in the presence of a superior would now be a requirement.

“A maid’s body language” she said, “Should show that you respect and are willing to submit to the authority of another.  Always wear a smile on your face for every task.”

I was told that I would have to consistently practice this so that it was as instinctual for me as breathing.

It was evident that she intended to train me in the psychology of domestic service.  If I didn’t know how to be used by a superior when I started she assured me that I would know by the time she was finished with me.

My abilities to provide housekeeping services would be learned strictly by trial and error.  It was up to me to learn quickly or face the consequences of her wrath.

I wasn’t sure what all of that had to do with getting Terrence to pay attention to me but I was willing to give it a try.  After all for me it was something new and different and therefore exciting.

She started me out that morning demanding that I clean the floors in the bathrooms—all four of them that were in the apartment.  She specified that I was to do so without the use of a mop using only a small cloth to clean every inch of the imported Italian marble floors by hand.  With that order she sat down and picked up a book to read while I quickly went off to fulfill her order.

This was definitely a new adventure for me.  While I had traversed many fashion runways in designer heels before I had never ever stooped down on my hands and knees to actually feel the floor that those heels touched.

In retrospect I suppose that someone had done exactly that in order to keep them shining.  Even in my own home someone else had done similar work.  My bathroom floors had always sparkled immaculately.  It just had never been me doing the job.

That had to change with this chore.  Once I filled a bucket with water and floor cleaner I tip toed to the main bathroom carrying the bucket and a cloth.  In spite of my caution I still managed to slosh a bit of the liquid on my heels.

It felt strange to have to kneel down on the floor.  I had never done so and would have never thought to do it in a dress even if it was a maid uniform.

I lifted my hem above my knees.  My nylon stocking clad knees felt cold when they settled on the marble.  I resisted the temptation to take my heels off.  It would have been more comfortable to do so but I thought I would look out of uniform if I removed them.

The undertaking was demeaning.  I crawled around carefully trying to avoid getting my uniform dirty while moving the cloth over every inch of the marble.

The floors weren’t all that soiled.  They were actually more lightly dust covered than grimy.  I’m sure the task could have been completed with far more ease by using a mop rather than with the tiny cloth.  Regardless I did exactly like I was told and used the cloth as best as I could.

The water in the bucket became murkier the longer I toiled away.  I found myself splashing my uniform with the dirty liquid that I was using to clean the floor.  It seemed as though the cleaner the floor became the filthier I became.

For a woman not used to being sullied it was quite a come down.  I longed for my French perfume as the disgusting odor of grime filled my nostrils.  I concluded the floor must have been dirtier than I originally had thought.

The task was both tedious and time consuming.  It took me all day to finish the mind-numbing journey through the four rooms.  I learned an important lesson that day—the work of a maid is difficult, laborious and wearying.

As the task neared completion I longed for a luxurious bath.  I would have done anything at that point to be fresh and clean again!

Yet when I finished the work even though my body ached from groveling on the floor all day I found myself aroused at the notion that Miss Charlotte had ordered me to work and that I had done precisely as she had ordered without question.  It was afternoon when I approached her to tell her that I had finished but she did not allow me to make any such proclamation.

Instead she simply put her book down and had me follow her while she did a slow inspection of my work.  When she finished evaluating the job she calmly said that it was unsatisfactory and that I was to do it again tomorrow.

I wanted to protest her unfair judgment.  The floors shined immaculately and were certainly in no need of further attention.

My impulse was to be defiant.  But then I thought what if Terrence were to do the same?  I needed to control myself the way a servant might so that I could pull off the ruse.  A maid must always say yes.

No matter what happened I didn’t expect to work very long for Terrence anyway.  No doubt he would quickly succumb to my charms and I would return to my former self.

I finally responded to my new instructions.

“Yes Miss Charlotte, I will see to the floors again tomorrow.”

She smiled at my acquiescence.

“Very well maid.  I’m sure that you’ll do better next time.  If not you’ll be doing the job over and over again until you do it to my satisfaction.”

With that pronouncement she set about giving me my next humiliating task.  It was demeaning enough to be working as a maid in my own home but now she was intent on sharing my self-abasement with others.  She ordered that I provide her with dinner.

Of course I have no culinary skills so this meant that I was to call down to the concierge desk and order her dinner.  While this in itself is not degrading it meant that I would have to greet whichever concierge staff member that would bring the order to the apartment.  I would have to do so while dressed in my maid uniform emitting the odor of a common housemaid now quite filthy from a day of hard work tending to the floors.

Realizing this my fingers trembled as I picked up the phone and placed the order as requested.  Miss Charlotte told me that she would not tolerate cold food so I was to stand at attention at the front door waiting for the porter to deliver her meal.

It seemed as though hours passed.  While I waited I became extremely self-conscious of my attire.  I knew that one of the boys that I had been teasing at the front desk would be arriving with the order.  Would he recognize me?  I knew that I would never live it down should that happen.

I tried to smooth my apron and dress.  Both were wrinkled and still damp from a day spent crawling on the floor.  I straightened my cap.  Then it bothered me that I was fidgeting with my appearance in order to impress a mere porter.  Then I imagined in my mind what it would be like for one of the young boys to laugh at seeing me dressed down like an ordinary maid.

The thought incensed me.  I also found it erotic.  Then I was furious with myself because the thought of such humiliation had only served to cause my passion to stir.

What was I to do?  I was turned on by my humiliation and I was unable to control the lust.  I wanted this treatment yet I was too ashamed to admit it.  I was too drawn to it to dismiss it.  If I was recognized I would be completely disgraced by the moment yet I imagined that it would be positively orgasmic to see a member of the concierge staff amused at seeing me in my new position.

The doorbell rang and I took a deep breath before reluctantly facing my first public exposure as a willing housemaid.  I was so excited by the adventure that I don’t even remember who the porter was that handed me the steaming hot package.  He hardly glanced at me before turning away to perform his other duties.

That was the way that first week went.  Miss Charlotte ordered me about with incredibly mundane tasks that I performed as best as I could.  I repeated most of them several times before they met with her approval.

I spent hours washing windows, scrubbing floors and doing her laundry.  I cleaned light fixtures and dusted everything in sight.  My work was never done.  Upon completing one task another was always presented for immediate attention.

She continued to request things that I had to order and one porter after another came to the door of the apartment without recognizing me as anything other than a commonplace housemaid.

By the end of the week I was exhausted.  Miss Charlotte was more than comfortable in her new role as Charlotte Prentiss.  She enjoyed giving me orders that were often accompanied by a haughty arrogant laugh.

No matter how mundane or degrading her demands were I couldn’t help myself.  I was strangely compelled to obey her decrees without complaint.


CHAPTER 11.  Concierge Service

It was a welcome relief that none of the porters recognized me.  I had been so cruel when flirting with them that I feared retribution would not be kind should one of them realize what I had become.  This would prove to be a mixed blessing.

All had gone reasonably well until Miss Charlotte decided to leave the apartment.  I presumed she had a date as she was dressed to seduce in a tempting party dress.

Clearly she enjoyed raiding what had been my closet of fashion treasures.  She wore a short white strapless dress that was trimmed in black leather.  Definitely a naughty look meant to thrill any male that came within range.

I had never worn the outfit myself as I had been saving it for a special occasion.  I felt a twinge of jealousy—she looked absolutely exquisite—though I’m sure I would have looked better in it.

As she approached me to give me instructions before she left I took a close look at her.  I had been so enamored with my work I actually hadn’t taken a moment to take her fully in until that very moment.

Incredibly with her long golden haired wig and a splash of cosmetics in my clothing she looked remarkably like me!  In fact she could have been a twin sister with her astonishing similarity.  Seeing her was like observing myself in a mirror.

I’ll admit that she wasn’t completely identical but she was close enough.  Anyone not looking too carefully could easily think that she was me.  Viewing her closely a surprising reality was apparent to me.  She so closely resembled me that our charade was certainly plausible.  My secret would be safe and I had no reason to think that it wouldn’t work.

Immediately I wondered what trouble she was going to get me into.  After all once I had Terrence I would be returning to my former self.  Then I would have to live with the consequences of whatever she was doing.

She was extremely self-confident in her role.  She was quick with her orders before she walked out the door.

“I’ll be back late.  Send yesterday’s gown to the dry cleaners and dust everything here from top to bottom while I’m gone.  I’ll use a white glove in the morning to check on you so do it right.  I want you to freshen up the place too.  I want flowers on the table when I return.  Make sure it happens.”

With that she was gone and I was left in the apartment on my own for the day.  I immediately called down to concierge service for flowers and for dry cleaning pickup before I sat down for the first time in days to take a break.

I had been through quite a bit working for Miss Charlotte.  I was starting to feel more like a maid than a super model.  I had broken enough nails that I had to trim them all down so that they wouldn’t look strange.  My hands were dry now from all of the scrubbing and cleaning.

I was getting used to seeing myself in the mirror with no makeup.  My hair still looked ragged but I kept it hidden under my maid cap.  If Terrence was attracted to maids—well a maid was exactly what he was going to get.

I found the thought erotic.  This whole maid episode had been extremely exciting to say the least.  I didn’t want a repeat of my earlier episode so I hadn’t tried to relieve myself since Miss Charlotte had witnessed me doing so.  As a result my desire was longing for fulfillment.  I finally had a few assured private moments to take care of my situation.

The doorbell rang and interrupted my thoughts.

I had gotten fairly used to dealing with the porters from downstairs but this time things were different.  When I opened the door there stood Chad holding a bouquet of flowers.

He looked absolutely adorable in his doorman uniform with flowers in hand.  He appeared much like a young boy appearing for his prom date.  His angelic face and deep blue eyes belied his motivation as he entered the apartment and put down the bouquet.  He spoke first.

“You’re new here aren’t you?”

He looked me straight in the eye.  His gaze was disarming.

“Why yes I just started.”

“Are you alone today?  I’ll bet you’re glad the arrogant princess is gone aren’t you?  She’s such a tease!  Have you ever seen such a flirt?”

I felt relieved.  He couldn’t possibly have realized who he was talking to or he wouldn’t be saying such things.  I smiled at him.

“Oh, you don’t like to be teased?  You don’t think a girl should flirt?”

I turned away from him to get Miss Charlotte’s dress so he could take it down to the dry cleaners.  He waited for me to return before he answered.  I held the dress up to my side but he chose not to take it.

“I don’t mind flirting at all.  But a girl’s eyes shouldn’t make promises that her body isn’t willing to make good on.”

I was about to make a snappy comeback to that but as I started to form a word he quickly drew me to his body wrapping both hands around me and embracing me in a passionate kiss.

There are many types of kisses that a woman can receive.  She can get a friendly peck on the cheek or on her hand.  Or she can get a warm kiss on the mouth that does little or nothing for her.  The best type of kiss is the hot deep penetrating French tongue lapping kind that leaves you breathless and unable to resist more of the same.

The French tongue kiss is the loveliest and that was exactly what he was providing me with.  I found myself completely defenseless to his advance.

I melted into his libidinous kiss completely taken in by his ardent probing.  In the heat of the moment I entirely lost track of where I was or even who I was.  As I fervently returned his desire I hardly realized that he had raised the back of my dress up and that his hands were busy beneath my panties cupping my buttocks and pulling me tightly against his body.

I could feel his lust against me.  He left little room for doubt of what he was about to do as his firm rod was more than ready to penetrate me in the captivating dance of love.

His hands slid around to the front of my panties.  In my condition I really didn’t need that kind of encouragement to continue but the intimate petting was more than welcome.

Then he did something that I could hardly believe.  Breaking off our embrace he took Miss Charlotte’s dress from my hand and gave me a wicked smile.  He turned towards the door and started walking away—throwing a comment at me as he went through the door.

“You’re the hottest maid I’ve ever seen!  I’ll catch you later.”

With that he exited the apartment leaving me breathlessly aroused but unable to take my lust out on him.  I stared at the door in disbelief.  I couldn’t believe it!  A super model is never turned down when it comes to men yet this young boy had done just that to me!

I managed to recover enough to realize that I was standing with my underwear down.  In complete sexual disgrace I pulled my panties back up.  Had I become such a common looking maid that even a boy porter could resist me?


CHAPTER 12.  Evaluation

In the weeks that followed Chad continued to play his tantalizing game.  Whenever Miss Charlotte made a request when I called for concierge service it was always Chad that would arrive at our doorstep.

He made no effort to conceal his lust for me by sneaking endless kisses garnished with lewd groping and provocative petting.  Then he would turn and walk away.  In every case he left me longing for more in a wicked game of tease and denial.

The effect on me was sinful.  I responded to his touch but with much effort managed to keep from begging for more.  I decided that if he could be a tease then I would simply resist his mischievous temptation.  I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing how much I wanted him to relieve his lust by coming inside of me.

We managed to keep our interludes secret from Miss Charlotte.  I wasn’t sure what she would think of me making out with Chad and I didn’t want to find out.  If she were to forbid it I don’t know what I’d do without the naughty attention.

I considered our tawdry rendezvous a pleasant diversion from my duties as maid.  I still planned on having Terrence for my own and wasn’t about to let these lusty meetings with a servant boy deter me from that.  Yes Chad tickled my libido and I found it entertaining but he was certainly no Terrence Covington.

While Chad was diligently caressing me with a series of sensual teases Miss Charlotte was busy putting me through my domestic paces.  I was forced to clean every inch of her apartment several times all the while dressed in uniform and treated like a common maid.

When she finally announced that Madam Fiona was coming by to check on my development I was excited that my training might be coming to an end so that I could get on with the fun of wooing Terrence with my charms.  When the day came for Madam Fiona to stop by to discuss my progress I was told that I would be strictly evaluated and that I should be on my best behavior.

I was busy on my hands and knees washing the floor in the entrance foyer when the doorbell rang.  Miss Charlotte told me not to bother with the door and to continue working as she walked by me to get the door herself.  I kept toiling on the floor as Madam Fiona entered the apartment.

She didn’t say a word to me.  Instead she walked right past me leaving wet footprints behind on the tile I had just cleaned.  I touched up the spots as she sat down in the great room with Miss Charlotte.  As I wiped her footprints clean I could faintly hear them talking in the other room.

Madam Fiona gave a laugh as she started the conversation.

“Well Charlotte how is our maid in training doing?”

“She hardly knows a thing about cleaning.  The poor girl is lost.  I’ve managed to teach her basic manners though.  She addresses me properly and she does attempt to follow instructions.  She is definitely obedient and she does seem turned on by it all.”

“I’ve just the thing for her.  I can sharpen up those domestic skills in no time.  Soon she’ll be cleaning toilets like a pro!”

They both laughed at that comment.  I wasn’t sure how I should feel about being the target of their humor.  I kept at the task at hand.  I thought I was doing a good job with the floor even if Miss Charlotte disagreed.

I heard Miss Charlotte call me.

“Maid Susie come here immediately.  Madam Fiona would like to speak to you.”

I stood up quickly.  I thought that perhaps I had performed well enough to get into employment with Terrence after all.  I stood in front of the two ladies excitedly waiting for the verdict.  Soon I would be held in Terrence’s arms!  Madam Fiona assessed my appearance looking me up and down before she spoke.

“Susie you make a convincing looking maid but Miss Charlotte says you need to improve your skills.  Fortunately that shouldn’t be a problem.  I have just the thing.  The service that is hiring for positions with Terrence has a training program and I’m sure that you could benefit from it.  So I’m going to send you over there right now so that you can get started.

I want you to go down to the lobby right now—I’ll have a cab there to pick you up in just a few minutes.  Good luck in your new career!”


CHAPTER 13.  Madam Rebecca

It was strange walking through the lobby of the apartment complex in my maid uniform.  Typically I would receive attention wherever I went but now nobody paid any attention to me.

Nobody that is except Chad.  He made no effort to hide his attraction.  He gazed at me as usual as I walked past him.  One thing that I learned as a fashion model is that a girl can always appreciate being eye candy for an adoring male.

I enjoyed parading past him without acknowledging his obvious interest.  It was my way of repaying him for the tease and denial torment he had been giving me.  Now he could only look but not touch.  Soon I would have Terrence Covington to tend to my intimate needs.  I would have no further use for Chad even if I had enjoyed playing a tantalizing game of titillation with him.

Yes I had liked being the object of attention of the young lad.  It was a pleasant experience but not one that could replace the feeling of having the wealthy Terrence Covington longing for my touch.  That would be even more gratifying.

Other than Chad’s wistful stare I stood at the front door waiting for my cab in total anonymity.  Actually it was a pleasant feeling for a change.  When my cab drove up nobody paid any attention as I slid in the backseat confident in my ability to land my prize.

I was taken well outside of town to an unremarkable building in the outer suburbs.  Like so many places where workers are recruited the place had no outward appearance of an employment establishment.  There was no sign on the non-descript office building.

They were expecting me.  Apparently Madam Fiona had called ahead and told them that I was coming.  The receptionist greeted me with a smile then led me to an office where a woman was sitting at a desk tending to her paperwork.

There was no place for me to sit so I stood in front of her while she finished reading a page.  She made me feel in every respect as though I were an interruption in her day.

I was not used to such rude treatment.  Normally I was fawned over with every public appearance I made.  After all I was a famous fashion model!

This woman treated me as though I was a nobody!  I felt small in her presence like I was an intrusion in her otherwise perfect day.

Finally she looked up at me over the top of her reading glasses before she addressed me with a sneer.

“My name is Madam Rebecca Summers.  You may call me Madam Rebecca.  It says here that you want to work in the employ of Terrence Covington but you lack the necessary skills.  Apparently you don’t realize that a girl with such little experience is hardly worthy of employment with Mr. Covington.

Look at you girl.  Your apron is wrinkled and your dress appears as though it is second hand…”

“I’ve been working…”

“Did I say you could speak?”

She glared at me with a look that shouldn’t ever be challenged.  I lowered my eyes.  Now I was standing before her with my head down looking at the floor.  I felt like a school girl who hadn’t done her homework.

“If it wasn’t disheveled that uniform might be a nice look on you.  Tell me dear is your dress second hand or did you buy that fashion statement yourself?”

I wasn’t about to give her the pleasure of knowing that my dress was in fact second hand.  I was far too proud to give her the satisfaction.

“Of course I bought it myself…”

“Tell me then maid Susie, where did you purchase that common servant’s dress that would seem so adequately suited to your skills?”

She caught me completely by surprise.  I had no idea where I would buy such a dress.  I mean my clothes were always provided by the finest fashion designers in the world.  To them the dress wouldn’t be a suitable rag.  My mind was blank.

“I thought so.  I’ve seen so many women just like you.  No money, no skills and unable to face the truth.  You are hardly suitable servant material for Mr. Covington.

Have you ever thought about working at Hooters?  No I think not.  Considering your abilities I think that a job mucking horse stalls would be more appropriate for you I’m quite sure.

Fortunately for you maid Susie I can help you.  We have an internship work program that will teach you everything that you need to know.  We have successfully put other girls just like you through it and they were very pleased.  I’m sure that you will be too.

In the work program you spend a few weeks at a hotel where you’ll learn all of the basics.  Of course since this is an internship position there is no payment for you since you are only in training.  I believe they do let you keep your tips.  If you agree to these terms then you’ll start immediately.”

She didn’t bother to wait for my response.  She picked up the phone and ordered the receptionist to call another cab.

I was surprised by her urgency.

“Can’t I pick up a few things to wear first?”

“You are so adorable girl!  You already have everything you’ll need.  Your uniform is well worn but it will do where I’m sending you.  Now go!”

The receptionist was waiting by the door for me.  In just a few moments I was back in a cab on my way.


CHAPTER 14.  Hotel Maid Susie

I imagined myself learning how to be an exquisite maid while working in a beautiful Marriott Hotel.  Or maybe even a lovely Hilton or a prestigious Hyatt.  So you could only imagine my dismay when the cab dropped me off in front of the Valley Grand Hotel.  It was a disappointment to say the least.

There was nothing grand about the Valley Grand Hotel.  It wasn’t even located in a valley.  Instead it was nestled in an industrial area adjacent to a main highway off ramp for easy access.

There was nothing that the place could boast about.  Truckers stayed there when they had to as well as tourists on a strict budget that were on their way to someplace else.  Rooms were also rented by the hour for couples so inclined.

The woman at the front desk was pleased to see me.  She greeted me with a pleasant smile.  Her name was Olga Jones but I was told to call her Miss Olga.

She was far more attractive looking than her name might imply.  She was thin with bleached blonde hair and a beautifully sculpted face.  Her appearance was almost angelic.  She was also quite friendly.  She was definitely a pleasant change from the stern Madam Rebecca.

She explained to me that the previous maid—a woman named Bambi--had left a few months back and she had been pulling double duty herself ever since.  She pointed to a cleaning cart stacked with sheets and towels and told me to start on the ground floor with room 101.

For a woman accustomed to staying in the finest luxury hotels on the fashion tour it was quite a come down.  Even today it is difficult to articulate how demeaning this work was for me.  It was only my intense desire to have Terrence for my own that kept me working through the drudgery that being a maid at the Valley Grand Hotel was.

Patrons had no concern for the maid during their stay.  Truckers would leave the floors greasy and dirty beyond imagination.  As a result carpets had to be shampooed clean and tile floors had to be hand scrubbed down on my knees every day.

Even tourists were an ordeal.  Spilled beverages posed a particular challenge and they had a penchant for leaving wet towels piled up on the bed.  Cleaning these rooms often meant stripping the mattresses right down and replacing not only the sheets but the mattress pads as well.

Then there were the hourly clients.  If I was cleaning an adjacent room I could hear them moaning in the throes of passion with their screams of ecstasy often heard above the drone of my vacuum cleaner.

On one hand I envied them for their satisfaction and dreamed of Terrence satisfying my own desires.  On the other hand I never knew what condition I might find the vacant room in after such an encounter or what soiled remnants might be left behind.

It was not unusual to find panties and bras in these rooms.  Apparently the occupants had other interests besides reclaiming clothing thrown off during frantic lovemaking.

It spoke of my sad position that I was so desperate for a change of underwear that I actually considered confiscating the leftovers for my own use.  In particular I envied a silky pink thong that I came across.

After much consideration I decided that I couldn’t bring myself to wear it or any of the other items that I found.  Rather than lower myself to the indignity of wearing these anonymous hand-me-downs I settled for my own cotton bra and panties and tossed the thong out.

A small single room was reserved for me during my stay at the hotel.  Since no uniform was provided I had to work in only the clothing I had arrived in.  The lack of a second uniform meant that every evening I had to hand wash my uniform and lingerie in the bathroom sink then hang it to dry so it could be used in the morning.  As a result I slept naked because I had nothing else to wear.

My toughest critic was Miss Olga.  She followed behind me pointing out every little thing that I did wrong.  I was required to thank her for pointing out each flaw she found before I was set to work to correct the error. 

Perhaps the most humiliating scene for me occurred when Miss Olga pointed out a run in my stockings.  I hadn’t noticed it myself but she was quick to note that I was looking particularly shabby with the ruined hosiery.

The source of my humiliation was that I had not bumped into anything to cause the run.  The stockings had simply worn out from repeated use until the fabric gave out.  I had to use a portion of my precious tips to purchase another pair of stockings at a nearby drugstore.

Sadly I had only made enough in tips to pick up no more than a single pair of a common brand of stockings.  Even worse there was no concierge service here—I had to walk down to the store myself dressed in my maid uniform.  While nobody paid any particular attention to me it was humiliating nonetheless.

As the weeks went by I settled into a routine.  Little by little I was transformed into a common hotel maid.  My cleaning skills increased to the point that Miss Olga had little complaint as to the quality of my performance.

The final step in my transformation was a trip to a uniform shop where I was fitted for a tight nylon maid uniform.  The dress was similar to what Miss Charlotte had worn when I was first introduced to her.

Unlike my original uniform the nylon dress was contoured to my shape.  The hem came well above my knees so it was more of a challenge to work in.  The dress was so tight that it tended to ride up as I worked so I was regularly adjusting it down so that the top of my stockings didn’t show.

My dress differed from the dress Miss Charlotte had in that the sleeves and collar were trimmed in white.  The dress was also personalized just for me with “Valley Grand Hotel” and “Maid Susie” identifying me as the hotel maid.

I was delighted that Miss Olga had paid for the dress.  I didn’t have the funds for such a lavish purchase so I was grateful for her kind assistance.

Miss Olga also paid for my new lingerie.  Though my new lingerie was still cotton it was a welcome relief to finally get out of the second hand clothing that I had been wearing.

I felt that I was ready to work for Terrence but even after several weeks passed no call came for me to return to Madam Rebecca for reassignment.  Finally I decided to take matters into my own hands.

On a day when occupancy had been light at the hotel my work was completed early.  I took my meager funds in hand and used a hotel phone to call for a cab.


CHAPTER 15.  Party Time

Fortunately I remember the address that I had been to when I met Madam Rebecca—otherwise I would never have been able to return to see her.  The receptionist seemed surprised to see me and she quickly notified Madam Rebecca that I had arrived and was requesting a meeting.

I stood in the lobby for quite some time before I was led back to Madam Rebecca’s office.  Once again she was engrossed in her paperwork and appeared particularly annoyed to see me.  She looked over her reading glasses at me apparently intent on not having much of an interruption of her work.

She spoke in the same condescending voice as before.

“What brings you back here dear?  I didn’t summon you.”

“Madam Rebecca I thought that since I had worked so hard at my internship that I might be ready now to work for Terrence.  I was told that you could do that for me.”

“Terrence?  Oh, that’s right you were interested in working for Terrence Covington.”

She shuffled some papers on her desk.

“Those positions have been filled honey.  Sorry dear girl, you are out of luck.  Shall I call you a cab so you can return to the Valley Grand Hotel?”

Oddly she didn’t seem to remember that she sent me there—she had simply read the name off of my uniform.  I imagined that she must deal with many clients so she had simply forgotten about me.

“No, no!  I have to work for Terrence.  There is no other way.  That was the whole point of this!”

She sensed my determination.  Tears began to form in my eyes.  I always get what I want and I wanted Terrence.  Leaning back in her chair she took pity on me.

“I’ll tell you what I can do for you dear.  I don’t usually do this but since you obviously have a thing for Terrence I’ll make an exception.

You have to promise me though that you won’t make a scene.  I can arrange something for you but you’ll have to blend in with the staff—become a wallflower if you get the picture.”

I promised that I would but naturally I had no intention of just blending in.  My objective was to be seen by Terrence.

“Mr. Covington is having a party this weekend and he does have one open position for temporary staff.  It’s only as a dishwasher—a scullery maid—but it gets you in his home for a short time.  How does that sound?”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear.  It was a chance to get his attention at last.

“Excellent.  I’ll take it!”

She gave me a smile.  She even assured me that she would send a cab for me in time to get me to the party.  Then she told me she would do me a favor and pay for my return trip back to the hotel.  I was glad that she offered because I barely had the funds to pay for the trip myself.

With a wave of her hand she sent me on my way back to the Valley Grand Hotel.


CHAPTER 16.  Maid For Terrence

I could barely contain my enthusiasm as the weekend drew near.  I even practiced walking with a sultry sway of my hips so that I would be more alluring for Terrence.

When the day arrived I waited outside my room for the prepaid cab to arrive that Madam Rebecca had promised.  I felt like Cinderella waiting for her coach to take her to the ball.  Since I had no money to speak of it was a relief when the car arrived and I settled in for the drive.

As we drove along my mind wandered.  I had been waiting for this opportunity and I found it to be exciting.  I imagined Terrence looking at me just like he had looked at the waitress at the club.  I knew that he would be smitten and would like what he saw.

I was taken around to the back of the Covington home.  The servant’s entrance was well away from the primary entrance since it was located near the kitchen.  I reported to the senior maid and stood at attention waiting for my instructions.

She took in my appearance and gave me a disapproving look.  Noting a wrinkle in my apron that I had failed to iron and my “Valley Grand Hotel” insignia she sighed.

“I see that Terrence has hired another inexperienced spoiled brat!  Will he ever learn?”

Then she pointed to the sink and a pile of pots that had already begun to accumulate.

“I suppose you’ll do for tonight.  Get to work on those.  We don’t want anyone to think that we’ve lowered our standards so don’t let anybody see you outside of the kitchen!”

I smiled to myself as I put a pair of rubber gloves on and began to scrub the pots.  I knew that I had to find a way to get Terrence to see me.

I didn’t know how big the party was but I couldn’t believe the stream of dishes that came in to be cleaned.  While there was a dishwashing machine each dish had to be hand cleaned first in order to ensure a complete job in the machine.  As hours passed I was exhausted from the effort.

I managed to splash dishwater on my apron and uniform.  The warm water caused a bit of perspiration to form above my eyes.  I wiped it away with my gloved hand.  I was feeling disheveled but the knowledge that Terrence was nearby kept my spirits high.

Late in the evening the kitchen emptied.  I was ordered to wash the kitchen floor while the staff tended to other matters.  It appeared that the staff had been called to assemble in another room but only I had been ordered to remain behind to tend to the floor.

Naturally I was curious as to what was going on that required the presence of the entire wait staff.  Instead of washing the floor I decided to quietly follow the group down the hallway to find out for myself.  Besides this was the opportunity I had been waiting for to have Terrence get an eyeful.

I tiptoed down the hallway being careful not to allow my heels to click on the ceramic tile floor.  I could hear loud noise and merrymaking coming from the room at the end of the hallway that the staff systematically had disappeared into.

When I reached the end of the hallway I positioned myself to see into the room so I could wait for the opportune moment to enter—perhaps to pick up a plate near Terrence.

As I peered in I could see a large crowd where the dining had taken place.  It was a formal affair—men in tuxedos and women in beautiful gowns.  Then I saw Terrence—handsome as ever in his fine tuxedo—stand up at the head of a table and click a glass with a spoon to get the attention of the group.  Silence fell over the crowd of guests.  The wait staff stood at attention at the back of the room.

I was mesmerized by the scene.  I was far too entranced to do anything but watch and listen to the grand spectacle of Terrence speaking to this formal gathering.  His eyes seemed to catch the light of the lavish chandeliers that glistened above as he spoke.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming here tonight.  It is with great pride and pleasure that I announce tonight my formal engagement to the most talented and beautiful woman in the world.  I would like to present to you my future wife, the stunning world renowned super fashion model--Miss Charlotte Prentiss!”

For a dazed moment I thought that he was referring to me.  Then to my amazement a woman stood up and moved close to him for a passionate kiss.  The audience broke out in approving applause as the happy couple held each other in a loving embrace.

It was as though I was watching a movie.  The woman actually looked just like me.  It could have been me.  But she couldn’t have been.  Then I realized that the woman was Miss Charlotte!


CHAPTER 17.  Taken By Surprise

I stood for a few moments as the shock waves flowed through my body.  I wasn’t sure what had just happened except that I realized that Miss Charlotte had somehow managed to steal Terrence from me.

I took a step forward from my concealed position before deciding I couldn’t do a thing.  At the very moment I stood clearly in the doorway Miss Charlotte looked my way.  Something passed between us as first a look of recognition and then an expression of trepidation came over her face.

I decided to leave immediately and avoid a confrontation.  I gave her a stern look then turned back down the hallway and quickly made my way to the rear servant’s entrance.

The senior maid called after me to come back as I neared the exit door.  I ignored her orders to return to work in the kitchen.  She would just have to find someone else to do her dirty work!

I stood outside for a few moments as my heart raced in anger while I contemplated what Miss Charlotte had done.  What a fool I had been to fall for her charade!  While I was toiling away as a maid she had stolen Terrence from me!  I decided to return to my apartment and confront her there.

I had no way of getting there.  No money for a cab or even for a bus.  I realized that I would have to walk miles to get to my apartment!

Determined though to confront her I set off on foot.  I wasn’t steps down the road from the elegant home of Terrence Covington when a limousine pulled up next to me.  I thought it must be one of the guests from the party.

The driver’s side window opened up.  It wasn’t a guest—there was no passenger in the car.  Apparently the party had included complimentary limo service—perhaps to keep guests off the road who had too much to drink.

The driver spoke in a pleasant voice. 

“Miss, could you use a ride?”

I presumed that in the dark the limo driver didn’t realize that I was only a maid.  How delightfully convenient this was!  Of course I could!  He opened the passenger door for me and I gave him instructions to drive to my penthouse apartment.

My thoughts stewed while we drove across town.  Imagine my own maid stealing Terrence Covington from me!  How dare her!  She would pay for her insolence—I would see to it!

I was so angry I hadn’t noticed how my dress had ridden up generously revealing my legs.  The driver certainly was aware as he was straining to get more of a look in his rear view mirror.  As soon as I realized what he was doing I adjusted my hem to avoid his stare.  I was simply not in the mood to be eye candy for a limo driver.

After we stopped in front of my apartment again he opened the door for me and smiled in approval as I swung my legs out of the car.  I was much too intent on confronting Miss Charlotte to take the time to slap him for his ogling or otherwise chastise him for his incessant leering.

The boys at the concierge desk took little note of me as I made my way to the elevator.  After all, I was dressed as a maid so they must have assumed that I was on duty.

As the elevator rose to the penthouse level I realized that I didn’t have a way to get into my own apartment!  I had left without taking my purse or the keys that were in it.

The elevator door opened onto a small hallway that led to my apartment—the only apartment on the penthouse level.  As I stood there wondering how I was going to enter my apartment I realized that I could hear noise coming from inside of it.

As I walked up to the door it sounded as though there was a big party going on.  I tried the door and it opened right up.

I took a step inside and to my amazement I could see through the crowd of guests that the entire apartment had been made over.  There was not a single piece of my own furniture in sight!

An attractive young woman dressed in a beaded designer gown walked up to me.

“If you’re here for the cleanup you’re early.  Come back in the morning.”

She spoke with authority—as though she owned the place.  She turned and walked away.

I stood there dumbfounded by what I was witnessing.  As the guests partied I moved over to the coat closet to see if my own designer coats were still there.

When I opened the door there was another surprise.  My own garments were all gone—replaced by fashionable coats that belonged to someone else!  It was then that I realized that my apartment and all of the contents had been stolen from me!

My thoughts were interrupted by the voice of the same woman that I had just spoken to.

“I don’t know what you’re doing here maid but you’ll have to leave my apartment immediately or I’m going to call the police!”

I turned to look at her but before I could say anything a brilliant thought hit my mind.  The police!  I immediately apologized to her and returned to the elevator.


CHAPTER 18.  Men In Uniform

When I reached the lobby again I realized that I had no transportation.  Incredibly the same limo that had brought me home was still waiting outside.

The driver smiled at me as I approached him.

“I need to get to the nearest police department right now!”

“Yes Miss, no problem.”

He opened the door and again he took a long look when I swung my legs into the car.  I let my dress ride up giving him a brief view of my panties.  I didn’t mind this time at all.  He was providing a service for me and that was all the payment he was ever going to get!

As he drove a phone rang and he held it to his ear as we went along.  I heard him say something about the police department before he ended the call.

“Miss I have other guests to tend to.  I’m going to have to drop you off at the police department and leave you there.  I hope you understand.”

“That will be fine.  I can take it from there.”

I knew that once I reached the police I would be taken care of.  There would be no need for the driver after that.

We pulled up in front of a small police station.  My penthouse was in an exclusive area of town so there was no need for much police presence.  There was little or no crime in the area since most of the people living there had their own private security.

As I went through the door of the station the limo drove away into the night.  The receptionist pointed to a desk in a back office.  I walked past her and right up to the desk where a uniformed officer was sipping coffee.  He smiled at me as I approached.

“I need to talk to someone.  I’ve been robbed!”

He looked at my uniform with his eyes pausing above my breast noting the script on the garment before he spoke.

“Maid Susie, what is it that you are missing?”

“She took everything.  She took my clothes, my boyfriend, my apartment, my name—she took it all!”

“Who stole from you dear?”

“Charlotte.  Miss Charlotte Prentiss.  She’s a thief!”

He leaned back in his chair seemingly surprised at this revelation.

“Charlotte Prentiss?”

He reached down into a desk drawer and pulled out a copy of the gentlemen’s magazine that featured me on the cover.  He held it up for me to see.

“This super model Charlotte Prentiss?”

I blushed at the thought of the officer seeing me in the nude.  I felt violated.  I could only imagine how many times the officer had gazed at my naked centerfold picture. 

“Yes!  She took everything!  She is in my apartment!  Or, she was in my apartment.  Someone else is in there now.  But she was.  You have to believe me!”

I could tell that he didn’t believe a word I was saying.  He tucked the magazine back away in his desk drawer.  Then he turned to his computer and brought up an official looking screen.

“You’ll have to file a complaint Miss.  Please take a seat and state your full name.”

Relieved that I was getting somewhere I sat down.

“Charlotte Prentiss.”

Without typing he turned away from the screen back to me.

“Maid Susie, you want me to believe that you are Charlotte Prentiss?”

“Yes, that’s it.  Now you have it!”

“But maid Susie…”

“Stop calling me that!”

“But you’re uniform says…”

“It’s not my uniform!”

He paused then he leaned back again to reflect a moment.

“Dear if it’s not your uniform how did you come to be wearing it?  Did you steal it?”

“No, no, of course not!”

“Miss I’ll have to see some ID.”

I stood back up and shouted at him.

“I don’t have any ID!  I’m super model Charlotte Prentiss!  Can’t you tell?  Everyone knows who I am!”

He calmly picked up the telephone and spoke in a hushed voice.  I didn’t catch it all but I thought I heard him say “Yes, she is, just like they said.”

I didn’t like the tone of that so I turned to leave.  Just as I did two uniformed policewomen walked up to the door of the office and stood watching me.  I turned back to the detective.

“I’m Charlotte Prentiss.  Really I am.  How can I make you understand that?”

“Let me be blunt with you Miss Susie.  You came in here claiming to be Charlotte Prentiss a well-known fashion model but quite frankly you look like a common maid.

You’re uniform even says that your name is Susie and that you work for the Valley Grand Hotel.  I’m inclined to believe your uniform if you know what I mean.  Even your hair is the wrong color so frankly I don’t believe a word that you’ve said.  I’m going to have to detain you until they get here.”

“They?  Who are they?”

“We have people who can help people like you.  Actually they called us before you arrived and they are already on their way.  Please calm down Miss.”

Now I was livid.  They thought that I was crazy!  I turned to leave but when I reached the door of the office the two women officers each took a hand in order to restrain me.  I started to struggle.  Just as I was breaking free two men and a woman in medical uniforms came in through the front door of the station.

The two male paramedics were rolling a gurney towards me and the woman was walking behind them.  I realized what was about to happen to me and began to scream.

“I’m Charlotte Prentiss!  I’m Charlotte Prentiss!”

I tried to struggle but my valiant effort was thwarted by the two men and the policewomen.  With my energy spent I was helpless as they tied me down on the gurney.

My hands were strapped to my sides and my legs were strapped together.  Only my head could move so I kept talking using the only weapon that I had left.

“Please help me.  This is wrong!  I’m Charlotte Prentiss!”

Now the group ignored me.  The woman who had come in behind the gurney was talking to the detective.

“Thank you officer we appreciate your help.  She escaped today and tried to crash Mr. Covington’s engagement party.  We’ve been looking for her all night.  We’ll be returning her to the clinic to continue her treatment.”

Suddenly I recognized the voice.

“Madam Rebecca?  Is that you?  Tell them the truth!”

She came over to me and stood so that she was looking straight down at me.  I was sure that it was her.  She spoke in a strict voice.

“This one is hallucinating again.  She gets fixated like that.  One day she is Charlotte Prentiss the next day she is Lady Gaga.  Last month she thought that she was Madonna.  You should hear her when she tries to sing!”

“Liar!  You are Rebecca Summers!  You are Madam Rebecca!  Listen to me!  She is Rebecca Summers!”

Now I could hear the detective.

“Ma’am I’ll have to see some identification from you.”

“Are you taking the word of this woman?  She is obviously crazy!”

“Identification please Ma’am.”

“Very well!”

She sounded so indignant.  Now I was sure the truth would come to light.  The detective held the identification in front of me as he spoke.

“See maid Susie.  This is Mary Brandt.  Her ID says so right here.  She’ll take good care of you now.”

“No, no, no!  She’s Rebecca Summers!”

I struggled against the leather bonds that held me to the gurney.  It was of no use.  I heard the detective again.

“Please sign here Ma’am and she’s all yours.”

There was a pause then the two men began to roll the gurney towards the front door.  I began to scream again.

“Please, please help me!  Help me!  I’m Charlotte Prentiss!”

They loaded the gurney into the back of an ambulance that was parked outside the police station and closed the door.  The woman and one of the men stayed in back with me.  I felt the ambulance shake as the front door slammed.  The engine started up and I could feel the ambulance beginning to roll.  I was now at the mercy of the paramedics and their supervisor.

I decided to beg for mercy.

“Madam Rebecca I know that is you.  Please let me go.  I promise that I won’t tell anyone about this.  Please Madam…”

She interrupted me by speaking to the paramedic.

“I think we’ve heard enough of this.  Silence her!”

I tried to resist but in spite of my effort something leather was forced into my mouth.  He strapped it on tightly behind my head and I was unable to utter a word.  Only muffled sounds came from me as I tried to protest.

“Put the IV into her—I want her out!”

There was nothing that I could do.  I felt a pinch as a needle went into my arm.  My eyelids grew heavy as the ambulance moved down the road.


CHAPTER 19.  Covington Place

I had the most wonderful dream.  It was me standing next to Terrence Covington in my maid uniform as he announced our engagement.  He gave me a long passionate kiss.  Then he told the banquet crowd that I was the most beautiful maid in the world and that we were going to share our life together.  Then he took me up to his bedroom so that he could make passionate love to me.

The dream was erotic.  I was breathing heavily and trying to move my hips as I awoke from the heavenly fantasy.  I had no idea how long that I had been out.

As my senses returned I slowly became aware of my surroundings.  I could see a door and a marble floor.  I realized that I was sitting in the entrance foyer of a large home.

There was a coat rack near the door.  On the rack there was a maid uniform, an apron and a maid’s cap.  On a separate hook dangled a bra, a pair of panties and a garter belt with stockings.  A pair of black patent shoes with at least four inch heels waited on the floor.

Looking down I realized that I was sitting in an armchair.  I was also completely naked.  I tried to move my hands but they didn’t work.  Each hand was tied to an arm of the chair and my legs were tethered to separate legs of the chair.  The leather gag that the paramedic had fastened on me was still in my mouth so I was unable to speak.

It was a lewd position.  My pubic region was open and exposed.  When I realized how vulnerable I was my nipples hardened.  How could it be that I was aroused by this?

Then I heard a familiar woman’s voice from behind me.

“I think she’s awake dear.  Let’s get this over with.  We have a plane to catch.”

My eyes grew wide as I heard footsteps approach from behind me.  To my complete astonishment Terrence Covington stood in front of me gazing at my nakedness.  His eyes lingered on my breasts then between my legs.  He fixed his eyes back to my breasts before he spoke.

“Well maid Susie I think I should explain your situation to you.  You have been transported to one of my secluded homes.  You’ve given us some unexpected trouble but we can take care of that.

We are miles away from civilization here.  The nearest neighbor is hours away on foot.  The nearest town is more than two days away.

Listen carefully maid Susie.  We are going to give you a choice.“

He moved over to the door and opened it up.  I could see the hood of a car that was parked on a circular drive near the house.  A limo driver was leaning against the car—the same driver that had dropped me off at the police station.  Beyond that I could see a dirt road and nothing but green grass and trees.

“As you can see you are in the middle of nowhere.  When we set you free you can run out that door—naked as you are—and head for the town.  Should you make it to the town you’ll find that the men there would love to have an attractive woman like you at their disposal.  Then you’ll enjoy many years of providing free sex to them for their entertainment.

Or you can stay here and put on that maid uniform that we have hanging there.  I will introduce you to your new owner and in his home you can provide maid service as well as other--shall we say—intimate services for his pleasure.

It is your choice dear.”

He walked behind me out of my sight.  Then I heard a woman’s heels on the marble floor.  As she came into view I recognized Miss Charlotte.  She was wearing one of my dresses—a one of a kind short number that a famous fashion designer had given me as a gift.  She was also holding a black riding crop.  She gave me a haughty smile as she took in my predicament.

“My dear maid Susie we come to the end of our relationship.  I will never see you again after today.  Such a shame!  I will miss ordering your submissive body around for my amusement!  Such a difficult decision you have here today.  Let me help you out.”

She stepped forward holding the crop out as though she was going to strike me.  My heart pounded fearing the pain.  Then she surprised me by seductively flicking my nipples with the tip of the instrument.  They remained hardened by the touch and I moaned beneath my gag at the titillation. 

She didn’t stop there.  She then moved the crop between my legs where she seductively flicked the leather instrument against my womanhood. 

It was all too much for me.  I tried to move my hips against the crop to increase the pleasure but I was restrained.  She pulled the crop away and I moaned my displeasure at her.

She laughed at my response to her teasing.

“You are such a submissive thing even after all of the humiliation that you’ve been put through.  Look at you—you’re no longer a fashion model.  You’re just a slutty housemaid ready and willing to beg for her next orgasm.  Certainly you’ll choose servitude because you enjoy it far too much to walk away.”

With that she began to untie me.  In just a few minutes I was sitting unrestrained in the chair.  She stood aside for me to make my choice.

I have no need to apologize for the actions that followed though I am compelled to explain.  A woman cajoled and denied has needs that must be fulfilled.  I am no different in that regard.

I had been through quite an ordeal.  Yet I had learned about myself—about my need to submit and enjoy the fruits of complete servitude.

Still I am embarrassed to say what I did next.  Miss Charlotte was right about me.  I had enjoyed myself far too much to choose otherwise.  Yes, I wanted to leave my life as a model behind and yes I wanted to be a maid.

I stood up and slowly went over to the garment rack.  Miss Charlotte gave a laugh then she watched along with my Terrence as I slowly pulled the lingerie on.

I paused for just a moment when I took the uniform in my hands.  It was the same threadbare second hand uniform that I had worn back in Miss Charlotte’s apartment and later had used at the Valley Grand Hotel.  Only now it was monogrammed.  If there was any doubt as to what my position would be here the stitching made it clear.

In large print the top line read “Covington Place” and just below that in smaller letters “Maid Susie”.  To my blushing degradation I willingly put the uniform on.

As I tied on the apron Terrence closed the front door.  Miss Charlotte applauded as I put the cap on my head—my total loss of dignity complete.


CHAPTER 20.  Master Covington

Apparently she was not to be content with stealing my identity along with my love.  Now she had a need to further humiliate me before she took her leave.

I couldn’t help myself as she ordered me about.  She had me curtsy before her and thank her for making me a maid.  Then she had me fetch her purse from the master bedroom.  Then I returned to the master bedroom to fetch her hairbrush which she had left on her dresser.

My love nest was dripping with lust at the degradation of it all.  I thought I would orgasm right in front of her as she calmly debated out loud if she should have me kiss her feet or kiss her ass in gratitude for my new career.

When she decided against having my lips on her buttocks she ordered me to kiss her heels and I willingly complied.  When I stood up she had me raise my dress and slip my hand beneath my panties to titillate myself.  Terrence calmly observed her putting me through this degrading exercise in total obedience.

Having completely humiliated me she had me stand at attention with my head down and my eyes lowered.  She announced that it was time for me to meet my new master.  Turning towards the back of the house she raised her voice.

“We are ready to go.  It’s time for you to claim your new toy.”

I so wanted to raise my head and see who I would be working for but I knew that a good maid wouldn’t do that.  Instead my excitement grew as I heard footsteps.  Finally I could see male shoes standing in front of me.  I felt a hand touch my chin and lift my head to greet my new owner.

I gasped in amazement—it was Chad!

Before I could speak-- and I knew that I shouldn’t speak--Terrence walked over to me.

“Maid Susie, I want you to meet your new owner.  This is my nephew Chad.  Mr. Chad Covington.”

Chad gave me a sly grin.  Even if a maid was allowed to speak in this situation I have to admit that I was speechless.  Chad broke the silence.

“You will address me as Master Chad.  Just so you understand maid Susie you will be my maid servant as well as my willing concubine.  I will do with you as I wish.  Do you understand your position in the household?”

I could barely find my voice.  I was aroused at the proclamation and yet the feeling made me angry.  How could I be excited about serving this boy as his whore?  My response came out as a whisper.  It sounded both obedient and sultry even though it was not meant to be either.

“Yes Master Chad.”

Again Miss Charlotte gave a clap.  Then she broke the mood.

“Well then Chad dear, we have to be off.  We are honeymooning in Paris—it is so beautiful this time of year!”

With that she gave Chad a kiss on the cheek then taking Terrence’s hand they both went out the front door.  For a few moments I could hear them talking and laughing outside.  Chad remained standing in front of me leering at me while seeming to undress me with his eyes.  I heard the car start up and then drive away with the jovial betrothed couple.

I wanted to speak and perhaps spare myself crude molestation.  I cautiously decided to break the silence.

“Chad…”

“You will not speak in this house unless spoken to.  Know your place maid!”

It was a stern warning.  I decided to obey.  Apparently Chad had other plans for me.

It was late in the day.  Chad took me to the back of the home where he showed me my living quarters.

It was a tiny room with a bed and a dresser.  To my relief there was a small private bathroom with a shower so there would be no need for me to leave the room at night.

Chad left me there alone saying that it had been a long day and that he would assign my duties in the morning.  Looking out the tiny window of the room I could see the sun setting on the horizon.

I sat on the bed thinking about my predicament.  I had wanted Terrence Covington and I had been willing to do anything to get him.  Instead I was now the property of his nephew Chad—hardly a man worth having though he had titillated me on many occasions including today.

After much consideration I decided that Chad was more of an amorous boy in need of a blow up training doll to practice his amorous ways than he was man enough for me.  I was far too fine of a woman to be used by such an amateur.

I would not be consigned to this.  I decided that now that I was dressed I could successfully get away.  Then I would reclaim my position and prosecute both Terrence Covington and his hussy of a wife.

The door to my chambers was not locked.  I silently traversed the hallways to find the front door then I slipped quietly out into the night.


CHAPTER 21.  Rubber Doll

It was difficult to know which direction to go in.  There was no moon out that night so it was unbelievably dark.  With no city lights visible the stars lit the sky in a spectacular awe-inspiring extravaganza.  Had I not been so intent on escape I may have sat down and just gazed at the sky.

With no idea of which way to go I decided to just follow the road.  I made a decision to go to the right for no particular reason.  I did think for a moment about going left but decided against it.

I walked for hours.  This was not an easy task in four inch heels with limited visibility.  Occasionally the wind would gust and lift my dress up a little before I could hold it down.  As exhaustion was setting in the morning sun broke the horizon.  Far off in the distance I could see a house.

The home turned out to be much further away than it looked.  It was a large imposing home that was easily seen from afar.  When I finally walked up the drive to the front door I was relieved that my ordeal was finally coming to an end.

I knocked on the door and then rang the bell.  There was no response from inside.

I had to get inside—there was no other home in sight and it could be miles before I would come upon another.  In frustration I tried the door knob and to my complete surprise the door opened.  Thinking that perhaps I could find a phone and use it before anyone found me I carefully entered.

The sun was beaming through a window lighting up parts of the huge room just past the foyer that was in front of me.  This was clearly the home of a wealthy person.  It had an elaborate marble foyer, plush carpeting and furniture fit for a king.

As I scanned the large room my eye was drawn to a dark corner where I could make out a fireplace.  Then I saw something strange.

It appeared that there was someone or something standing in the shadows in front of the fireplace.  As I looked closer I could see what appeared to be a full sized latex doll.

I was curious at what this oddity was doing in the home so I started walking across the room to investigate.  As I approached I could make out the feminine outline of a woman dressed in a tight form fitting black latex outfit.  She was wearing a white apron and a white maid’s cap.  The arms of the doll were encased in black rubber and were secured together behind her back.

Thinking I had been looking at a mannequin I was startled when the doll moved—apparently she heard me approaching and turned to see me.

It was with a fair amount of effort that she moved.  Her legs were held tightly together in a rubber hobble skirt.  She stood on tall heels—easily six inches—and she wobbled trying to keep her balance as she turned towards me.

I was further astonished at what I saw when she finally faced me.  This was in fact a living doll.  A woman encased in a latex prison.  Her mouth was gagged with the strangest thing I had ever seen.  She not only was completely silenced by the leather around her mouth but attached to the gag was a large feather duster.

In fact it appeared that I had interrupted the latex maid as she was dusting the fireplace mantel!

As she looked at me her eyes widened and she tried to speak.  I could only hear muffled noises through her gag but she was definitely irritated and trying to convey something urgent.

She appeared startled as I walked up to her and began to remove her gag.  As the gag came away from her mouth I noticed that her latex uniform had insignia printed on it.  It read “Covington Place” and “Maid Bambi”.

With her gag removed she looked confused for a moment before she spoke.

“Charlotte?  Is that you Charlotte?”

I was surprised that the girl would know my name.  I certainly didn’t know anyone named Bambi.  Then I looked more closely at her.

“Amber, is that you?”

“Yes it’s me Charlotte!  What are you doing here?  You’ve got to leave here right now!  Save yourself!  Quick, put my gag back in place and run!  Run as far away from here as you can!  Charlotte!  Run!”

There was a dreadful urgency to her voice that told me I shouldn’t question her warning.  I quickly put her gag back in place then headed towards the door.  As I left I turned to look back at her and saw that she had returned to her duty dusting the fireplace mantel.

I was too tired to run very far.  I reached the dirt road and slowly continued walking.  As I made my way my mind drifted back to Amber.  It had been a frightening scene.  My good friend and fellow model Amber held against her will forced to work as a maid—dressed in a confining rubber uniform!

I would have to notify the authorities and have her freed too.  Then my mind drifted to the latex outfit that she was wearing.

The uniform had read “Covington Place” just like the one that I was wearing.  She had been given a new name too just like I had—“Maid Bambi.”  Was her predicament what Chad had in mind for me?

I imagined myself wearing the same latex uniform.  I found myself excited at the thought.  What would that tight rubber feel like?  What chores would Chad have me doing?

I wondered what it would be like to dust using only the feather duster held in my mouth.

I imagined his hands slowly caressing my form in the tight latex dress.  Oh!  I would get Miss Charlotte for putting these lewd thoughts in my head.  Now I was aroused at the thought of being held captive as a servant!

Just at that moment I could see a car slowly coming down the road towards me.  I was exhausted and a ride would be more than welcomed. 


CHAPTER 22.  Hitchhiker

The car stopped next to me and the driver’s side window went down revealing a rather handsome man.  I looked into his dreamy eyes immediately judging him as a shining knight that could save a girl in need.  He spoke first.

“Miss you’re a long way from civilization.  I was going into town.  Can you use a lift?”

The exact words that I wanted to hear!  I couldn’t have been happier as I slid onto the passenger seat and the car continued down the road.

“What brings you out here Miss?”

I wasn’t sure that I wanted to share my plight with a stranger but I needed a sympathetic ear.

“Well it’s a long story.  A woman stole everything from me and I was being held against my will.  They are making me do domestic chores as though I’m some sort of maid.  I’m trying to find the authorities.”

He looked at my uniform.

“You sure look like a maid.  Covington place eh?  I’ve heard about strange things going on there but nobody has ever been able to prove anything.  Maybe you’ll be the first maid Susie.”

I wanted to correct my name but I decided there was no point to it.  Then he surprised me.

“You know the authorities need proof.  Do you have any?”

“Not really.”

“Maybe you’d rather I went over there and straightened things out for you.  You know, put a little pressure on them.”

“Would you do that for me?”

“Why sure honey.  I’d do anything for a sweet little thing like you.  You do realize that you were walking in the wrong direction don’t you?  You were walking away from town.  We’re going to be driving right by Covington Place, so it’s not even out of the way.”

He patted my knee.  I thought it a bit forward but I liked the idea he had suggested.  I hadn’t had much luck at the last police department I went to.  Finally someone on my side!

I agreed.  When the car drove up to the same home I had left the night before I felt confident.  First Chad was going to get his just due and then it would be Terrence and that slut Miss Charlotte!

We approached the house together.  My rescuer gave a strong knock on the front door.

When Chad opened the door he was shocked to see me outside with a strong protector at my side.  He didn’t say a word as he slowly backed into the house.  We followed him in.  My knight in shining armor spoke first.

“Boy, this fine woman was wandering around outside.  She says that you were holding her against her will and making her do domestic chores as though she were some sort of a maid.  What do you have to say for yourself?”

There was a long silent pause.  Then Chad broke out in laughter.

“Why yes Father!  I think you’ve got the picture!”

They both laughed.  I looked over at my deliverer.

“Father?”

“Why yes pretty girl.  I’m Chad’s father Blaine Covington, at your service!  Perhaps you also know my much more famous brother Terrence.”

Then he looked over at Chad.

“You’d best teach this pretty lady a lesson.  Good help is hard to find.  If she were mine I wouldn’t let her stray too far!”

With that Blaine turned and went out the front door during leaving me standing there with Chad in the foyer.  He looked over at me.

“Come with me maid Susie, I want to show you something.”

I was angry that I had trusted a stranger and that I had allowed him to lead me right back to Chad.  I was also mad at myself—I had walked all night long for nothing!

I decided I was too tired to protest any further at the moment so I followed him down the hallway to a door to a room at the back of the house.  We stopped there as he spoke.

“This is my playroom maid Susie.  You’ll be spending some time in here today for running away like you did.”

He opened the door and took me by the hand.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Right there in the house was what could only be described as some sort of medieval dungeon.  All kinds of leather and metal devices were hanging on the walls and were set out on tables.  I saw whips, collars, cuffs, hoods, paddles and chains as well as many other items I couldn’t identify.

The centerpiece of the room was a wooden platform.  On the platform was a device I had only seen pictures of before—a wooden pillory like those once used to punish criminals.  The pillory faced a black curtain that covered one wall while the other walls in the room held the assorted bondage and torture devices.

My eyes grew wide as I took it all in.  There was a heavy scent of leather that permeated the air.  Chad looked at the pillory and broke the silence.

“Impressive, isn’t it?  Everyone who comes into this room is taken by the power of the pillory.  The strange thing is that a submissive can hardly resist the pillory.  A submissive is compelled to experience the humiliation.  Eventually they even have to try the pillory for themselves.”

I walked closer and looked up at the wooden structure.  It was comprised of two heavy hinged wooden boards astride two sturdy wooden posts with holes cut in the boards for the head and the arms.  The posts were secured to the wooden platform.  Clearly no one could escape the contraption once they were positioned in it.  Chad continued.

“The pillory was traditionally used as a punishment device.  The pillory doesn’t really hurt you.  It is designed to embarrass and humiliate the person that is sentenced to time in it.  Often a placard detailing the crime of the offender would be placed nearby or around the neck of the wrongdoer in order to accentuate the degradation.

The pillories were typically set up on platforms just like this one to increase the public visibility of the offender.  They didn’t have the Internet back then but as you can see I have put cameras in the room so that I can record things and even send pictures out to the Internet.”

He pointed to four cameras mounted in each corner of the room.  He stepped up onto the platform.

“Come here for a moment maid Susie.”

I was drawn to the device.  My heart fluttered as I stepped up on the platform with him.  He opened the pillory and held it open in an inviting gesture.

“When you bend over with your hands and head out in front of you it is somewhat uncomfortable.  But like I said the main purpose is to humiliate the culprit.  In days gone by people would gather in front of the device to ridicule, tease and laugh at the offender.  It was a demeaning public disgrace to be taunted like that in a pillory.

Not only would criminals be mocked but they would be pelted with rotten food, mud or anything else that might be available.  Criminals would be dirty by the end of their sentence with their faces and hair slathered with refuse that they had been showered with.

In extreme cases the punishment might include cutting off some or all of the hair of the offender or even repeated corporal punishment.  Can you imagine that maid Susie?”

I couldn’t believe what he was doing to me.  I was trembling with excitement and made no effort to resist as he took me by the hand, led me up to the pillory, bent me over into it and locked me in place.

At that exact moment I heard the doorbell ring somewhere off in the distance.  Chad gave a laugh.

“What great timing!  I was expecting company.  While I’m gone I want you to think about how naughty of you it was to try and get away from here.”

He stepped off of the platform and walked over to the curtains.  He tugged on a cord and I could hear the curtains pull back.  In my restrained position I could barely tell what he had done but since the room lit up the drapes were obviously opened.  I knew that I was now clearly visible from the outside through the large ceiling to floor window that had previously been covered.

He gave a laugh as he walked away.

“Don’t go too far I’ll be right back!”


CHAPTER 23.  Pillory

I couldn’t believe that he would leave me tethered like that.  I tugged on my hands in an attempt to free them but of course I was tightly secured in the pillory and I wasn’t going anywhere until Chad returned to free me.

How humiliating it would be if someone were to come up to the window from the outside and see me in the undignified position.  Of course I knew that was unlikely since the house was in the middle of nowhere but it was a mortifying thought nonetheless.

I heard someone walk into the room and the door close.  I presumed it was Chad but then I heard a woman’s heel step up behind me on the platform.

“Well, well, what have we got here?”

It was another familiar voice.  I couldn’t see the woman from my position but after a moment I realized who it was.

“Madam Fiona is that you?  Thank God you’re here!  Hurry, get me out of this before Chad comes back!”

Madam Fiona walked around to the front of the pillory.  Standing there I could see her legs and her shoes but no more than that.  With my head secured I could only stare down at her shoes as she laughed.

“Set you free?  You’re so adorable!  Honey I put you precisely where you are!”

I was confused.  I didn’t understand what she was saying at all.  She continued speaking using a condescending tone that I hadn’t ever heard her use before.

“You’re so naïve girl!  Imagine how silly you look thinking that a wealthy man could fall in love with you dressed like a maid!  Men are looking for genuine sincerity in women not a charade.  Imagine presenting yourself as a gold-digger in an apron and mob cap.  No man would possibly fall for that.

Yes, wealthy men do fall in love with maids.  It happens all of the time.  They enjoy watching a woman dote on their needs.  There is also something about the uniform that teases the male libido.  In fact a wealthy man falling for his domestic maid is quite common.

Surely you realize that a prominent man of wealth can’t marry a mere maid!  Do you really think that a powerful single man would stoop to that?  Would such an influential married man have an affair and leave his wife for a lowly servant?  I think not!  What would people think of him?

That dear girl is where I come in.”

My back was beginning to get sore from the position that I was in.  I tried begging for release.

“Madam Fiona I want to hear more about this.  But could you please let me out of this so that I can listen to you more attentively?  I’m distracted by my discomfort.”

She laughed again before she continued.

“I think not.  For what I’m about to tell you I think I like you much better where you are.”

Realizing that she was intent on keeping me secured in the pillory I tried to wiggle a bit to relieve the strained muscles in my back.  It helped a little but at the same time it made me realize how much I was at the mercy of Madam Fiona and Master Chad.  She proudly continued.

“You might say that I’m somewhat of a match-maker for the wealthy.  When men fall in love with their maids they call me to take care of their problem.”

Now I was really confused.

“What problem?”

“Quiet girl and just listen.  While a man of means could hardly marry a maid he would certainly be the envy of all of his friends if he were to marry a beautiful high fashion model.  Have you ever noticed how many of these wealthy men have a young model for a wife?

Of course there is something in it for the woman too.  Money is attractive to all women don’t you think?

Those fashion models don’t appear by accident.  Take the case of Mr. Terrence Covington.  He fell in love with Susan his lovely housemaid.

Unlike the high and mighty disposition you project Susan provided a most charming personality.  She proved to be the perfect sweet companion for Terrence.  Of course he couldn’t marry an ordinary maid for fear of the shame it would bring him.  So he called me.

I searched for a woman who looked similar to Susan.  She had to be just as attractive but she also had to have a submissive sexual streak in her.  That was when I found you.

While Terrence enjoyed the delightful affections of his maid you were taught how to be a model.  I put you to work for us becoming a well-known model making plenty of money.

Once you achieved a respectable status it was time to retire you.  Having you pose nude for a gentlemen’s magazine was not only a big pay-off it also proved your submission.  No woman would pose like that unless she was turned on by the experience.  You were turned on, weren’t you?”

I could only whisper my response.

“Yes, I was…”

“You forget your manners!”

“I’m so sorry please forgive me.  I meant no disrespect.  Yes Madam Fiona I was.”

“See I was right about you all along.  You are turned on by your humiliation.  I could see it in your eyes the day I met you.  When you were strutting on the fashion runways I could tell that the ogling and leering were agreeable to you.

You also passed the test by becoming a common servant.  Imagine the degradation of being turned on by humiliation!  It must be just terrible for you!

Anyway after you accumulated enough status and sufficient wealth it was time to switch identities.  Your desire for submission made it easy for you to become maid Susie while Terrence allowed Miss Charlotte Prentiss to be seen as his new lover.

Oh by the way I have some paperwork for you.  We wouldn’t want there to be any confusion now would we?  I’ve brought you your identification.  You left your birth certificate, passport and driver’s license in Charlotte’s apartment when you were employed there.

Here you go Susie Morecox. I’ll leave these on this table for you.  That’s right maid Susie, you are maid Susie Morecox.  After today you’ll never be able to prove to anyone that you are anybody other than Susie Morecox.

Think of it—Susie Morecox!  Such a crude and vulgar name!  There is nothing subtle regarding what maid Susie Morecox wants now is there?  Can you possibly envision Terrence Covington marrying a woman named Susie Morecox?  I think not!

Such a name is definitely suitable for a slutty servant but never for polite society.  It could never even be spoken in high circles without snickers and ridicule.  But it is perfect for a bawdy maid such as you are, don’t you think?

Don’t worry because naturally Miss Prentiss has all of her paperwork in order as well.  She is quite identical to both her passport photo and her driver’s license photo.  There will be absolutely no mistaken identify.  You may not be a natural blonde but Miss Prentiss certainly is.

Miss Prentiss is now at the absolute pinnacle of elegant society.  She is famous, wealthy and the epitome of chic.  What an attractive wife she will make for her dashing husband.  Isn’t true love beautiful?  I love my job!

You my dear are the exact opposite.  Your position as a paltry domestic maid leaves you at rock bottom of society right where you belong.”

“You’ll never get away with it!”

“But I already have my dear.  Charlotte Prentiss is on her way to her glamorous Paris honeymoon with her dowry in hand and you are nothing but a pathetic domestic maid obsessed with her next orgasm.”

“Dowry?”

“Why yes!  Oh, I almost forgot.  The best thing about my match-making service is that I can be hired for free!  My clients consider it icing on the cake.  Like all of us those with wealth like free things more than anything else in the world.

You do remember all of that money that you made modeling don’t you?  Plus that wonderful payday for posing nude?  As your agent it was easy for me to move those funds for you.  Half of the money is now in the hands of Terrence Covington—he received it as a dowry to go along with his new bride the beautiful Charlotte Prentiss.

The other half is mine as my fee for bringing the happy couple together and for putting up with your snobby attitude while I put you to work for me as a fashion model.”

I had been called many things before but never snobby.

“I was not snobby! I…”

She cut me off.

“Quiet girl or I will muzzle you right here and now!  I would hate to do that because taking your money and leaving you penniless as a helpless domestic servant working for room and board was only part of my payment for my fine efforts.  The rest of my payment is the pleasure of completely humiliating you myself which I intend to do shortly.

In the meantime you need to understand that your erotic feelings experienced from your humiliation are caused by the guilt you feel for being so snobby.  Guilt brings shame dear and from now on you will always feel shame as you toil away in domestic servitude.

You can scrub dirt and grime away but never guilt and shame.  You will wear them both just as certainly as you will wear your maid’s uniform.

Both your guilt and shame are payback for the stuck-up way you treated everyone around you while you were a famous model.  As far as I’m concerned you deserve everything that you get.

You will now have a further taste of humble pie by apologizing to me for your snooty behavior.”

I thought about it for a moment and decided that there was no benefit to me to protest in the position I was in.  I almost choked on the words as they caught in my throat.

“Madam Fiona I am so sorry if I offended you by being so snobby.  Please accept my most sincere apology for that.”

“Very good girl.  That’s a nice start.  But I do need more than that.  Don’t you think that you should be punished for how you acted?  I mean you were an arrogant, pretentious, conceited brat.  There needs to be punishment for that behavior don’t you agree?”

I had no idea what she had in mind.  Finally I blurted out a response.

“Isn’t being a maid punishment enough?”

Madam Fiona gave a giggle at my comment.  As she replied she walked around the pillory and off the platform.  I could see her below me off to the side getting something at a table that had various implements on it.  Then I saw her take a leather paddle from the wall where it was hanging.

“I don’t think that qualifies as punishment.  You are having way too much fun with your new career.  You do find it erotic being a maid don’t you?”

I was too shamed to answer.  She seemed to be able to read my thoughts.

“I thought so.”

She went out of sight and I could hear her stepping back on to the pillory platform.  She walked around in front of me again.

“You acted like a child maid Susie so I think that you should be punished like one.”

She held out one hand and opened her palm so I could see what she held.  There were four clothespins in her hand.

“Aren’t these interesting maid Susie?  A clothespin is an important part of a maid’s life.  You usually use them to hang things out to dry.

Of course these clothespins are different.  Chad can use them to tease and titillate you as I’m sure that you’ll soon find out.  They can be clipped to your tits, your pubes or even your naughty clit.

I’m not going to use them that way though.  I’ll let Chad introduce you to that painful pleasure in due time.  Instead I have a different use.”

She moved around behind me.  As she continued talking I felt her lift my dress up.

“I’m going to use them to help me teach you a lesson that you’ll never forget.  A maid should not only enjoy humiliation she should crave it.  So I’m going to do you a big favor dear and make sure that you are addicted to another tasty orgasmic treat.  I’ll just pin your dress up dear so that it doesn’t get in the way.”

I could feel that she had raised my uniform dress completely up.  At that moment I realized what was happening.  Now I was standing bent over in the pillory with my bottom presented in the perfect spanking position.


CHAPTER 24.  Sadistic Pleasure

Madam Fiona was in no hurry whatsoever.  After pinning my dress up she kept teasing me with her tongue.  I found her dialogue artfully erotic.

You wouldn’t think that being called a common servant, a tart or a whore would cause arousal in a woman of my previous stature.  She continued talking in that manner while I unwillingly reacted to her verbal prodding.

As she talked I realized the intense effect that she was having on my libido.  I was hoping that she wouldn’t notice the scent that was advertising my obvious arousal.  As I felt her fingers at the top of my panties I spread my legs apart in an attempt to keep her from removing them.

She took advantage of the movement to reach between my legs and slowly tease me with her fingertips.  Catching me by surprise I let out a lewd moan before I put my legs back together to block her probing.

She immediately lowered my panties.  I was helpless to stop her from bringing them all of the way down to my ankles.  My garter belt and stockings were of no help at all-- now my bottom was completely exposed.

“You don’t fool me at all maid Susie.  You are turned on by all of this.  Even the shame of a good paddling is erotic to you.  Don’t deny it—your bawdy musk gives you away.”

She was right.  I was so excited I was dripping for satisfaction.  I would have done anything at that moment to elicit an orgasm but in the position I was in there was nothing I could do about it.  I was at her mercy.  She continued to feed my sexual frustration.

“Before I paddle you dear I want you to know what happened to your friends.  Tiffany, Nina and Amber all took the same route that you did.  They played their role well in bringing other wealthy men together with their maids.

Tiffany and Nina were good girls.  They were so submissive that when they were reassigned by Miss Olga they learned their place without complaint.  Tiffany now toils for a Marriot hotel.  Nina labors away for Hyatt.

Just imagine those two submissive girls doing endless maid service!  They both have a thing for scrubbing bathroom floors on their hands and knees.  I can only wonder how many toilets they clean in a year.”

She laughed at the thought.

“Then there is Amber.  Or should I say Bambi?  She was also part of a previous transaction with an earlier client.

She wasn’t nearly so obedient but I do have to say that she certainly blazed the trail for you to follow.  My assistant Madam Rebecca told me she might be a problem and she was right.

Just like you she wasn’t content to stay at the Valley Grand Hotel.  I had to hire paramedics to transport her too.  Fortunately Mr. Covington was pleased to provide the service for me from one of his holdings.

Luckily I found a way to take care of her.  There is always a line-up of men willing to take charge of a submissive woman.  I have a file drawer full of intimate applications to choose from when needed.

As a result of the applications I know quite a bit about both Blaine Covington and his son Chad Covington.

Blaine Covington is quite sadistic—in a different way than Chad by the way—and he was more than happy to take Bambi in.  I’m sure that Bambi is enjoying the endless bondage games that he likes to play.

I believe that you saw her in one of her latex outfits didn’t you?  A very becoming latex prison, don’t you think?  Bambi does all of her chores dressed in her latex uniform.

I’ve done you a favor dear girl.  I’ve already let Chad know that you have an interest in a latex uniform of your own.

Blaine likes to appeal to the fetishes of a woman and then use them to motivate her performance.  Bambi likes maid uniforms and latex apparel.  As you saw Blaine has combined them both to keep her sexually charged.

Blaine makes Bambi orgasm a few times every day.  I’m sure by now he’s put his rod into her many times.  More than anything else Blaine enjoys hearing a woman scream in orgasmic bliss.

Yes it is quite a quandary for Bambi.  Her mind wants her to escape her latex prison but her libido won’t let her.  The poor girl is ruled by her little clitty.  So she spends her day in ecstasy providing services for Blaine.

It is lucky for you that Terrence wanted to make sure that everything went right with our plan.  That’s why he put his nephew Chad to work in his apartment complex.

Specifically he was to keep a close eye on you.  I have to say that Chad was actually pleased when you left the Valley Grand Hotel.

I think that ever since he saw your centerfold spread he had lusty plans for you.  Once you left the hotel he was more than willing to help us out with you.

Chad is also sadistic—like father like son-- but in a slightly different way.  He likes to tease and deny a girl into a sexual frenzy.  His objective is to have a woman beg and plead to him for her sexual release.

He fancies himself as a Roman emperor deciding the fate of his servant.  Should he allow her to experience ecstasy or should he wait for her to become further aroused?  Thumbs up or thumbs down?  Only the emperor can make the decision!

You can expect him to fit you with a chastity belt and then put you to work cleaning.  As you will soon discover Chad prefers his maid in a tiny low cut French maid uniform so that he can take in her charms.  Just like his Father he also has a thing for form-fitting latex.  I suppose that runs in the family.

He’ll spend hours teasing and titillating you but all you’ll get as a result will be an incredible mind-fuck with little or no orgasmic relief.  A submissive maid like you should enjoy that.

Oh my!  Have I put you into an erotic tizzy?  I didn’t mean to do that—at least not just yet.”

I couldn’t contain myself much longer.  Now I was slowly flexing my hips in a vain attempt to reach orgasm.  In the position I was standing in it was of no benefit.

“Go ahead dear.  Humiliate yourself for my amusement.  You know that you love your shame so enjoy yourself.

You weren’t supposed to ever have returned to your apartment.  I had already rented it out to my next high fashion model.  She too will be trained as a maid soon enough. 

Can you believe that I already have another client?  Men do love their maids!

By the way when Charlotte Prentiss moved out to live with Terrence she took all of her designer clothes with her.  Appearances do matter.  People expect a super model to have a fancy a wardrobe you know! 

One more thing before I finish with you.  Listen closely sweetie.  I told this to Bambi too and I will only say it once to you.

I do have a fallback plan for you if things don’t work out for you here.  So you had better do exactly what Chad wants you to do.  This includes being the perfect domestic maid as well as a perfect whore for him in the bedroom.

Your sexual obedience will lead to your sexual addiction.  This will keep you in your place as a docile domestic maid.  As you can see Chad likes to play kinky sex games and I expect you to cooperate fully.

Should you not do as you are told I have to tell you that I know of a brothel down in South America that would be more than happy to put you to work full time with you providing services for clients while on your back.  I wouldn’t hesitate to sell you there—pretty looking girls like you can fetch a nice price.  Do you understand me slut?”

I could hear her but I couldn’t answer her.  The thought of being a slave to Chad was so exciting that I could think of nothing else.  My thought was interrupted with a loud smack followed by a burning sensation on my bottom.

I had never been paddled as an adult.  The sensation was not at all what I expected.  Each smack of the paddle caused pain that was immediately followed by a wave of pleasure that went straight through me.

My clit and nipples delightfully frolicked to the erotic prodding of each stroke.  My pubes were dripping with lust and my heart gleefully raced.

It was as though the paddle was tenderly fondling my most intimate private parts then softly refraining before the next firm pat on my bottom caressed them again.  Madam Fiona seemed to understand this and she landed each stroke with just enough force to continue to titillate me.

She didn’t say another word as she gave me the most intense sensual paddling imaginable. I am ashamed to say it but the pleasure was so passionate that I actually begged and pleaded with her not to stop but instead to continue spanking me!

My body was totally at her mercy as she systematically brought me to several mind blowing orgasms using only her paddle to accomplish them.  Each one was a wave of pleasure that left me panting in euphoria.  Time stood still as I writhed in blissful ecstasy like a harlot dancing to the wonderful tune of her paddle.

When she finished I hung limp in the pillory like a spent rag doll gasping for breath.  I heard her heels as she strode off the wooden platform.  Then she made one last comment.

“Well look at you now dear!  Aren’t you a sorry sight!  You don’t look so high and mighty now do you?  I do hope that Chad had the cameras turned on because that was quite the tawdry exhibition you just put on.  It would be a shame if the world didn’t get to enjoy it.

I’m going to leave you like that just in case Chad wants to add a little bit more color to those rosy cheeks of yours.

Now I’ve been paid in full.  Goodbye maid Susie.  I leave you to wallow in your marvelous disgrace and to enjoy your life of servitude.”

Her heels clicked on the floor as she walked away into the hallway.

I was still breathing hard when Chad returned.  Even though my dress was still raised and my panties were still lowered it was as though he had no idea what Madam Fiona had just done to me.

“I almost forgot about you maid Susie.  Love the blush on those cheeks.  Let me help you out of that pillory my dear. 

Dad will be coming by later to see me.  He told me that he has a special maid uniform he picked out just for you that you might enjoy.

Since we are having company you’ll need to clean up around here.  The floors are a filthy mess so it’s time for you to get to work.”
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