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	Our hero(ine) talks his wife into spending a

	weekend at The Hotel where he can experience

	full maid training in the cutest of outfits.

	However, once beyond the doors no one

	escapes, save the wives with their new lovers.
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	Part One

	1.

	Our first visit to The Hotel went far better than I could ever have hoped. My wife Linda was suddenly full of enthusiasm for my plan. I had practically dragged her on the two-hour drive to The Hotel for our introductory day here but she changed her mind in the course of a single afternoon. She went from being reluctant and taciturn about the idea to being very impassioned for it. All in the space of a couple of hours on our first visit to The Hotel.

	To be honest she hated the idea of me cross-dressing. I was fortunate that she tolerated it in anyway. That was about as much as I could expect. When I showed her the advert, she was very reluctant.

	THE HOTEL

	Cross-dressers, your one chance to live

	and work as a maid for a full week.

	Wives and Girlfriends won over!

	Contact the Manager: Miss Evans



	There followed three solid weeks of my pleading with Linda to give it a go. Finally, she gave in but only after the manager of The Hotel, Miss Evans, spoke to Linda personally on the phone. Miss Evans had confidently assured me that she could win over any hesitant wife, no matter how they felt about the cross-dressing aspect.

	At the introductory day two other men and myself were taken to a small room to fill out a questionnaire while Miss Evans showed our wives ‘the possibilities open to them’ as she winningly put it.

	The questionnaire asked such questions as ‘When did you start cross-dressing’; ‘Would you prefer to be a maid, secretary, or a bride’. ‘Are you submissive’. The sort of queries you might expect, except that it went on for pages and pages.

	By the time I drove us home Linda was beaming like one of those happy-clappy Mormons you get calling at the door. Though oddly she was silent the whole return trip.

	I asked what she had seen but she merely smiled enigmatically and told me ‘not to worry my little head about anything’. ‘My little head!’ As she was agreeing to our weeklong stay, I did not reprimand her for her patronizing cheek.

	But I didn’t care. What it meant was that she had consented to us spending a week at The Hotel. I would get the opportunity to live out my fantasy. The only proviso from Miss Evans was that I had to lose a stone.

	Lose a stone to live out my fantasy! Easy!

	Four weeks later, (and one stone lighter!), we were pulling up outside The Hotel.

	Linda looked stunning. I had never seen her so vibrant and sexy. She had her hair styled in the latest fashion and had even lashed out on some chic new outfits. I think that she had lost a bit of weight as well. I did comment on the short skirt, as she usually wore dowdy knee length ones, but she smiled that enigmatic smile and told me ‘not to worry about it’’.

	As you can imagine I didn’t! I had other thoughts on my mind!

	The Hotel was hard to find without precise instructions. It was a wonder they had any guests found it at all. Winding, narrow country lanes took us to the entrance of this secluded dream maker. I did not pass a single signpost for it.

	Miss Evans was there to greet us. She was a tall powerful figure. Very confidant. The sort of woman who doesn’t suffer fools gladly. When I say she greeted us, I really mean that she greeted Linda. I suppose she just did not see me standing there, forlornly holding Linda’s suitcase, (I was told that I did not need to bring any clothes! A request that made my heart skip.)

	I coughed to attract her attention and as she turned to face me her smile fell from her lips leaving a somewhat disdainful cold sneer.

	“Oh, yes. Around the back for you. The maid’s entrance.”

	It was said firmly, in a matter-of-fact voice that had my tummy turning in very pleasant somersaults. ‘The maids entrance!’ Wow. And I had to use it. What a turn on.

	Just then a tall, muscular Italian looking young man in immaculate white tee shirt and blue jeans bounced down the steps towards Linda. Linda’s eyes were like saucers as she took in the hunk. The man confidently took her small hand and pressed it to his lips.

	I could see that Miss Evans was delighted with my wife’s response.

	“Paul here will look after your every need!”

	I didn’t like the way she emphasized the word ‘every’.

	I coughed again, pissed off at being ignored like this. After all this was my idea and I was paying for the week-long stay.

	Miss Evans closed her eyes, as if controlling herself in a class of naughty school children. “Oh, Paul, be a dear and take Miss Johnson’s suitcase to her room.”

	Miss Johnson! That was Linda’s maiden name.

	The arrogant Roman snatched the suitcase from my hands and, holding my wife’s fingers, led her up the steps to the main entrance. She followed, as if entranced.

	I made to move after them but Miss Evans tut-tutted, “Let the man take the suitcase to her room.” She raised her eyebrows on the words ‘the man’ so that I was aware of her connotation that I was not a man. “You should be around the back. Run along!”

	Run along! Wow, my dick tingled and began to inflate.

	I would catch up with Linda later. Right now, I set off eagerly for the back entrance. The Maid’s Entrance!

	2.

	There were four of us. The youngest was around twenty, the oldest around thirty-five. All pretty slim, I guessed that they also had to lose weight. I say, I had to guess, because a smallish woman who introduced herself as Miss Steel greeted us. She had a wonderfully curvy body but quite a severe ‘no nonsense’ expression. Anyway, her first command, (and it was that!), was that we were to be silent unless spoken to.

	I thought it was delicious being ordered about by such a lovely, little woman. A sentiment, I am sure was shared by the others as we did not utter a word. We sat in a small, cold, stone room near the entrance, in expectant silence for fifteen minutes before she returned.

	“Follow me,” she snapped before turning on her heels and disappearing into the depths of the Hotel.

	We did, smiling knowingly at each other. Our adventure was beginning.

	We were ushered into a bare, drafty room where she closed and locked the outer door. Two women you would only describe as Amazons stood beside her. They were easily six foot. One was a dark sexy African, the other a blond Swede. They were a wet dream. They wore white leotards that really showed up their muscular, taut frames. It was as if they were on their way to a gym to do some physical exercise.

	A second door into the room opened and Miss Evans strode in slamming the door frighteningly behind her. It gave me the slightly uncomfortable feeling of being trapped. Not being allowed to speak leaves you feeling very helpless.

	The room was a sort of self-contained flat. It had a set of showers, a number of beds, sofas and a desk. It did not have windows and only a few mats had been thrown over the stone floor. The only luxurious item in the room was the set of full-length mirrors running down the longest wall. They looked straight out of an up-market department store. Near them was a triple wardrobe though that looked as shabby as the rest of the furnishings, which consisted simply of a sofa and a couple of well-used armchairs. A few straight-backed chairs were lined up near the desk.

	I felt the four of us stiffen to attention, and I must say that part of me was already stiffly at attention!

	“Right sissies. You want to be maids and you will be maids. This will not be a game. This will be the real thing so watch yourselves!”

	I was faint with excitement.

	“You will be silent until given permission to speak and then you must address everyone as Mistress or Mister unless you know their surname, then it will be Mistress whatever and Mister whatever. Is that clear?”

	We nodded yes and the man to my left whispered, “Yes.”

	Miss Evans caught him with a slap across his face like a whip crack. He collapsed to the floor holding his face.

	“Silence! Stand!”

	A shocked and shaking man rose slowly from the floor. My erection disappeared.

	“I will decide when you speak,” Miss Evans spoke evenly, as if her assault had not taken place. “Is that clear?”

	This time the four of us simply nodded, wide eyed. I noticed that the two Amazons were grinning and the African one was licking her lips. I was now quite scared. I felt ensnared. No one said anything about almighty slaps across the face.

	“You have met Miss Steel and this,” she indicated the Amazons, “is Miss Jaguar and Miss Leopard. It need not worry you, which is which. If either is called to deal with you then you will not be concerned too much whether it is Miss Leopard or Miss Jaguar.”

	Suddenly I wanted to get hold of Linda and make my escape. I was not ready for this.

	“You will now strip naked and enter the shower cubicles behind you where you will scrub yourselves cleaner than you have ever been in your miserable lives. You will then shave all the hair from your bodies save that on your heads and around your groin. There you will shave your pubic hairs so that they are a neat triangle of pubes as befits a little maid. Now go!”

	We froze looking at Miss Evans, Miss Steel and the two Amazon misses.

	Miss Evans smiled cruelly, knowingly. I noticed that the other three women were equally amused by something.

	Miss Evans walked back to a desk and plucked from behind it a long thin cane that she shook in the air.

	We looked apprehensively at each other but still none of us moved.

	“I do enjoy this moment. This will be the last time that any of you sissy girls, willfully disobeys a command.”

	With that the two Amazons stepped forward and grabbed the two men to my left.

	Miss Steel pointed her finger at myself and the third man, “Don’t you two move an inch!”

	We didn’t!

	Miss Jaguar and Miss Leopard manhandled the first two men until they had them bent double with their knees on the floor, locking their heads between the Amazon’s powerful thighs. They held their shocked victim’s wrists easily in a single giant hand.

	It would have been fascinating had it not been so dreadful. With their freehand the two Amazons reached beneath the two shaking men and undid their trousers pulling them and their underwear easily down their bare legs. They handled the men so easily that I guessed that they had carried out this task many times before.

	A gleeful Miss Evans stood to one side of the first man and then just started savagely beating him across his naked bottom. At the same time Miss Steel stood to the other side of the second man and started work on his backside.

	I held my breath in shock. The beating went on for an age. The men were grizzling and squealing like little children but neither woman showed the slightest hint of mercy.

	The sound the canes made was dreadful. Beads of sweat appeared on Miss Evans forehead, her face was flushed crimson with her effort. Miss Steel for her part wore a demonic, toothy smile that quite distorted her good looks. Making her look terribly fearsome.

	At last Miss Evans stood up, straightened and rotated her arm.

	“Next!” Miss Evans said to the two Amazons.

	Oh no! The dark woman caught hold of me and twirled me about, as if I were mere child. Her hand pushed hard on the back of my neck sending me crashing to my knees. It was all happening so quickly I felt her weight collapse onto my head, her thighs gripping my shoulders as she took hold of each of my hands in turn twisting them around to my back. This was dreadfully painful. She then combined both my wrists into one vice like grip before reaching beneath me and wrestling with my trousers.

	I then discovered that I was gripped, as if in concrete. I could not move a muscle to prevent her doing whatever she liked.

	Seconds later my pants, along with my underwear, were hauled down my thighs. One more painful twist of my hands and my nose was pushed hard against the stone floor, my bottom stuck vulnerably high up behind me.

	The first slice was such a surprise that I did not feel anything. Indeed, the cuts came in such quick succession that I am sure that I endured six before I cried out. I tried desperately to escape this woman’s grip.

	“Please,” I shouted. But all to no avail, the beating was merciless.

	I had often fantasized about being caned by a gorgeous dominant woman but this was too excruciating to be erotic.

	At long last I was given a push that left me gasping and crying on the floor. My backside was burning. I could see through my tears that not one of my colleagues had even attempted to rise from his humbled position and escape. I am ashamed to admit that I remained exactly where I had been pushed.

	“Right sissies,” Miss Evans spoke, as if she were very pleased with herself, “when I tell you to strip, I do not expect you to stop and think about it. I expect you to do it!”

	We looked up at her through our weeping.

	“Now strip!” She commanded.

	I reached immediately for my shoe laces, with my shoes were off I could easily, and quickly; take off my trousers and pants. The other three were also a hive of activity, and I could see that the ladies were grinning from ear to ear at our maniacal exertions.

	“Very good sissies. Is it not better to obey? Yes? If you were allowed to speak, I am sure that you would reply, ‘yes!’” She laughed.

	The other ladies laughed gleefully.

	“Now then, shower, shave and make sure you remove all your body hair save the triangle of pubes! That is the only body hair you will be permitted, from now on! Go!”

	We ran to the showers. I was washing before the water had warmed up. Spraying suds everywhere. In no way was I going to offer her another chance to beat me.

	In my soap dish there was a razor and I set to with it as soon as I could. I was desperate for Miss Evans to see that I was following her instructions to the letter.

	I began under my arms, scrapping away the hair I had worn since a teenager. Soon, my chest and legs were smooth. I spent a good deal of care and attention between my legs. I had never taken a razor so close to my ‘pride and joy’ before. It shrank in fear as the razor scraped away the hair leaving the neatest of dark triangles below my stomach.

	We dried in front of the amused women who regarded as with beaming disdain, as if we were little more than an entertainment for them.

	Once dry, we four beaten, shaved and cowed men presented ourselves to Miss Evans.

	“Right, let us see if you can follow a simple instruction, shall we?”

	She took hold of the first man by the ear and bent him forward so that his head was in her rounded bosom.

	“The neck! You forgot your neck. Fool!”

	She dragged him over to the wall length mirrors and nodded to the Scandinavian goddess.

	From nowhere the giant blond had produced a table tennis bat and bore down eagerly on her prey.

	“Face the mirror sissy!” Miss Evans commanded. “You will receive twenty swats while you watch yourself get beaten!”

	Unbelievably the man stood there while the swats were delivered at machine gun speed to his already tender rump.

	Apparently satisfied she returned to the second frightened man and gave him a thorough examination. “Toes! Hair on toes! Come along little sissy,” she said dragging him towards the mirror.

	“I suspect you know what will happen. Stand facing the mirror and watch as Miss Jaguar deals with you.”

	The black woman strode menacingly up to the poor man and taking the table tennis racket from her fellow Amazon she laid into the poor miscreant’s backside

	“Now for you,” she said with a wicked smile as she approached me, the splat of racket against bottom echoing about me.

	A quick glance at my toes told me that I was all right. I was not particularly hairy to start with and I knew I certainly never had hair on the back of my neck.

	Yeowch! My ear was twisted sending me bowing into her bosom as she inspected me, turning me this way then that way.

	I suppose it was inevitable that I was then marched to the mirrors.

	“Hairy bottoms and nice silky knickers do not mix young sissy! Stand here and Miss Leopard will sort you out. Watch yourself carefully!” She commanded, as I watched her reflection already heading back to the hapless, shaking forth man.

	The Scandinavian Amazon took back the bat from her friend and I watched her reflection stand fore square behind me.

	Splat! Ouch! I kept my eyes on myself being savagely beaten on my naked and exceedingly sore bottom. It was already fire hot before this beating. Worse I had to stand and look at myself. I can barely describe the humiliation I felt watching myself standing as helplessly as a naughty child while being spanked by a woman who had already got the better of me. I watched in mental as well as physical torment as the tears ran down my cheeks. Why had I not thought of the hairs in my bottom! How stupid I had been.

	I stood obediently until she finished this ultra-fast beating just in time for Miss Jaguar to take the bat and start on the fourth victim.

	We were returned to the showers to follow our original instruction of shaving ourselves properly. I made sure I did a thorough job this time. No way was I going to find myself back in front of that wretched mirror watching myself being thrashed. When he had finished, we were handed a bottle of sweet-smelling lotion that we were commanded to rub into our bodies but to keep away from our heads.

	“This will save you the effort of having to shave every morning,” Miss Evans cooed.

	When we emerged from the showers this time Miss Evans was pleased with us. “Good little sissies. Do you see how obedience is so much nicer than disobedience? You may nod.”

	I nodded eagerly like a horse. Yes, I could see that.

	The other girls laughed at us but we were merely pleased to have satisfied Miss Evans and to have avoided more punishment.

	“Good. Now Miss Steel is going to hand you all a small metal cylinder.”

	Miss Steel approached us all with a derisive grin that I was beginning to find irritating. The first chance I got I would get hold of my wife Linda and we would escape this dreadful place and these horribly sadistic ladies.

	“Hold it tight sissies.”

	Miss Steel handed me mine. It was two inches long, very cold and despite its thin layer of metal it felt very tough.

	I held mine tightly as commanded. I was not going to end up with another beating!

	“Now the part you have all been waiting so patiently for,” Miss Evans held up a black waist clincher. Perhaps more functional than sexy in appearance but nevertheless I felt my Willy quiver at the thought of something so fine and delicate against my skin. Perhaps all this suffering would be worthwhile.

	“This will go around your waists. It is will be very constricting,” she warned, “but be clear my dears, if it does not fit then you will be ejected forthwith from my establishment.”

	All thoughts of escaping vanished. I was determined to get it on.

	“It wraps about the waist and will meet in the small of your back where Miss Leopard and Miss Jaguar will kindly help you sissies by securing it. So, breathe in deeply and turn around!”

	I turned and sucked my stomach in as hard as I could. I could hear the first two men grunting with the strain of reducing their waistlines so drastically to accommodate the corset. But it could not have taken long because within moments I felt one of the Amazons flap the material about my midriff before hauling it tight and snug about my waist. I too grunted. I had a moment of panic, as I feared it was not going to fit. But an almighty tug from my Amazon yanked it tautly into position.

	Now another moment of panic, worse than the first. I could not breath. My head swam.

	“Take nice ease quick breaths sissies. Like breathless teenagers!”

	I followed her instructions and was relieved to feel my self-returning to some level of normality. No way would I be able to take a huge lung full of air while I wore this. Nor would I be able to wear it for very long.

	“Now face front and listen very carefully to the next part.”

	I turned with the other men noticing that their waists were now femininely small. I wanted to stroke mine to feel the effect on my body but did not dare to. So, I kept hold of the metal cylinder and faced the sneering ladies.

	Miss Steel was pulling slender metallic strips from her bag. There was something intricate about the ends of the strips but I could not quite make them out.

	“Now,” Miss Evans continued, “wet the end of the cylinder and pull the useless organ between your legs through it.”

	The cylinder was surely too tiny. I looked up to Miss Evans to see if I had misunderstood her instruction, but she gave me such a wicked glare that I immediately wetted the ends and attempted to push my Willy through it.

	“Only real sissies who can complete this task go on to the next stage,” she cautioned us.

	I poked my soft member into the cylinder and then by reaching underneath and grasping the foreskin between thumb and forefinger I was able to pull and slide it through. The helmet now poked its head out and looked worryingly, as if I would never be able to retract and free itself again.

	“Good. Now stand with your legs two feet apart and keep perfectly still. You are all doing very well, don’t you agree Miss steel?”

	Miss Steel approached the first man at the one end of the line. “Yes, indeed Miss Evans. Four obedient little sissies.”

	I watched her tinker in front of him with one of the lengths of metal, somehow fixing it to the front of the corset before moving behind him. She then pulled the free ends tightly back between his legs where it divided into two lengths. These she ran around the outer part of his buttocks and connected them to the corset at the sides.

	She moved onto the second man and went through the same mystifying procedure. When it was my turn, I could see what was happening. The first piece of metal clipped onto the front of the corset at naval height and was then pulled down until it clipped onto the metal cylinder. By hauling it tightly from behind she was fixing my imprisoned Willy neatly between my legs.

	After the fourth man was secured in the same way we were invited to study ourselves in the mirrors. I was astounded. With the narrowed waist and no visible sign of a male member I looked very feminine. Only a neat triangle of black pubes marked out my groin my male member had temporarily vanished.

	Maybe, just maybe, this would be worth the ordeal!

	“You all look very pleased with yourselves! Little minxes! Now go and lie down on one of the tables. And remember sissies take small steps and move slowly or else you’ll have trouble breathing.”

	I quickly realized that she was right. Taking tiny gasps of breaths and short steps I reached a bed and pretty soon we were all lying face up on the beds.

	“Again, you must remain perfectly still.”

	Miss Jaguar rubbed her huge palms above my corset. I felt something cold and gooey being rubbed onto the top of my chest. She then placed a pinky blancmange onto my left chest. It was a breast. I mean a real breast with even a nipple sitting on top of it. I caught my breath, my eyes wide with excitement. I never dreamed a false one could look so real. As she settled it on to me, I could see that it moved just like a real boob. Moments later it was joined by the second. This really was exciting! My sore bottom was a small price to pay for such a transformation.

	“Stop grinning sissies and follow me,” Miss Evans laughed good- naturedly joining in with our individual delight.

	Miss Evans was already out through the door by the time I had swung my smooth legs off the bed. My boobs bounced gloriously. Had I been allowed time I would have loved to have played with them but I knew I had to follow the wonderful Miss Evans. A dream was becoming reality. I held my hands beneath my new boobs, fearful that they would slip off. I was pleased to see that they remained precisely in position. A shadow of concern crossed my mind. I tried to reassure myself that they would probably fall off in a hot shower or else Miss Evans had a substance to help release them.

	It was then that I was reminded of my limitations. I had to stop and catch my breath. Short steps and short breaths! I had completely forgotten myself and felt my lungs straining as I strode from the table.

	I minced as quickly as I could towards the open door only to experience something wholly unique to me. As I passed Miss Jaguar, she put her huge black hand onto my bottom and squeezed it like a ripe grapefruit. I turned and looked in surprise at her smiling face as she winked saucily at me.

	I felt excited and exhilarated. This was better than any fantasy!

	We were led into a small hairdresser’s salon where there were two lady hairdressers, real ladies as far as I could make out in this wonderfully topsy-turvy universe. But there were two other people in the room and, I was gobsmacked at this, they were two male maids. They were immaculately attired and made up with the most real looking blond, curly feminine hair. They could have been twins were it not for the fact that one was taller than the other.

	“No, gawping sissies! Take a seat each and keep your mouths shut. No one has given you permission to speak yet!”

	As I sat in the comfortable leather seat, I heard her bark, “You two sluts get these sissies hair washed. Now!”

	There was a clatter of heels as I found myself with my head bent painfully into the sink. Hot water was run and I smelt the shampoo as it was lathered into my scalp. The male maid bent closer to me and I sniffed her perfume. His perfume, I mean. He was so lucky. I became aware of a whispering sound. She was trying to speak to me but in a voice so quiet that I could barely hear her, or him. As she ran the water into the metal sink, she used the noise to drown her voice, “Get out of here while you can!”

	I dared not reply. Miss Steel was only a few feet away. When I tried to catch his eyes, he busied himself with my hair. Get out! Never. I suspect that he was jealous of seeing more maids arriving. Well, that was his tough luck!

	There followed two long hours of pampering. I say pampering because all I had to do was sit still and do as instructed as the real women added hair extensions to my own hair. Sometimes it was a bit painful as they pulled, rather sadistically I thought, on my own hair but for the most part it was a gorgeous experience.

	With the extensions added, they dyed all my hair, old and new, blond using this foul-smelling mixture before tightening little crimps and rollers into it. All the extra hair was tightened down to my scalp and then a hot dryer was placed over me.

	“Do you want them tied down, Miss Evans?” Asked one of the hairdressers.

	“No. They are born chicken-hearted, obedient, little maids. Stay there, all of you!” She barked and the two women laughed, as we sat rigidly in the seats.

	The hairdresser would better understand why we were so reluctant to escape, if she knew how hard we had been beaten. But for my part, I was desperate to see the finished result. Besides sitting here, I could see my new boobs, trim waist and neat triangle in the mirror. I was not going to miss looking at myself.

	And now for the downside. At home I would often dress and play with myself while looking in the mirror. But now I was unable to play with myself as my penis was held beyond my reach, between my legs, by the steel containers. I could feel all the usual warm desires in my stomach but my Willy could not respond. As soon as I the contraption off I promised myself hours of well-deserved fun!

	When the dryer and curlers were removed my new blond hair bounced joyously into a sexy tangle of curls that framed my face. I was already looking so feminine that someone would have to look twice to see that I was in fact male.

	We were then fed, in silence of course, with two lettuce sandwiches and a glass of water with a slice of lemon in it. Still, it would tide me over until I was fed properly. With my waist cinched so tightly I was forced to sit bolt upright as I ate, my boobs jiggling on display. Not that I minded of course. And judging by the smiles of my three fellow male maids nor did they mind showing off their new boobs. We each shook our shoulders or sat straight or then back arched, anything in fact that would better display our new assets.

	The next stage was makeup. The two hairdressers fussed about us as the male maids were sent on errands. I watched enviously as they received their commands, offered a swift “Yes, Miss,” before clip-clopping away in their heels to fulfil their instructions.

	I noticed their neat and perfunctory curtseys. Pretty soon that would be me!

	I recalled the silly warning, “Get out while you can,” and smiled to myself. They would be so impressed with my curtseying that I am sure I would put those other maids in the shade. Obviously, that was what was worrying the maid who had whispered the silly warning. Jealous bitch!

	We are all made up identically, four blondes, with reddened, shaped cheekbones and pink lipstick. The same coloring as the two male maids who helped the hairdresser. I wondered if all the maids were made to look the same. There was something disconcerting about this mass Barbie doll approach. I would not be an individual. If I performed well no one would recognize me.

	Once made up we were walked back to the first room with the mirrors and beds. Here was a sight that would take away the breath of any cross-dresser. The wardrobes were now opened wide and were lined with the most adorable of women’s clothing. Mainly black maid’s uniforms of course, but plenty of aprons, and shelves of underwear too.

	The two Amazons arrived and stood behind us, something I found intimidating having earlier discovered their power and strength. You could not be sure what they would do next. They were certainly capable of handling us as easily as if we were children. Worse my bottom still smarted from its punishment earlier in the day.

	Miss Evans and Miss Steel stood before us. “Nearly there, sissies, or should I now start calling you girls?”

	We laughed and Miss Evans face turned storm cloud grey. “Silence! You will be shown how to giggle and told at what times you are allowed to giggle! Until then the only sound I will tolerate from you is your squeals of pain when you are being reprimanded”

	My heart sank. Would there be further chastisement? I listened carefully for movement from behind us. There was none. Phew.

	“Once you are suitably attired as maids then you will be taught a few simple phrases that you will be permitted to use at appropriate times. And I stress that, ‘at appropriate times!’”

	That did not sound very nice. Were we to be banned from speaking throughout our stay?

	“Firstly, bra and knickers,” Miss Steel said reaching for the rails. “Knickers will always be black and tight unless otherwise instructed. There will be occasions when you must wear different colors, such as white when you attend school...”

	Attend school? What was that about?

	“...but black and tight are what most of our clients here prefer. Bras will be lacy and maybe part of a corset. The cinch around your waists is worn at all times even if you wear a corset over it. By all times, girls, I mean exactly that. It is never removed even when you are in bed.”

	Oh dear. I did not fancy that at all. In fact, I was looking forward to having it removed soon so that I could breathe properly again. Would I be able to last a week wearing it?

	“All bras are of the same push up design. There is little point in giving you all boobs if we cannot show you off to our clients is there?”

	We all smiled. That was true. I could not wait until I wrapped the lacy bra about my newly acquired ample boobs!

	“There may also be occasions when you will not wear a bra at all, but once again we will tell you about them! Unless told otherwise this is what you must wear at all waking times!”

	Miss Steel then handed us our heart stopping lingerie. They were gorgeous. I stroked the silky material thorough my fingers and my heart raced.

	“Put them on girls!” Smiled Miss Evans, as if understanding our appreciation of the articles.

	The knickers were indeed tight. In fact, even with my Willy tucked away they were too tight for comfort. However, wearing them completed the mirage of me having nothing but a pussy.

	I had worn bras before so I knew all about clipping them on back to front and then spinning them around. What I had never experienced before was the exquisite pleasure of squeezing my boobs into them.

	They were indeed uplifting! My boobs stood out like rounded shelves, framed with lacy black. Wow!

	Now I was desperate to play with myself. I could feel my Willy thickening inside its metal constraint.

	“Come along girls. Hurry it up,” Miss Evans sighed. “We have a lot to get through before bedtime. Stockings next!”

	The two Amazons passed us our sheer black nylons and a matching suspender belt. My head was swimming with sensory overload. The belt hooked neatly around my narrowed waist. I pulled up the stockings slowly and deliberately, relishing every silky moment.

	I then anchored them to the suspenders, which drew them tight and firm around my smooth legs. I guessed that they contained a good deal of Lycra. I also reasoned that I had never been able to wear a suspender belt around a trimmed in waist before. At home the suspender belt would slip down when I attached the stockings. But my hips were now wider than my waist so it sat fixed in the right position.

	I looked at the other three men, well girls! Our metamorphosis was very effective. Our blond hair, make up and black lacy underwear, was steamily sexy.

	“The dresses have the petticoats stitched inside. It will save you precious time in the morning girls,” Miss Evans dryly pointed out.

	I held up the black short dress with the flowering, pleated skirt and it’s under carriage of starched flouncy petticoats. We each stepped in and pulled them up, pushing our bare arms through the puffy sleeves. At first, I thought there had been a mistake as the skirt part was so short.

	Miss Leopard stood behind me and zipped me into the dress, melting it perfectly around my new curves.

	My boobs were exhibited by the combination of the push up bra and the low cut of the dress. I felt half embarrassed and half exhilarated at the thought of appearing so libidinously revealing. I tugged at the hem of the skirt but knew that it would never fall lower than the tops of my stockings.

	“Shoes!” Miss Evans barked simply.

	The two Amazons presented us with our black, strappy, sandal stilettos. I crouched down to the floor to keep my balance as I eased my stockinged foot into each shoe in turn. The tiny straps were a devil to do up. But finally, I stood up shakily, every bit an alluring appealing maid. From my toes to my blond hair.

	“In a line girls, for your first rules.”

	We stood where she indicated.

	“Right. You know that we do not tolerate disobedience nor will we indulge you with silly hesitations. When a command is given you will simply curtsey and then carry out the chore. Questions are unnecessary and the task must be performed to the complete satisfaction of the guest or staff member who gave you the instruction. Before bedtime you will be given a few straightforward expressions that you will be allowed to use. On no account do you speak unless spoken to. Never!”

	She emphasized ‘never’ so severely that I felt a chill run up my backbone.

	“Nor should you ever use words other those that we will allocate to you. If you wish to go to the toilet you should raise your hand, discreetly mind,” she warned, eyes narrowing, “to either a guest or a staff member. Don’t bother asking another maid, even the senior ones. Only staff or guests can give you permission.”

	Asking permission to use the toilet! Did she not realize how humiliating that would be!

	“Remember girls, the cameras are everywhere! And I do mean everywhere. So, there will be no dawdling or idle gossiping in the Ladies toilets,” she smiled wickedly at this remark, enjoying our discomfort.

	“Punishments are three-fold. Firstly, on the spot chastisement. This is carried out by either a member of staff or a guest, and will be anywhere they choose. Often it takes place straight after the offence. This is usually a straightforward spanking or a slap. It can be delivered by the hand or by an implement of their choosing. I will show you later how to arrange yourselves over someone’s lap, or over an object such as a table or a chair. They can give you six smacks on the spot, but no more. But be warned girls it is six smacks per offence, so do not dally when you are asked to drop over their knee.”

	This was worrying. Suppose Linda was around when someone wanted to spank me? Would I be allowed to explain that my wife was to witness my humiliation? At least that way I would probably be spared the additional shame of being disciplined before my wife. No one would surely wish to see me so degraded.

	“The second stage is more serious and may follow the six smacks. If the staff member or guest feels that you deserve further correction, then they will write out a note for you. You will bring this note to myself, Miss Steel, Miss Leopard or Miss Jaguar as soon as practicable. Our punishments are unlimited in terms of what we can do and for how long we do it.”

	My mouth fell open. The two Amazons were smirking superiorly at us, and even Miss Steel licked her lips! I would certainly be avoiding a visit to any of them with a note like an errant child!

	“The third punishment is a particular favorite of the hotel,” beamed Miss Evans with pride. “The miscreant is given a sign that hangs around her neck. It reads, quite simply, ‘please spank me’. Of course, the guests and staff are still limited to the six spanks each but as the maid has to wear it for a specific length of time, she undergoes many and varied beatings from all and sundry. An hour of trying to do your chores wearing the sign is a lesson few girls choose to repeat.”

	I found my hands defensively brushing my skirt around my bottom. Clad as I was, I knew that there would be great temptation to spank me. The sight of a maid dressed as invitingly as this was too much for anyone, even a masochist like me, to resist! I would like to upend one of the little minxes and chastise her.

	“Is that all clear? You may nod.”

	We all nodded promptly, worried that the slightest hesitation would be met with a further beating.

	“And now I suspect you would like to learn the words you will be permitted to use!”

	I smiled with relief. It would be so nice to be able to speak again, to at least voice some of my concerns.

	“Ok firstly, ‘Yes’, repeat it girls, ‘yes.’”

	“Yes,” I whispered uncertainly. After being silent for most of the afternoon I felt very self-conscious.

	“A bit louder, girls,” groaned Miss Evans. “We have to be able to hear you. Bimbo maids must say the word ‘yes’ a good deal!”

	The women laughed evilly.

	“Yes,” we chorused together.

	“It will do for now. Second word, as I am sure you have guessed is ‘no’. Say it.”

	“No,” we repeated uneasily. It seemed that at any moment we would be upended by one of the amazons and soundly thrashed.

	“‘Sir’ and ‘Mistress’, try those please.”

	“Sir and mistress,” we chimed.

	Miss Evans laughed. “Not the ‘and’ though girls. Maids do not require the use of the word ‘and’. Just ‘Sir’ and ‘Mistress’. So, once again please.”

	“Sir, Mistress,” we said uncertainly, though I think that the maid to my right almost said ‘and’ again.

	“And finally, three further words, ‘please’, ‘thank you’ and ‘sorry’. Try them.”

	“Please, thank you, sorry,” we repeated.

	“Well done. You have now learned your entire vocabulary necessary for your stay here. No other words are tolerated.”

	What! But she must be joking. How can you get by with just a handful of words?

	“Bear in mind the combinations. Maids at The Hotel are always courteous and well mannered. Always use ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ where appropriate. You must also remember that any time you do find it necessary to speak you should curtsey. There are two curtseys to learn. One deep one when you first enter a room or when you are introduced to a guest or staff member. The second is a quick bob when you reply to a command.”

	“So, this will be lesson one. I will ask you whether you understand what I have just told you and you must react in the way you feel most appropriate. Miss Leopard and Miss Jaguar will assess your performance and punish the one who performs the task the worst. Ready girls?”

	My mouth fell open. What were we supposed to do? My tummy knotted with trepidation. The last thing I wanted was another beating. I listened carefully for whatever it was Miss Evans was about to say.

	Suddenly the women were laughing. I was baffled. Why were they laughing?

	“Well, we do seem to have a right bunch of airheads here. Don’t you agree Miss Steel?”

	Miss Steel was beaming, “I fear you are right Miss Evans. The training could continue for quite some time!”

	What?

	“Silly girls,” Miss Evans purred. “Silly, silly girls. I know it was a little trick but I do like to keep you maids on your toes. You see, I did ask ‘if you were ready, girls?’. To which, the correct response would have been, a bob and a ‘Yes, Mistress.’ Still, it gives Miss Leopard and Miss Jaguar something to do,” she chortled wickedly.

	Oh no!

	Miss Leopard and Miss Jaguar advanced on the first two maids to my left, before taking one each by the ear. They led them back to the mirrors, where they were arranged to stand facing their own anxious reflection.

	The two Amazons went to the main desk and smiling at each other produced two thin whippy canes. Oh no, this was not happening. It was a nightmare. I wished I was allowed to speak so that I could protest. I had changed my mind. Even this wonderful outfit was not worth this pain and degradation.

	“Hold up your skirts,” commanded Miss Leopard, brushing back her own short cropped blond hair.

	Needless to say, the two recalcitrant maids smartly obeyed.

	With the backs of their skirts raised to reveal the tightest black panties, bare thighs and stocking tops the two Amazons took their positions tapping the canes experimentally against the quivering backsides.

	“Now bear in mind girls, that eyes are to be held on your reflection at all times,” Miss Evans warned.

	The arms, one black and one white went up in unison and the canes whipped down with such force that the two maid’s legs buckled immediately at the knees. The terrible squeals they emitted shook me to my bones. I needed to protest that I did not want this but how could I, when I was not even permitted to speak!

	The second cracked across their bottoms making them squeal and twist like a flag in the wind.

	“Hold still please girls. I will not tolerate moving targets for my staff!” Miss Evans said brutally.

	I could see that the two maids were steeling themselves for the third blow.

	Five minutes and six canings later two sobbing girls were hauled back to position before a triumphant Miss Evans.

	Suddenly, my ear was grabbed and twisted most painfully and I was hauled on my heels across the floor. Oh, no. Please don’t let this happen to me!

	It was the black skinned Miss Jaguar who manhandled me until I faced the mirror. I could see myself along with the reflection of the last maid, staring at ourselves in the mirror. If it were not for my immediate predicament, I would have loved seeing myself after this transition. I looked so feminine and, well sexy. That is sexy, if it was not for wide-eyed look of fear and trembling bottom lip.

	“Skirts up!” Miss Leopard said, obviously enjoying herself immensely!

	I immediately, virtually mechanically, raised the back of my short dress revealing my backside to the room air. I knew that the flimsy tight knickers would afford no protection to the wicked, thin canes.

	I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes.

	“I hope everyone is looking at their own reflection!” Admonished Miss Evans.

	I opened my eyes wide like a frightened rabbit.

	In the mirror, I was able to watch the canes rise above our heads. Miss Evans knew what she was doing! The shame of standing there holding your skirt up to these two arrogant dominant Amazons and having to watch it was dreadfully, stomach churningly embarrassing.

	All I felt was the searing heat of a stripe across my buttocks. I thought my knees would give way altogether, sending me crashing to the floor.

	Miss Evans was quick, “Keep your legs straight you worthless sluts or I will make it worse for you!”

	Worse! How could it be worse! I straightened up my legs determined to keep them locked straight.

	Swish. Yowl.

	I knew that it was me yowling though the fourth maid was squealing just as loudly. My bum was burning and I knew that unless they spared me, I would have to suffer the full six the first two maids received.

	They did not spare either of us. I had the full six.

	When Miss Jaguar finally took hold of my ear and led me back, I was crying like a baby.

	We were arranged back in position before Miss Evans.

	“Now, where were we girls? Oh yes. I will ask you whether you understand and you will reply as you think best. The worst performance merits a punishment. Ready girls?”

	I took hold of my skirt and held it out as I performed my first ever curtsey. “Yes, Mistress,” I choked through my tears, hearing the three other maids say the same thing.

	Miss Evans clapped her hands and laughed. “Well done girls. You are so clever! So here we go… do you understand your position here?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” along with a bobbed curtsey.

	“Oh, good. Well done. So, let us ask the adjudicators who was worst.”

	Miss Evans turned to the two Amazons who exchanged a wicked knowing smirk with each other.

	Miss Leopard spoke with a Scandinavian accent, “They were all insolent Miss Evans.”

	Miss Jaguar had a South African bark to her voice, “They do not look particularly subservient to me Miss Evans.”

	I was stunned. How unfair could they be!

	“Oh, dear girls. It would appear that we all have a long way to go before we can let you loose upstairs, with guests!”

	This was dreadful. Two sadists were asked to judge how we performed when they had the benefit of satisfying their sadistic urges on us, if they felt we disappointed them! I clenched my fists tightly. If only I was allowed to speak! I would soon put these silly madams in their place and let them know what was what!

	“Still”, Miss Evans said thoughtfully. “It does fit in neatly with your next lesson, how to receive a spanking.”

	Oh no! It got worse.

	The ladies organized four straight back chairs before the long mirrors.

	“It may look the easiest act in the world,” Miss Evans said, as she placed her chair exactly how she wanted it. “Especially for you show off maids. All of whom are desperate to get yourselves across the lap of some handsome hunk. All just to flash your pretty knickers at him.”

	Really! My cheeks burned with shame as much as my ass cheeks burnt with pain.

	“How could any of you resist the opportunity to reveal your neat underwear and submit to the strength of a real man.”

	She was going too far!

	“However, my dears, I am here to tell you that it is much harder than it looks. Your undivided attention now will save you a good deal of pain and misery in the very near future. So, approach us please.”

	I heard one of the maids say “Yes, Mistress,” so I quickly bobbed a “Yes, Mistress” too. As did the others.

	“Good girls. I can see improvements already!”

	I found myself before Miss Jaguar, her black arm muscles almost mannish in their physical strength.

	“Now men like to tug you over their laps...” began Miss Evans.

	As if on practiced cue Miss Jaguar took hold of my wrist and gave it a sharp compelling tug, making me topple over her. She then wrenched my wrist high in the air brining me back to my heeled feet.

	“But we ladies like to take charge in a more subtle way,” Miss Evans continued as she sat in the chair. “So down you get!” she said to the frightened first maid at her side as she patted her thighs.

	Miss Jaguar beamed at me and patted her lap with her two large hands.

	Oh dear, there did not seem to be any choice. I awkwardly leaned over her and settled myself down, over her lap. I noticed the maid in front of me doing the same so that her heels danced before me. My eyes ran all the way up her black-hosed legs to her visible stocking tops and the hem of her pleated maid’s skirt.

	I was now balancing precariously over the lap of the grinning Miss Jaguar. “Good girl,” I heard her whisper in her South African accent. I felt a light pat on my bottom. This was dreadfully humiliating! Why could they not just get it over and done with?

	“Now listen carefully girls as this will apply whether it be men or ladies who are punishing you. They will wish to arrange you as they see fit. So, prepare to be edged about on their lap until they are comfortable and happy with your position.”

	What about me being happy and comfortable!

	Miss Evan continued her lecture. “This may mean having you moved forwards...”

	Miss Jaguar eased me forwards so that my blond curls flopped about my face and my forehead was nearly touching the floor. My legs were now kicking wildly for balance.

	“Or you may be pulled back.”

	I was helped backwards so that my knees were close to touching the floor. I was now able to look right up the skirt of the maid in front of me. I could clearly see her tight black knickers

	“You may be required to be pushed towards the knees...”

	I was pushed down Miss Jaguar’s thighs.

	“Or nearer the lady or man’s tummy.”

	I was dragged back as if I were nothing more than a doll.

	“However, you are positioned it is always for you to facilitate their demands as best you can.”

	Miss Jaguar now drew me further over her lap into the first position where my head was almost touching the floor and my legs were kicking in midair. She then maneuvered me away from her tummy.

	Miss Evans continued, “Now it is a simple matter of raising the skirt...”

	I felt the flimsy skirt being raised leaving me with that vulnerable, exposed feeling for the umpteenth time that afternoon.

	“Remember girls. Be brave. It is never more than six when delivered by a guest or most members of staff.”

	But my bottom was already sore!

	“On no accounts try to cover your bottom with your hands. That is sure to get you into hot water. Don’t try to wriggle off your punisher’s lap either. You are there for the duration and until you are told to stand up. Here goes.”

	I braced myself.

	Slap!

	Ouch.

	Slap.

	Ooooh.

	Slap.

	Yeow.

	On an already sore behind, these slaps were killing me. Her hands were so large!

	Slap.

	Youch!

	I felt tears burn my eyes.

	Slap.

	Oooooh!

	“There,” announced Miss Evans, “that wasn’t so bad was it?”

	“No, Mistress,” we mumbled in a manner that told me that I was not the only maid who was crying.

	“Right, up you get and thank your respective mistress.”

	I stood up stiffly. Bobbed, choking back the tears. “Thank you, mistress,” I grizzled to the dark Amazon.

	The look on Miss Jaguar’s face was frightful. So superior and full of herself. She looked as if she was having a very good time indeed!

	“Well done girls. Of course, any protests would have meant a further visitation from the cane and we would not want that would we?”

	I bobbed with the other maids, “No, Mistress.” No, we certainly would not want that!

	“Now for position two.”

	I closed my eyes. This was too much!

	“Lie face down over the chairs girls.”

	I painfully climbed over the chair with my head and stockinged toes touching the floor.

	“This is a very simple position, girls. You just lie there while the spanker prepares you. I think this time ladies we will give them six swats on their skirted bottoms.

	The pleated skirt and ruffled petticoats made the whacks seem duller somehow than the sharp slaps we had received on our knicker-clad bottoms. That is not to say that it was any less painful! Tears rolled down our cheeks.

	Six swats later we were helped to our high-heeled feet.

	“The final position with the chairs girls is this...” Miss Evans turned the chair around that the high back was facing her maid. The other ladies did the same so I was left facing the high back of the chair that came to waist height on me. “Right, over you go girls.”

	I collapsed compliantly over the chair back. This was nothing short of outrageous. First chance I had I would be off!

	“There girls. This is similar to lying across a desk or table. Okay Ladies concentrate on the thighs this time. Just hand slaps please.”

	Now my thighs were roasted by three smart strikes on each.

	“Now stand up, girls!” Ordered an amused Miss Evans.

	I rose stiffly. Everywhere below my skirt was hot and sore. Stinging like blazes.

	“Well done, you have all passed your first test!”

	The ladies clapped, as if genuinely pleased for us. They were insane.

	“Now I want you to each congratulate the other maids by giving them a kiss on each cheek,” Miss Evans instructed us.

	For one terrible moment we froze to the spot. I could not kiss another man, even if he looked anything but like a man. But that moment passed for all of us as we raced from maid to maid. The first two kisses were the worst, both giving and receiving, but that then it just felt like a chore. As chores went it was not that unpleasant. I felt a sort of sisterhood with these male maids. We had all been through the same ordeal together.

	“Well done!”

	More applause.

	“Ladies I can see that these girls may well earn themselves their names before bedtime. Do try and keep up this good work!”

	A name! I was nameless? What a curious feeling. Here I was as anonymous as you could get. I looked exactly the same as the three other maids in the room and identical to the two maids I had seen earlier in the hairdressers. I shivered. It was as if I had been denied an identity. Just an item, a machine, something that was part of The Hotel.

	“Now I want you all to come over to this desk and bend over it,” Miss Evans continued.

	I groaned inwardly. I could not take another beating. I thought that she had said that we had done well!

	I wondered if I should fall to my knees and beg for forgiveness. Perhaps that would be even worse. How many canings would that result in? And how could I arrange the few words I was permitted to use to beg for mercy?

	Like the other three I made my way apprehensively towards the desk. I then bent over it sniffing up the tears.

	“Legs apart my sweets,” I heard her ‘humph’ with derision. “When you are ordered to part your legs ladies it does not mean by a few inches!”

	I maneuvered my legs so that my feet were about two feet apart. Surely, she would be happy with that?

	“Good girls. You really are going to do well here!”

	As I bent over the desk feeling more vulnerable than ever, I felt someone step up behind me. A careful look back told me that it was the dark-skinned Miss Jaguar again.

	“Now you are about to find out that not all contact with staff and guests is necessarily painful,” Miss Evans assured us.

	I felt Miss Jaguar lift up my skirt and I held my breath.

	“Just like your punishments girls all you have to do is remain as still as possible. You will never have to worry your empty little heads about anything. We all do the thinking for you.”

	I shivered as I felt a strong hand stroke down my tight silky knickers. It felt so good after all the dreadful punishments of the last few hours.

	The fingers tickled at my burning bottom making me smile despite my soreness and tears. They tickled between my cheeks in a wonderfully sensual manner. No one had ever done that to me before. Then they slipped between my legs and my breathing grew even shorter and shorter. My eyes closed and my senses drifted away to a beautiful foreign land. Now the fingers were hard between my legs tickling the base of my penis, which pushed back between my thighs, locked resolutely in position in the metal cylinder. It responded at once and I heard a groan. It was a soft groan and only when it was repeated, did I realize that it was me who was doing the groaning. Groaning with mindless delight.

	I could also hear the other maids vocalizing their pleasure. We were in Seventh Heaven. A wonderful place where you did nothing, except experience sensual pleasure. I felt my hips wriggling to help her hand go deeper and bucked my bottom back towards her. Anything to encourage further contact.

	“Now girls,” Miss Evans said softly, “you will be asked if you want to cum. If you do, then you must say ‘yes, please mistress,’ to your own mistress.”

	I listened through the swirls of the inevitable orgasm for the magic words.

	“Would you like to cum, slut?” I heard her African tones say.

	I hesitated briefly in order to get enough breath and sense to hoarsely reply, “Yes, please mistress”

	Slap!

	My bottom was slapped hard.

	“Stand up girls!” Commanded Miss Evans. “Quickly. Quickly or it will be the worst for you!”

	We stood up as one. I found I had to grip the desk as my legs were shaking so much. My Willy was desperate to explode but was trapped in its steel and silken prison.

	“You have passed the second test girls.”

	The ladies clapped at us again and I did not know whether I was coming or going. My head was still spinning. My body was desperate for sexual release.

	“Only wanton sluts who are easily seduced can become maids here. And looking down the line I can see that not one of you can resist a hand between your legs!”

	The ladies laughed at us but I was still too far gone to feel any resentment.

	“Typical little sluts. Can you feel how wet your knickers are between your legs?”

	I certainly could. My precum was greater than my normal cum load. It soaked my panties making them feel uncomfortable and sticky between my legs.

	“Hot obedient maids, just how we like them, isn’t it ladies?”

	The ladies laughed and nodded enthusiastically. What pleasure could they get in beating and then tormenting us like this! I drew my stockinged legs together but now every nuance of silk thrilled me more. I would do anything to be allowed to cum.

	“I feel you have done so well that I will give you your names right now!” Miss Evans reached into her bag and pulled out some metallic white slides with safety pins attached.

	She stood before the first maid and held out a nametag, “You shall be Shelly.” Then smartly on to the second maid. “You shall be Tracy,” she offered the badge to the maid who took it dreamily. Like me she was still too light headed to know what was happening.

	Miss Evans was now before me, holding out my tag. “You shall be Debbie,” she said, as I accepted my nametag.

	“And finally, you shall be Sharon,” she said to the fourth and final maid. “Shelly, Tracy, Debbie and Sharon!” She announced to further clapping. “But do understand girls that names are a privilege not a right. They can be removed or changed at the whim of the staff.”

	Suited me. I did not like the idea of being known by such a tarty name as Debbie. Why could I not have a classier name like Christina or even Linda. Or Deborah. Debbie was such an obvious slutty name. The sort of office girl who spends her time at the office party in the cupboard with various sales reps shagging her silly.

	“Ok girls,” Miss Evans announced with a degree of finality, “the last point you need to remember is about walking. The eyes of the hotel are permanently on you! Any deviation from the proper method of movement will be punished immediately. YOU must keep your elbows tight into your waists...”

	I immediately tucked my elbows hard into my narrowed waist.

	“...fingers should be spread a little apart, and palms should always face the floor.”

	I spread my fingers and ensured that my hands were facing the floor.

	“Lips must be pursed...”

	I puckered my lips.

	“And when at rest one knee should fall elegantly in front of the other. Ankles together.”

	My legs seemed to arrange themselves!

	“When walking the back should be straight so that boobs are pointing in the direction in which you are headed. And,” she added sharply, “bottoms must wriggle!”

	So much to take in. Hands, fingers, bottoms, walking, standing!

	Miss Evans pointed up to a small black box in the corner of the room close to the ceiling.

	“Every corridor and every working space has a camera. That way we can keep any eye out for any errant young ladies. Miss Leopard and Miss Jaguar will also be doing their best to find girls who are too lazy to conform properly to the manner of presentation desired.”

	Miss Jaguar grinned at me and I quickly checked my stance. Legs were right, elbows right and hands ok. Phew.

	“Good. It is now dinner time!”

	And about time too I thought. I was starving. I did not know what I needed most food or to be allowed to cum.

	“So, Sharon if you stand here,” she grabbed Sharon’s arm and led the now docile maid into the middle of the floor. “Shelly you here,” she placed Shelly some five meters away from Sharon.

	“Debbie?” She crooked her finger and I burst into life wriggling dutifully towards her. “You here.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I bobbed. I was stood about 5 meters from Sharon and Shelly, as if forming a pyramid.

	“And finally, Tracy here.”

	We maids now formed the corners of a square.

	“Now girls you will practice your walking by wriggling around in a slow-moving circle. When you reach the point where Sharon is presently standing you will each perform a neat curtsey. While you practice your moves, we ladies will enjoy dinner and observe you closely on the monitors. So, do not disappoint us!”

	My tummy turned over. I would not want to disappoint any of them!

	Miss Leopard fiddled with the hi-fi and a light waltz filed the room.

	“Off you go girls and not too quickly Sharon. Maids are elegant!”

	We all slowed down!

	Hands Shelly.

	I ensured that my elbows and hands were correctly positioned.

	“Debbie dear, more of a wriggle or I will make your bottom wiggle for you!”

	Needless to say, I enhanced my wriggling.

	I watched the giggling ladies walk out and close the door behind them. I turned and glanced up at the camera. What choice did I have? What choice did any of us have? We marched in slow time to the music performing the desired curtsey at the appropriate point.

	Not a word was said. Not one maid dared to hesitate. Even when the women were not in the same room as us, they held us under their control.

	It was clearly outrageous and not at all what Linda, and I had in mind when we paid our money for this supposed holiday. I wanted to dress up as a maid, maybe make a few beds and then be able to play with myself.

	I felt my Willy stiffen in its tight confines at the thought and another dollop of precum squirted into my tight little knickers now I felt even more uncomfortable.

	When the ladies returned and we were allowed to see our partners I would make go straight to Linda and tell her to pack her bags. It would be to humiliating to explain why of course. I would just tell her not to ask any questions and get packing. By nightfall I would be miles from this dreadful place, back in my safe warm home again. The pleasing thought made me smile broadly and it was only then that I saw Sharon up ahead of me with her ridiculous pink-lipped pout that I remembered what my lips should be doing.

	I pouted immediately hoping that the camera had not picked up on my small transgression. I clenched my hands in fury at what they had reduced me to in such a short space of time. It was a good thing I was leaving soon! Then of course I realized that my hands should not even be clenched and widened the fingers and straightened the palms.

	Infuriating how they could control my every movement!

	I heard the door open. I carefully glanced across at it as it was pushed open and gasped. I saw the other maid’s eyes widen in fear.

	In the doorway stood two grinning men. They must have been in their mid-twenties, tall and hunky. Like the handsome men you see in afternoon soaps. As soon as they saw us parading around in a circle pausing only to curtsey at the appropriate point they began to laugh.

	“What have we got here?” The one who spoke had dark slightly curly hair and a broad, confident grin. He entered the room followed by his fair-haired mate, who was still chuckling at us.

	What should we do? We continued to wriggle compliantly around in our circle. Hands properly placed, lips pouting, bottoms wiggling.

	It was just my luck that I was passing the curly one as he entered the room. “Hello sweetness,” he said to me.

	I remained silent and he walked beside me. He was a good deal taller than me, despite my heels, and felt much stronger than me. He wore tight jeans and a tee shirt that showed off his lean, fit physique.

	For my part, I felt scared to death. Here I was an obedient, helpless maid, sexily dressed with my boobs on display for him. In fact, the cut of the dress meant that my entire body was on display to him! Thighs, legs, arms, neck, everything! Whereas he was in control of himself and his own situation. He could talk as he pleased, do whatever he pleased, and, if he chose to do so, he could simply walk out of the room.

	He held up my nametag his fingers ‘accidentally’ stroking my boobs. “Debbie,” he read out, “I like that.”

	I stopped to perform the curtsey, mindful that the camera was still operating and saw that his mate was chatting up the maid known as Tracy.

	“You’re new, aren’t you?” He asked.

	I did not answer. What could I say? Should I say anything? Was this a further test from Miss Evans?

	He tut-tutted good naturedly, as if indulging a small child and whispered, “You must answer when asked a question Debbie”. He patted my bottom through my skirt. “You can get into a lot of trouble here, believe me. But don’t worry,” he said reassuringly, “Your secret is safe with me.”

	Oh God! Please go away.

	“Listen, on your first night off why don’t I show you the Hotel from the guests side? You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

	I gasped. What was I supposed to say?

	Thankfully the door crashed open and the four ladies stormed in. None of them looked too happy. Particularly Miss Jaguar who made a beeline for me as I continued my march in time with the waltz.

	Miss Evans spoke quickly, “They are still on their first training assignment lads. Leave them to complete their task.”

	“We weren’t stopping them,” the curly one next to me cheekily replied, with his grin broader than ever. He then turned to me, “Were we Debbie?”

	Oh dear, oh dear. What was I supposed to do or say?

	Miss Jaguar broke in quickly, walking between the cheeky, curly headed fellow and me, “You heard Miss Evans. Leave them alone and go.”

	Then, bizarrely, Miss Jaguar actually smiled sweetly at me and added, “You’re doing really well Debbie. Ignore him.”

	The man laughed, “I see who you have your eyes on here. That’s hardly fair if you are picking them up during training.”

	Miss Evans spoke angrily and I was scared that I could be beaten for something. “Please leave gentlemen. No one is picking up anyone until training is complete. That goes for you too, Miss Jaguar!”

	She spoke very sternly but Miss Jaguar simply winked at me and whispered, “In a couple of days you’ll be mine!”

	The curly man smiled winningly, “Not if I can help it!” before moving off with his mate. I could hear them both laughing as they walked down the corridor beyond the door.

	I performed the umpteenth curtsey with my heart in my mouth. I was in total fear of being punished for something that was outside of my control.

	“Right girls,” Miss Evans said, “continue your walking and we will make sure that the door is locked this time. No more distractions.”

	With that I watched the ladies leave with Miss Jaguar again smiling warmly at me.

	When the door closed, I continued parading around, hands properly placed and lips pursed as I pondered my predicament.

	A man had propositioned me. That had happened! And a woman who had spent the last few hours terrorizing and bullying me felt that I should be, well, to be blunt, her girlfriend.

	The world was going mad. As soon as I was allowed out of this to see Linda, I would escape this mad house. I would tell her to pack her bags immediately, that we would be leaving straight away!

	If I did not get away, who knows what the next few days would bring.

	 


Part Two

	1. Bed

	I have no idea how long we continued our walking. I did know that my feet, ankles and calves ached. I desperately needed to sit down, have the heels unlocked and climb into bed.

	When Miss Steel finally arrived to take us for our evening meal, we were completely exhausted. There were no clocks in the room, but we must have been parading around for at least an hour. I noted that as Miss Steel led us out of the room into the corridor, we ‘girls’ automatically and blindly walked in the manner that had been so severely proscribed for us.

	Miss Steel walked on ahead, barking occasionally at us, “bottoms wriggling girls”, or “Don’t forget those palms,” or “backs straight, boobs pointed forwards.” I did not think that any of us needed reminding and interestingly Miss Steel did not bother to check that we complied with her commands. It was if she knew we would.

	We were shown into a small cafe like room. There must have been 12 tables each with four straight seats. The room was bare and functional save for a small counter behind which a kitchen lay. Two exhausted looking maids, with the usual blond hair, maids’ outfits and name tags sat at a table and sat bolt upright when Miss Steel entered. They rose briskly, almost knocking over the table in their haste, fashioned two curtsies before, with a regal wave of the hand, Miss Steel deigned that they may sit down again.

	The two maids eyed us warily as we sat at a table near the door.

	I was so grateful to get off my heels at long last that I stretched my legs and bent them in an effort to invigorate them.

	“Service!” Miss Steel crisply shouted and a male maid raced from the kitchen with a pen and pad.

	“Miss Steel,” curtseyed the maid with a concerned look on her carefully made-up features.

	“You should have been faster girl,” Miss Steel said sharply.

	“Yes, Miss Steel.” Another curtsey.

	“Before bed ask someone to give you six spanks on your bare bottom.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” a little bob.

	I watched the exchange open mouthed.

	Miss Steel spoke with disdain, “A jug of water, four glasses, salad sandwiches, a choice of fruit for dessert.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” A quick bob and she retreated, relieved, to the kitchen.

	Never had salad sandwiches felt so satisfying. It might as well have been a full roast dinner. The water was downed quickly and the maid from the kitchen replenished it with more cool water.

	While we ate, Miss Steel busied herself with a clipboard hanging on the wall. It was labelled ‘roster’ and had a long list of names along with a column marked duties.

	Feeling relaxed and silkily sexy in my outfit I rubbed my thighs together to feel the gorgeous, sensuous stockings. I stroked my hand over the hem of the dress feeling my mind swirl as it had done when Miss Jaguar was teasing me sexually.

	Of course, my thingie hardened in its confines reminding me of my desperate need to cum and the unrelenting, now painful, denial to even erect.

	I sighed.

	Fruit was brought to the table and I chose and ate a peach. The other girls, er male maids, took their choices. We said nothing. We were grateful to be resting and eating.

	When we had finished, Miss Steel told us to follow her again.

	We were led deeper down the corridor. I felt fearful. Every step took us further from the door through which we had entered and further into the depths of the hotel.

	Sharon walked before me, with Shelly and Tracy behind. I noticed how Sharon’s bottom wiggled attractively under her short dress and how good her legs looked in the high heels. In a flash I realized that I too must look the same from the rear and suddenly my thingie responded by trying ineffectually to inflate.

	The sooner I was allowed to remove it and relieve myself the better.

	Miss Steel turned down another corridor lined with doors and stopped.

	I was getting a sense of how big the Hotel was.

	“Right girls. You will have an early night tonight. Each of these rooms is equipped for four maids. When you are allocated a room, you will hurry along to it and enter. The maids who are already there will show you how to prepare yourself. Inspection will be in one hour. Sharon, room 14.”

	Sharon paused for a moment, looking frantically at Miss Steel and then the rest of us. She desperately wanted to say something but thought better of it, curtseyed and sashayed her way to her room.

	“Debbie room 22.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” I curtseyed and set off down the corridor anxious to show Miss Steel that I walked perfectly.

	I hesitated outside Room 22 for a moment. To enter it felt like walking further into the trap. Where was my darling wife, Linda? Surely, she would have noticed my absence by now and be asking the staff after me. Then the mistake could be rectified. I was not looking for real maid training like this, simply a little weekend thrill.

	I saw the other girls enter their rooms so I turned the handle and entered the softly lit bedroom.

	2. The Bedroom

	Three male maids sat on their beds in their underwear chatting. Yes chatting. They were speaking freely!

	I stepped inside and the door closed behind me. I turned as soon as I heard it slam shut. It had sounded so final, like a prison door. I was horrified to see that the door did not have an internal handle. How could we open it?

	Two of the blondes were sitting on a bed and seemed quite happy, the third was sitting on the second double bed and was decidedly morose.

	“I’m Samantha,” said one the happy girls, “this is Trisha and that miserable tart is Dog.”

	The two girls giggled at the discomfort of ‘Dog’ who folded her arms over her waist cincher and pouted. “Bitches!”

	They wore the same underwear as I. All black, tight fitting and silky smooth.

	“And your name?” Samantha asked.

	“Debbie,” I replied. I felt that my real name might garner me further punishment on my tender bottom. “Are we allowed to speak?” I whispered shakily.

	The girls giggled. “Maids alone can speak to each other. But beware if you are tidying a room you never know when an ‘adult’ might be around.”

	“An adult?” What were they talking about?

	Trisha rose and headed for a small bathroom with toilet and shower. “That’s what the guests and staff are called. We are girls.”

	“Oh.”

	“You are sluts!” squeaked Dog spitefully.

	The two girls giggled loudly at this.

	I noticed how effeminately they all spoke. Clearly, they were gays and would welcome this situation. I desperately need to tell someone in authority about their mistake regarding me.

	“Poor Dog,” Samantha said bitchily. “she upset one of the adults, he caned her and then renamed her Dog.”

	Dog looked pitifully at me. “My name was Cherry and I really liked that name. He was a real bastard to do that to me!”

	“You know the rules darling!” Trisha said emerging from the bathroom with a glass of water. “What they want, they get.”

	“And I bet they get that from you two tonight!” Dog said sharply.

	Samantha and Trisha lost their smiles and glared darkly at Dog. “Well,” Trisha spat, “hadn’t you better get ready for inspection?”

	Dog scowled at them but rose and went to the bathroom where she closed the door.

	“Nothing to worry about in here,” Samantha said reassuringly. “Just take off your dress and hang it neatly in one of the wardrobes. “Use the toilet and then we’ll show you what to do.”

	“It’s not so bad,” Trisha said softly but not particularly convincingly.

	After I had used the toilet, sitting down of course, as my chastity belt prevented me from weeing any other way. I cleaned my teeth.

	When I returned to the bedroom Dog was sitting on the bed in the same outfit but with a diaphanous pretty black short nightie on. Around her neck, she wore a black choker from the front of which hung a small metal loop.

	I removed my dress and hung it up and nervously faced the girls.

	Trisha opened a drawer and handed me an identical nightie to the one Dog wore.

	I pulled it on over my underwear. Trisha then produced my name tag saying ‘Debbie’ and clipped it above my left boob. “You must always wear a name tag, Debbie.”

	“It’s the only way they know us apart,” Samantha explained.

	That made sense. With our uniform blond hair, makeup and maid’s outfits you would have to move in very close to recognize any of us.

	Next Trisha attached a small black collar around my neck. I stood passively while she connected it. I felt the tinkle of the metal hoop at the front. I was getting butterflies again.

	“Come on Dog,” pleaded Trisha, “you don’t want Debbie punished, do you? Get on with your preparations!”

	Dog pouted, brushed back her blond hair and went to a drawer. I noticed that Samantha and Trisha shared a little joke between themselves.

	I was gobsmacked at what Dog returned with. A black penis shaped dildo.

	Dog looked at it hatefully and then licked its head. She closed her eyes and started moaning in pleasure as she licked and sucked on the dildo. When it was completely wet and glistening, she looked pleadingly at Samantha. “Please?”

	Samantha smiled warmly, “ok”, and took the wet dildo from Dog.

	Dog turned around and faced the bed, bent over with her knees bent. She reached around and with an effort pulled the tight panties down to just below her ass cheeks.

	Her bottom was fiery red. It must have really burned. Samantha pushed the dildo gently up into her asshole and Dog began muttering, “Yes, yes, yes, please.” like a chant.

	Samantha gave a little push and head slipped in to her. Dog’s mutterings increased in passion. “Yes, please oh yes, oh yes. Please.”

	Samantha smiled sweetly. “If you had behaved like this, you’d still be Cherry!”

	Dog groaned.

	Samantha then pushed it home so that only the enlarged, rounded end remained outside. She then flicked a small red switch at the base of the plastic and it began to hum.

	Dog pulled up her panties and stood straight with a little wriggle. There was now no sign of the arousal I had heard while it was being pushed into her.

	Trisha took my arm and led me up to Dog whispering, “Don’t worry, Debbie that’s one indignity you won’t suffer tonight.”

	Not tonight, not ever I thought to myself!

	Trisha pushed me until I was face to face with Dog. We were about the same height do that our noses touched. I felt her attach a short stout chain between our chokers and panicked when I realized that she had secured me to Dog. I tried to pull back but only tugged Dog painfully towards me. We nearly kissed.

	“Ouch!” squealed Dog, in that gay voice of hers. “Be careful.”

	“Yes, hold still,” Trisha said crouching down at our hips with a second short length of chain.

	I could not believe it as it happened. She chained my chastity belt to Dog’s. We were joined Siamese style at the neck and groin.

	Trisha patted my bottom. “Don’t worry, darling you’ll get used to it.”

	I looked terrified straight at Dog’s bitter face. Dog seeing my fear seemed to relax. A smile lit up her face and she kissed me on my nose. “It’s all right Debbie.”

	Suddenly the door opened and Miss Jaguar entered. The temperature of the place immediately changed to the dark fearsome mood I had felt back in the training room.

	“Miss Jaguar!” I heard the two free girls say as the curtsied.

	“So, you have dates, do you?” Miss Jaguar said bitterly to Samantha and Trisha, both of whom responded with a curtsied “Yes, Miss Jaguar!”

	“Men?”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar!”

	I noticed Miss Jaguar ‘s eyes narrow. “you’re so easy aren’t you!”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	“Right, go then sluts.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” they bobbed as they fled through the open door.

	Miss Jaguar approached us and I felt my heart thump like a steam hammer. It did not improve my disposition to see that if anything Dog was even more apprehensive.

	Miss Jaguar checked our tags. “Oh, Debbie!” She seemed to brighten up. “Don’t worry, girl, I suspect that you won’t have many evenings in. And Dog.” Miss Jaguar grabbed hold of Dogs chin and shook it harshly. “Dog! I take it you have been naughty Dog!”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” tears welled in Dog’s eyes, “sorry Miss Jaguar.”

	“Was it a woman you annoyed?”

	“No, Miss Jaguar!”

	The grip lessened and Miss Jaguar smiled benignly. “Then you will not receive a further beating from me.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar, thank you Miss Jaguar.” I felt the tug on my chain as Dog desperately tried to bob a curtsey.

	Miss Jaguar reached for the clipboard near the door, which was identical to the one in the cafe.

	“You’re on waiting tables tomorrow morning.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	Miss Jaguar was thoughtful. “I tell you what. You can help me in the gym. We’ll move Trisha to the dining rooms.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar, thank you Miss Jaguar.” Dog sucked up her tears gratefully.

	“Perhaps, if you are very good you can earn yourself a new name.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	“Like,” Miss Jaguar was playfully thoughtful, “say, Fido?”

	Dog winced. “Yes, Miss Jaguar, thank you Miss Jaguar.”

	Miss Jaguar moved in very close to us. She felt so big and powerful. She lightly took hold of Dog’s chin, lovingly this time and kissed her. Dog responded with arousal sounds. I watched as inches in front of me Miss Jaguar pushed her huge tongue around Dog’s mouth.

	When she finally pulled back, Miss Jaguar looked at me with alluring eyes. “You’re turn Debbie. A good night kiss.”

	She took hold of the back of my head and held me firmly, as her tongue explored every part of my mouth. I did not know what to do so I just stood passively and let her do whatever she wanted.

	“There!” Miss Jaguar said at last. “Better Debbie?”

	I tried to curtsey but almost choked. “Yes, Miss Jaguar, thank you Miss Jaguar.”

	She smiled benignly. “Good. And I can hear that Dog is well plugged.”

	I too could hear the soft purr of the motor in Dog’s bottom.

	“Good night girls. Oh Debbie, school tomorrow. Your uniform is in one of the wardrobes. White knickers and bra underneath.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar!”

	3. The First Night

	It took us ten minutes to get into bed chained together as tightly as we were. I soon learned that the best way forward was to cuddle Dog closely and she in turn to hold me. That way whenever we moved, we moved together.

	However, it had the unwelcome consequence that it was deeply arousing. Being dressed as I was, was already erotic enough without having to rub up against someone else similarly attired.

	Dog pulled the quilt over us and snuggled up to me.

	Perhaps she would know who I should see to explain the awful error in taking me on for full maids training.

	“Er Dog “I began.

	She groaned and tutted. “Cherry was such a nice name. What a bastard! I’ll hate him forever!”

	“Yes,” I agreed, “now I wonder if you…”

	“I would have licked him! I was getting down on my knees just as he went mad! Impatient bastard!”

	“Yes,” was there any point in continuing? She was clearly a lunatic. I tried again as she began to sob. “It’s just that there has been a little mistake.”

	Dog was now rubbing up against my groin. I tried to shift away but the chains held us fastened together. She was murmuring now, as if in the heights of ecstasy. I tried again.

	“I said there’s been a mistake. I am only meant to be here for a weekend.”

	“Yes,” she gasped hoarsely. “Don’t worry, once you’ve passed The Point, you’ll be ok.”

	Passed The Point? Was she on drugs? Delirious?

	With a grunt she came and once spent, cuddled me closer than before, then fell asleep.

	In the meantime, I was in agony. How had she cum when she wore the same chastity belt? My member was desperate for relief but was locked away in its confines.

	I drifted into an uncomfortable sleep, only to be awoken in the depths of the night by the giggling and shushing pair of Trisha and Samantha.

	“Don’t wake them,” giggled Trisha. “Dog will be really pissed off if she knows what a good time we have had”.

	I heard them undress and use the bathroom. I lay there quiet as a mouse listening as I heard them begin the chant of pleasure moans, I had heard from Dog when she was sucking the dildo. They grew in intensity and then I heard knickers being pulled down and I knew what exactly what they were doing. Yuck!

	Finally, a switch and humming as the little vibrators were turned on. They then chained themselves together and rolled under the quilt.

	This was a lunatic asylum and I needed to get out. I bet that Linda was going frantic searching for me upstairs. She would be out of her mind with worry about me. But there was nothing I could do until morning so I closed my eyes and in the soft burring sound of the air conditioning and the electric humming of devices I would rather not think about I fell asleep.

	4. The School

	The morning shot by.

	We were awoken by an alarm call and a key thrown in through the door. We girls wriggled off the bed. Samantha got it and unlocked her and Trisha first before giving us the key. Then I watched stunned as Samantha used the same key to release her shoes. Oh, bliss. We were apparently then allowed to strip off everything bar the waist cinchers.

	The girls then set about pulling the humming devices from their rectums. This apparently necessitated them saying things like, “Oooh, no, no, please. oh!”

	With the shoes off we had to walk on tip toe until we had finished our showers. Then we took our outfits from the wardrobe. The maid’s uniform for them and the school uniform for me.

	The school uniform was as humiliating as the maid’s outfit only its central color was white rather than black. Tight white knickers and bra, white wispy blouse and thin socks. The one other color was a grey pleated skirt, which, if anything was even shorter than the maids’ dresses.

	Obviously, I dressed fully of course. I was not going to fall into the trap of resisting anything so early on. I would bide my time until I could have a quiet word with Miss Steel who I was sure would understand the mistake and arrange for me to find my wife Linda. Once they realized I was only here for a few days they would of course go easier on me, release me from this dreadful chastity belt and allow me the satisfaction of cumming.

	The shoes were the sort of shoes a school girl would wear, only with a higher heel. Needless to say, the strap around the ankle ended in the usual tiny lock.

	I sat forlornly on the end of the bed kicking my legs.

	“Don’t worry,” Samantha said sympathetically, “once you’ve passed the ‘point’ it all becomes a lot easier.”

	There was that word ‘point’ again. I was about to ask what The Point was all about, when the door flew open and Miss Leopard was beckoning us out with a short rod.

	In the corridor were rows of maids and a few school girls. Further up I saw a group of secretaries. That was the only way to describe them. They wore a uniform of blouse, short tight skirt, stockings and heels; but they also sported half-moon glasses and carried notepads and pencils.

	This was clearly an insane world and the sooner I was gone the better!

	We were led away in different directions. Most of the maids were left pouting and posing in a lift that took them upstairs, though some continued that silly wiggling finger splayed walk I had learnt the previous night. A walk I automatically fell into, as I was led, along with seven other ‘school girls,’ down a corridor towards a set of double doors, that looked wholly out of place, in this ultra-modern building. They were a set of twin doors with opaque glass, the sort from old schools.

	We were lined up outside the doors and Miss Leopard gratuitously went down the line slapping each of our exposed thighs with her rod. One after the other we squealed and rubbed the wound.

	“Just pay attention and do as your told!” She snapped having beaten the last girl.

	Just then the double doors opened and the two men who had tormented me the previous evening emerged. I looked away in case the dark curly haired fellow spotted me. Though of course, looking exactly the same as the other girls would mean that it was unlikely, that he would recognize me.

	“Wow,” he laughed. “My favorite fantasy!” he eyed us all appreciatively and I felt my cheeks warm up.

	“Please leave them alone Mister Dawson, we are trying to install them with discipline,” Miss Leopard said coolly.

	“And I am all for that,” he laughed still eyeing us.

	I wished I could tug the hem of the skirt down but knew that even if I was allowed to break my posture the skirt could not be pulled down even a millimeter.

	Then he clocked me.

	“Its Debbie from last night!”

	Oh no! Now he was next to me.

	Miss Leopard hurried us beyond the doors into the school corridor.

	“Hello luscious,” he beamed.

	Oh dear, what should I say? I kept my eyes on the blond hair in front of me and as soon as she swept away, I smartly followed.

	“See you again!” he said.

	My face was glowing like coals.

	“Lovely thighs mind,” he admired.

	I giggled and Miss Leopard glared so hard at me that my tummy shivered.

	The doors closed behind us and Miss Leopard opened a single glassed door into a classroom. She kept her eyes fixed firmly on me.

	I pouted. It wasn’t my fault!

	“Get in there, you sluts!” She snapped.

	We paraded in to the classroom that had a blackboard, desks and even drawings and essays on the wall.

	At the front stood a woman in her fifties, standing bolt upright, about six foot in her heels, crisp white blouse and knee length skirt. She carried a cane and fierce expression that brought me into pose immediately, with one knee before the other, pouting lips.

	“This,” Miss Leopard announced, “is Miss Carrington. She will be your teacher for however long it takes.”

	Moments later, after Miss Leopard had left us and we were arranged each next to a desk Miss Carrington took center stage before the black board and glared.

	“I have never seen such a lazy, uncouth, bunch of idle, good for nothing, sluts in my life!”

	Oh dear. Something told me that today would not be a picnic.

	“Shoulders back girls!”

	We did so.

	“Are those knees arranged properly!”

	Mine were but I made a determined effort to ensure that they stayed like that.

	“The desk you are next to is the desk that you will keep over the next two weeks. You keep your mouths shut unless I direct you otherwise, understood?”

	“Yes, Miss Carrington,” we bobbed.

	With that she groaned and went through the basic elements of curtseying just as Miss Steel had done the previous night. Pretty soon we were made clear on the difference between the curtsey and the bob. Curtseys of course being for when being introduced or first entering a room and the simpler bob for all other occasions.

	We were even instructed in sitting! Apparently when sitting thighs must be squashed tight together and then kept tight until we were directed to stand.

	This too was practiced until we did it blindly.

	Once seated, it transpired that only the four of us from last night were new ‘girls.’ The other four had arrived the previous week. We were told the basics of what would happen during our stay. I once again resisted the temptation to point out their mistake. Though I was beginning to become concerned that perhaps Linda would not be able to find me. After all I looked just the same as the other maids and my name had been changed.

	We were to work 12-hour days, 6 days a week. The rest of the time we would be in our rooms unless we had a ‘date’. A date was a meeting with either a guest or member of staff that they requested. She then waxed lyrical, as if talking to five-year-old’s, about the pleasures of a date. We could be taken for walks in the gardens, to the swimming pool or even the restaurants in The Hotel and be fed and dined. We would be allowed to reply to any questions with any words we chose, but with the warning that our ‘date’ could end the assignation whenever he or she chose.

	How awful for the other girls I thought. When I was safely back at home, with my feet up in front of the television, these silly sluts would have to please anyone they could in order to be allowed out of their room or eat properly.

	A date would collect us from the wardrobe room and deliver us back to the wardrobe room. This was found in the maid’s quarters and we were only allowed in on date nights and under strict orders. We were never allowed beyond the bottom basement area without an ‘adult’.

	Again, Miss Carrington’s eyes glistened as she droned on about the wardrobe room, “The favorite room of all good girls. Every item of clothing you can imagine in your best dreams can be found there. Silk dresses, tight denim shorts, beautifully tailored suits,” and so she continued. I must say, it did sound rather interesting. I would not mind a peek in there at those wonderful sounding clothes.

	I soon learnt that an ‘adult’ was anyone of the guests or members of staff. We were always referred to as girls.

	School was every morning for the first two weeks and we would be given menial jobs in the afternoons.

	She hoped that we would all leave here having passed The Point. There it was again. I tried a quick sidelong glance at Sharon next to me but dared not turn fully, in case Miss Carrington saw me. What on earth was The Point?

	Apparently, we could talk as we wished on dates and in our rooms so long as we were very girlish. Now I understood the behavior of my room mates.

	“Right, we have a great deal to get through this morning so new girls, stand and form a line out in front facing the class.”

	I looked to Sharon, Tracy and Shelly. We stood up and bobbed a “Yes, Miss Carrington,” before self-consciously moving to the front of the class.

	The other girls watched us expressionless, sat bolt upright in their seats behind their desk. I had a feeling that they knew what was coming.

	Mrs. Carrington picked up a long whippy cane and flicked it before us. I felt my knees wobble but I was brave enough to hold the correct position.

	“Now then girls,” she looked at my name tag, “Debbie, I want you to get the box from my desk and hand out one of its contents to each of your friends. You may then take one for yourself.”

	“Yes, Miss Carrington,” I bobbed breathlessly.

	It was shoe box size and made of wood. I opened it and felt my head spin. I handed each girl who was standing, one and took one myself before replacing the box. I looked at the object I now held knowing what was to come but not daring to imagine it.

	“Marie?” Miss Carrington said to one of the experienced school girls still sitting. “Be a dear and get one yourself. I know you like it. You can show these new little tykes how to do it.”

	“Yes, Miss Carrington,” Marie said getting one from the box on her desk.

	Now there were five girls holding one of those black vibrators I had seen Dog playing with the previous night.

	Marie without a moment’s pause closed her eyes and sucked its tip into her pink mouth. She gave out the same orgasmic sounds as Dog and my other roommates had in the middle of the night. Back and for the vibrator went. In and out. Her lips sucking, her tongue licking until it glistened with her wetness.

	Oh dear.

	“Very good my dear,” Miss Carrington said with a smile. “Now for you!”

	She faced the four new girls and raised her eyebrows. “You’ve seen a rather wonderful performance from Marie. I expect you to aim for the same heights.”

	I looked at the vibrator and then at Sharon, Tracy and Shelly. They looked back at me and then to the vibrator they held in their hands. Surely, she was not serious. We looked back hopefully to Miss Carrington.

	“Oh, dear,” Miss Carrington sighed, “Oh, dear, dear, dear. What am I to do with you?”

	She stepped before Sharon, the girl nearest her and tapped her cane menacingly against her thighs. “I want you all to do the one thing I know you all enjoy, spread your legs!”

	She barked the command so harshly that we spread our heeled feet immediately.

	“Wider sluts!”

	We did so. We were all now spread so wide that it was difficult to balance. What devilish correction was she going to inflict?

	“How I hate punishing my girls,” Miss Carrington said with a downhearted expression.

	Whack. She struck Sharon sharply on the inside of her thigh. Sharon squealed in pain. Whack, the inside of the other thigh. Whack back to the first and finally a whack to her second.

	Sharon sniffed her tears back.

	“Now you Debbie,” she said standing before me.

	Oh God! Oh No.

	I heard the cane whish through the air. The slice across the inside of my thigh was like a cut. I could not take another one of those. The second was methodically laid on the inside of my other thigh. My eyes stung with tears. Whack. Back to the first thigh. Only one more, I thought as a tear dribbled from my eyes. Whack! I yowled. The insides of my thighs were burning hot.

	She moved down to Shelly and then finally Tracy. The four of us were sniffing and blubbering.

	“Right girls, if you keep your legs spread, a position I am sure you will become accustomed to at The Hotel, you may try for a second performance.”

	I needed no further bidding. I placed the soft rubbery object against my lips and sucked its tip. It tasted odd, like plastic.

	I then heard Sharon yelp then the cane cut across the fronts of my thighs. I was followed by the two other girls, who squealed turn.

	“I am afraid I cannot hear you girls. Show me what true sluts you really are.”

	I knew what was expected of me and began my pleasurable orgasmic noises. “Mmm, mmmm.”

	I could hear that the four of us were doing the same.

	“Remember girls, you are allowed to say ‘Yes’ and ‘Please’. I also think that ‘Oh’s’ are appropriate, don’t you?”

	“Oh, yes, mmmm,” I labored, “Please, oh, mmmmmmm.”

	“Don’t be afraid to lick its long firm shaft girls.”

	I did so, eyes closed. Aware only of the deep humiliation along with the soreness between my legs.

	“And suck it in. Get it nice and wet. Let me hear you enjoying yourselves.”

	We carried out her instructions turning ourselves into dreadful little whores.

	“Excellent. Excellent. You may stop.”

	With relief I let my arms go to my side. I could still taste the plastic, so when I pouted my lips, I gave them a quick lick.

	“Very good. You may pull your legs together,” she said pleasantly before adding, “tightly together. Give them a little squeeze, as if you are in a room full of hunks.”

	I did so and soreness was exacerbated terribly.

	“I can see that I have some very quick learners here. I wonder if any of you new girls can tell me where you sluts keep your brains?”

	I was terrified. I knew she was digging another trap. I also knew it was best not to attempt to answer her unless I really had to.

	Miss Carrington smiled patiently. “I thought you didn’t. In fact, you see girls, you don’t know very much at all. That is why I am here to instruct you in all matters and help you make your lives as useful as I can.”

	She turned to a rolled-up wall chart near the blackboard and pulled it down. It showed a man and a woman with parts of their bodies cut away revealing different parts of their anatomy.

	She tapped her cane against the head where the skull was exposed. “Here you can see that Adults have brains in their heads. This is because they have to use them all the time. Adults have decisions to make, problems to resolve.”

	She pulled down another rolled up chart which contained just a maid who was also half cut away to reveal her internal organs. Miss Carrington tapped the blond-haired head.

	Inside the space of the maid’s skull was a bar of chocolate, a short, black dress and a picture of a penis.

	“Now maids don’t have to think about anything at all. So, the space up in the head is filled with all the useless stuff that flutters through your minds during the course of an average day.” She tapped her cane against the buttocks of the maid. “So, nature put maid’s brains down here. As they serve no purpose at least they can be useful for sitting on.”

	Pleased with her explanation she turned to us and spoke evenly, “So please turn around and show the class your brains girls.”

	Oh really! I felt like stamping my foot and running out of the classroom. But already I found myself turning slowly so that I was now facing the black board. I leaned forwards fully aware of the other girls doing the same.

	“Skirts up girls, so that we can have a good look at your brains,” sneered Miss Carrington.

	I took hold of the hem at the back and lifted it up exposing my tight knicker clad ass. If ever I was going to die of shame it would have been there and then!

	“Very good girls. You may stand up. I think you have had enough biology for one lesson.”

	We rose as one letting our skirts fall gratefully back over our bottoms.

	“Face front.”

	We did so, with me feeling the inflamed insides of my thighs as I did so.

	“Good, good. Now,” Miss Carrington’s eyes narrowed, “some of my more willful maids find this a little difficult. Some feign that they do not understand its purpose. You merely need to obey me for now and understand later.”

	She faced Marie, “Show the new girls the next part of the performance please Marie.”

	Marie bobbed and then sucked hard on the vibrator, coating it well.

	“Girls, pay close attention how wet this little slut gets her toy. You must ensure that you do the same. The wetter it is the easier it is for all concerned.”

	Marie, pushed the vibrator in and out of her pink lipped mouth with one hand, acting out the supposed ecstasy of the act. She used her free hand to pull down her knickers to her ankles before stepping one foot out of them.

	I was filled with horror. If I bolted for the door could I escape Miss Carrington? Surely, I would find Miss Leopard outside. The fear of the consequences of a botched escape left me routed to the spot.

	Marie bent her knees as she parted her legs and took the wet dildo out of her mouth, quickly moving it down to her ass.

	I felt tears welling up behind my eyes. Surely, she would not have us perform this terribly demeaning act.

	Marie, eyes closed, apparently full of arousal, pushed the vibrator into her backside.

	“Ooh, oh yes please of yes, yes,” she squirmed.

	Miss Carrington watched the performance with approval. Like an owner watching its pet perform a trick.

	Marie then pushed a button and I heard a feint humming sound. She stepped back into her knickers and tugged them back up into place. She then adopted the crooked knee stance.

	“Very good Marie. An object lesson for the new girls.” Miss Carrington turned to us bouncing the cane in her hand so that it swished fearsomely as she spoke. “Now girls I do not expect a perfect performance on your first attempt but I expect effort. That dildo is going to enter your virgin pussy’s and fill them in a way you cannot yet imagine.”

	I felt as if I might just fall to the floor in dread.

	“The important part is to ensure that it is very, very wet. It is helped by the fact that the dildo is self-lubricating. Something you must ensure is always working as you will be wearing it during the night.”

	This cannot, cannot, be happening. Why doesn’t Linda come and rescue me. She must be very worried about me. She would not have seen me since she disappeared inside the main part of the hotel with that awful Italian looking poseur.

	“Off you go girls. Lubrication first. Lubrication is a very important part of being a girl. Something men do not have to worry their hunky selves about at all. It is a girl’s problem.”

	I set about the first part of the task with as much gusto as I could. I sucked and moaned like a real whore, drenching the object in my saliva.

	In no time at all, I heard Miss Carrington’s voice, as if from a dream, “Right girls, knickers down and move onto the next stage.”

	I kept my eyes closed, knowing that if they were open, I would be looking at a class of blond Barbie sluts watching, and no doubt reveling in my every degrading act. I was close to tears as I lowered my knickers, hearing the other girls doing exactly the same.

	I put the tip of the wet plastic to my anus and felt its hardness. My sphincter immediately grew smaller protesting at being violated.

	The more I pushed the tighter it became. Oh, please open I said to myself. Please.

	Two firm hands gripped my shoulder and I felt Miss Carrington move in close to me. “There’s a good girl,” she whispered warmly, “clever little thing. Lovely boobs. You like your boobs, don’t you?”

	“Yes, yes,” I whispered hoarsely. I did. I even felt proud of them.

	“Of course, you do. And such lovely legs. You enjoy showing them off, don’t you? Eh Precious? Don’t you feel soooo, sexy, soooo good?”

	“Yes, yes.”

	“Just a little push to show what a hot little slut you are. Little push that’s it.”

	I felt it enter me, pushing, bullying, forcing. I was submitting to it.

	“Hot little tramp. Sexy little tramp,” her voice droned on and I felt myself growing more and more excited as it pushed deeper and deeper. “Go on. Go on. That’s it. Soon be all inside. What a clever little girl you’ll be then to have one all inside you.”

	It slid in as easily as a banana sliding out of its skin.

	“Now feel for the little switch at the back. That’s it. Little push and...”

	I felt it wriggling before I heard the humming.

	“Pull up your knickers, slut.”

	I looked around and saw her move on to Tracy. I looked back to Sharon who was looking at me with the most astonished submissive expression. I realized immediately that she had hers inside her too.

	In a daze I pulled my tight little knickers into place. It was worming around inside me and I could not do anything about it. “Oooh,” I heard myself say. Then “Oooh,” again. Every now and then it struck something inside me which made me tingle with a wonderful electric charge. “Oooh,” there it was again.

	I noticed that Sharon was feeling the same. Her shocked expression increased every so often as it must have struck her spot.

	Once all four of us were lined up, pouting and posing, humming quietly with a permanently startled expression Miss Carrington took her place before us.

	“Not so bad is it sluts? Eh,” she smiled conspiratorially at us. “Of course not. They are designed to touch your G spot. Which, if you didn’t already know, is located inside you. It is self-lubricating but you must check it every night. If it dries out inside you, we need you to see the doctor. Right, take your seats!”

	Her manner changed as quickly as if someone had hit a switch. She returned to her own desk and we ‘girls’ made our way tremulously back to our seats.

	“Now a little secret. If you man oeuvre the device properly you will be able to aim it at your prostrate. Simply squeeze your sphincter and edge it around. It takes practice. Once you can perform this trick its perineal acupressure head will hit home and bang! You will have even wetter panties!” She laughed gleefully, as if we were supposed to enjoy such a thought. Then I recalled how Dog had seemed to cum last night despite the fact that she was secured in her chastity belt.

	I tried a few experimental squeezes but it was very hard to move or control anything so wet. It had a mind of its own. I was certainly aware that every so often it would hit a point that would trigger a charge through me.

	“Ok. The new girls can write a thousand-word essay on why you would like to stay here for a month. If it is honestly written and believable then you will be able to remove your dildos. If it is not then you can have a second chance to write the essay. The older girls can write an essay on what bastards men can be, with personal examples please girls! You have been here a week now. You ought to have plenty.”

	Sitting on my hard little bench with the intruder doing all sorts of things to my entire body I felt like I was high on drugs. All I knew is that I could only return to the real world if I wrote my essay well enough. There was a little voice somewhere that was asking whether I would not prefer the dildo to remain there all day. I dismissed it as best I could.

	I began my essay.

	How I finished it I do not know. My fingers were gripping the desk and if my penis was free to do so it would have cum like a waterfall. I was on the edge of some wonderful uncontrolled orgasm which refused to finally arrive and release me.

	It was in this state that Miss Carrington finally allowed us to step before the class and remove them under the stern instruction that when they are removed that we must be very regretful. I must say that it was barely acting as I pulled the soaking object from me with my “No, please, no, oh, no, please.”

	With it out, I felt strangely empty, and unfulfilled.

	Maria was instructed to teach us how to clean the dildoes in the sink at the rear of the classroom. It was when we were washing them in warm soapy water that the door opened and Miss Steel bustled in.

	My legs felt like jelly after an hour or so of being on the edge of coming. Wearing high heels for so long did not help. I wondered if they had realized the error concerning me and were about to reach me.

	“Miss Steel what a pleasant surprise, rise and curtsey girls.”

	Those sitting did so while we at the back simply bobbed.

	“Thank you, Miss Carrington. Sorry to interrupt. I need all hands-on deck straight after lunch. Are the new girls ready for basic supervised duties?”

	Miss Carrington smiled modestly, “yes, I believe so. Girls.” She clapped her hands at the four of us and we each bobbed.

	“Yes, Miss Carrington.

	“Very good Miss Carrington,” Miss Steel nodded. “we have some German business men here and we are a bit short staffed upstairs.”

	“Fear not Miss Steel, watch this,” the school mistress said. “Girls show Miss steel where you keep your brains.”

	Oh God! Without a thought we all turned and bent forwards raising our skirts. Our bottoms wriggled at our tormentors.

	“My, my, how clever they are,” Miss Steel laughed.

	“Thank you, girls. And show Miss Steel the little trick you have just been taught.”

	We lifted up our now clean and warm dildos from the sink and began our theatrical sucking and begging performance. I made sure that they could hear me begging for it, “Oooooh, yes. Oh, Please, oh please.”

	“Very good Miss Carrington. You have excelled yourself in the space of one morning.”

	“Thank you, Miss Steel, I do try to bring out the real sluts that lie dormant within these apparent silly headed girls.”

	“So, I see. If the new girls could report to Miss Leopard straight after lunch in full maids’ attire.”

	“Very good Miss Steel.”

	As Miss Steel closed the door behind her I was left wondering what chores I would be forced to do that afternoon.

	5. The Cinema

	After a lunch of a banana, soup and a sandwich we returned to our rooms to change back into our maid’s rig. Dog was there touching up her makeup and advising me on doing the same. Apparently unkempt girls can be beaten on the spot.

	An agitated Miss Leopard called us out and led us down the corridor at a brisk pace that we clearly could not maintain in our heels. I felt it was a trap to trick us into walking quicker or with longer strides than we were allowed. I was careful to do whatever Dog did.

	Dog and myself performed the maid’s wriggling pouting shuffle until we got to the lift. Miss Steel emerged with reddened cheeks, as if she had been running.

	“Have you got them?” She asked Miss Leopard.

	Miss Leopard shook her head with exasperation. “Yes, but we have one of the school girls too! It’s all we have available.”

	Miss steel glared harshly at me, “You had better perform exactly what is required of you, young lady!”

	“Yes, Miss Steel”, I curtsied.

	Miss Steel turned back to Miss Leopard, “Don’t worry, it’s only a cinema showing. Even a school girl should be able to get that right.”

	Miss Leopard glanced at me, “She won’t sit down for a week if there’s a problem!”

	As you can imagine my head was swimming with fear as we entered the lift. I felt that no matter how ‘well’ I ‘performed’ I would still end up with a dreadful beating.

	As the lift went upwards to the main part of the Hotel another tang of alarm struck me. I was going to be seen by the guests! By the guests out in the real world. Downstairs was a dream, or rather a nightmare, with everyone facing the same anxieties. But where we were heading there were people who were allowed to be normal and free. Who could speak when they wanted to, go anywhere they wanted and even refuse a request.

	Miss Leopard spoke to Dog. “Listen Cherry, er, Dog,” she rolled her eyes to the ceiling, “how stupid can you be losing your name!”

	“Sorry Miss Leopard,” she bobbed contritely.

	“You better be more on the ball upstairs. It’s a showing of the video to the new guests. All you have to do is show them to their seats and then help Beckie and Lola serve drinks afterwards.”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” Dog bobbed.

	The doors opened onto a reception room with a small bar. About 12 women varying in age from their early twenties to their forties were littered about laughing and sipping white wine served to them by two male maids.

	Needless to say, the male maids were exact clones of dog and myself. Neatly styled blond hair, identical makeup, black maid’s outfits and the usual curtseying and posing.

	“Stay here!” barked Miss Leopard as we stepped outside the lift while she dashed to the bar to make a phone call.

	I stood in the usual pose, one knee before the other, lips demurely pouted, when I gasped. There on one of the sofas, laughing with two other women was Linda my wife.

	She was only about ten feet from me. If I could edge forward, I could whisper to her. Tell her the dreadful things that were happening. Get to rectify the error whereby they think I am staying longer than the weekend.

	I saw that Miss Leopard was heavily involved with the phone call so holding my breath I moved towards the laughing ladies.

	One of the maids moved passed me and dipped down so that the women could take a fresh cool looking glass of white wine from her tray. Linda took the glass and looked around. She saw me! Yet she did not react. I realized why of course! All the maids were duplicates. I might as well have been any one of the silly little sluts running hither and thither.

	I moved forwards again but was halted by a man’s laughing voice.

	“Well look who it is!”

	I turned to see that it was the two men who had teased me the previous night when I was performing the circular walk. I thought they must have seen me but it was Dog who had taken their attention.

	The fair haired one stood before Dog who was curtseying and blushing like mad. His dark curly haired friend seemed equally amused. I looked away desperate that he would not recognize me.

	“So, what do you think of the name I gave you?” laughed the faired man sadistically.

	Oh, so it was he who had done such a rotten trick. I am sure that Dog must despise him totally. I wondered if she would say something horrible to him to let him know. I also noticed that Miss Leopard had heard the comments and was staring frantically at us. I carefully crept back into position.

	To my surprise I saw that Dog was smiling bashfully, she seemed more playfully awkward than incensed.

	“Mister... Sir,” she curtseyed.

	“I was thinking of having a meal out tonight,” he mused teasingly.

	Dog looked at him with hope in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

	“Can hardly go out with a dog, can I?”

	“No, sir,” she bobbed quickly, holding her breath, but now looking worried.

	“Still, if you have learned your lesson.”

	“Yes, sir,” she smiled merrily.

	“Perhaps I can give you back your old name. Cherry.”

	“Oh, yes sir, please sir,” she begged bobbing like a cork on the sea.

	Miss Leopard was suddenly on top of us. “I am afraid that they are very busy. Sorry.”

	The fair-haired man replaced the Dog name label with her old Cherry label. Dog, er, Cherry was delighted. “Thank you, sir, thank you sir!” I thought she was going to throw herself into his arms. The slut! Had she forgotten that it was he who had been so horrible to her?

	Then the dark curly haired one turned to me and saw my name tag. His eyes brightened. “Oh, the slut from downstairs!” he beamed at me.

	Miss Leopard took hold of my arm and led me away. “She is still in school and has not even reached The Point yet.”

	I clip clopped besides her. She had Cherry in her other hand and was leading us as fast as our heels would allow us.

	The dark-haired man raced alongside me. “How about a date tonight!”

	A date! Was he insane!

	Miss Leopard stooped us outside a set of double doors near the bar. “I’ve told you! She is still in school and,” she chose her words carefully, “won’t be able to provide you with what you want!”

	He took my chin and made me look into his dark eyes. I felt my tummy turning over. “How about it, sweetness?”

	What could I say!

	“Great Debbie. I’ll sign you out for eight and see you outside the wardrobe!”

	With that he and his chuckling friend were gone.

	Miss Leopard admonished me, “you little tramp. You should say no!”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” I bobbed.

	I was in some crazy world that I could not make out. Everyone seemed to know the rules bar me.

	Miss Leopard opened the doors and led us into the small cinema.

	She took a pair of torches from one of the seats and handed them to us.

	“You in that aisle,” she ordered a grinning Cherry, “and remember to pout or I’ll put you in detention tonight and then you will have another night in!”

	Cherry gasped in horror and then pouted. She fled to the other aisle while Miss Leopard turned to me making me jump. “All you have to do is show the women to their seats. The rows have letters, the seats numbers. Even an airhead like you should be able to do that.”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” I bobbed.

	“Then get a tray of wine form the bar and stand here with it. When they’ve drunk that fetch another.”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” I ducked down. Seemed easy enough! Moreover, I would be able to say something to Linda and end this hell.

	The loud laughter signified that the women were entering. I shone my torch but the ladies seemed quite capable of finding their own seats. Worst luck, Linda went down the other aisle. Damn.

	Ouch!

	I had just had my bottom pinched!

	Two women laughed uproariously at my surprised reaction but then returned to their conversation, as if I had been a little side show for them. Humph! If only I was allowed to protest.

	When the women had taken their seats, the lights darkened further and the film glowed from the screen. Light music filled the room. I saw Cherry race out and remembered the wine!

	One of the maids had brought me a tray packed with glasses of white wine, which I took and raced back into the auditorium, the glasses clinking.

	The film had begun so I took my place halfway down the aisle holding the tray. My arms already ached and it had hardly started.

	The film showed a pretty woman in her thirties lying on a sun bed in the manicured gardens of a large house. The sun burnt shadows of trees across the lawn.

	“Ladies,” a voice boomed from a speaker, “Do you deserve a life of indolence?”

	“Yes,” a couple of women shouted to general laughter.

	Silly bitches I thought.

	On the screen, a maid appeared and curtseyed before her, handing the woman a long drink packed with fruit and ice. The maid disappeared back in to the house.

	“Waited on hand and foot,” the commentary continued.

	“Yes, to that as well!” Someone called out. I wish they could behave with some decorum.

	“And the perfect lover as your husband,” the voice went on.

	On the screen a sun-tanned tall man with one of those flat muscular stomachs, that you only ever see in fitness adverts, sat on a sun bed next to the woman. He leaned forwards and kissed her naked tummy gently.

	“Oh, we’ll all have one of those!” The ladies were in agreement on that.

	The shot changed to the exterior of The Hotel. A man and women were shown carrying their luggage down the steps to a battered car. The man was small, wearing thick glasses and seemed fussy and daft. As he put the cases down, he stumbled over them, looking a real idiot.”

	The women laughed at him.

	The voice from the speaker adopted a wry tone, “or are you going to finish your stay and go home with your nearest and dearest.” The silly little man on the screen now picked up a case that fell open blowing its contents around him. The audience thought this was hysterical. The woman in the film looked longingly back at the Hotel. “The choice is yours.” A close shot of the woman thinking. She smiles, as if she has made a decision.

	She dashes back up the steps and is met by a tall man who lifts her off her feet and swings her around. The silly wimp shouts ‘stop!’ in a pathetic little voice, just as two large ladies lift him up off his feet and carry him around to the rear of the hotel, his little legs kicking in midair.

	“She has made her choice. How will you make yours?” The voice boomed.

	There was a murmuring in the audience, as a couple of glasses were lifted from my tray without even a thank you.

	The women seemed more subdued and thoughtful. I could see Linda in the light from the screen, sitting back thinking deeply. Clearly, she had seen the poor defenseless husband being swept away by those bullying women and was now concerned about my welfare.

	“Miss Steel,” the voice intoned, “has created a perfect world that answers all your problems. Men are desperate to get passports and work in this country and the easiest way is to marry a woman born here. They are chosen for their career prospects,” the screen showed a number of hunks moving around a swimming pool, “and all are doctors, dentists, architects. Professionals guaranteed to keep you in the style you deserve to become accustomed to.”

	The women ogled the hunks. “All are chosen for their attributes,” the camera lingered on a close up of a bulging tight bathing suit,” the women tittered. “some attributes are more obvious than others.”

	The women laughed. “And,” the commentary continued, “they are all wonderful performers in bed.” The shot changed to a woman being made love to, as she reached the heights of an earth-shattering orgasm. “But you all had your free sample last night didn’t you!”

	The woman clapped at this. Free sample? Free sample of what I wondered. First, she is going on about hunks shagging those women and now she is talking about something else.

	More wine was lifted from my glass and passed down the aisles.

	“And the beauty is,” the voice paused for effect, the women hung on to the words, “you pay nothing. We take your old wimp in exchange and you do not have to pay a penny.”

	The poor man who had been carried away from outside the Hotel was now seen in full maids’ rig and make up with a serene smile. “And the dears could not be happier.”

	Let them ask me if I was happy!

	“After all what sort of real man would apply to be a maid in a hotel?”

	The women giggled.

	“Exactly. Wimps who would be happier being told what to do and looked after.”

	I wish I had never answered that advert.

	The music swelled up. “So, ladies the choice is yours. Indolent luxury in the arms of a real man or a life or disappointment and drudgery with your current sissy.”

	The lights came on and the women were all oddly subdued. They had entered as a raucous hen crowd and now sat as if numbed. No one spoke or even looked at their new friends. I could guess why. They had finally learned what The Hotel was all about. Linda would have me out of here in minutes!

	Miss Leopard appeared, “Thank you for watching that. Please return to the outer hall for more drinks”.

	A woman who was sat near me rose and studied me closely. Oh, my God what did she want? Had I done something wrong? Miss Leopard was right next to me. Oh, please don’t complain I inwardly begged.

	“Is it true?” The woman asked me quietly. Her friends hovered nearby. “Are you really happy here?”

	I was about to answer her when I saw that Miss Leopard was glaring at me, with a raised eyebrow. Oh, dear. The last thing I wanted was a beaten bottom, especially in front of my wife, that would really be demeaning. I closed my eyes and curtsied. “Yes, Miss,” I said.

	The woman nodded and looked at her friends. They smiled knowingly. Miss Leopard kept her eye on me so I could not tell them the truth as they filed out.

	“Right,” Miss Leopard, said to Cherry and me, “pick up all the empties, get the hoover over the floor, you’ll find it in a cupboard next to the lift. Then once the place is clean, come out and help the girls serve the guests!”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” we bobbed.

	Miss Leopard took hold of my ear and I held my breath. She did not twist it painfully. It was more of a warning. “Now you were not thinking of giving the guest a different answer, were you my dear?”

	Oh no Miss Leopard,” I curtsied as much as I could with her holding my ear.

	“Because that would be deceitful,” she warned me. “And little girls who tell lies are punished.”

	She released me. “Yes, Miss Leopard, thank you Miss Leopard.”

	Miss Leopard laughed at me in a rather ugly way before leaving.

	Phew. Escaped a beating there by using my head. I could outwit them when I wanted to!

	Cherry had the vacuum cleaner so I picked up the glasses and the litter.

	About ten minutes later I was serving wine to the ladies, desperately trying to get closer to Linda. But no matter how close I came, she never saw me. That is, she never saw me as anything other than another maid.

	Miss Leopard was sat near a table while the ladies were slumped in the sumptuous sofas. A short, dark haired, mousey woman was stood before them.

	“The legal side is taken care of for you. The so-called ‘Quickie Divorce’ or ‘No Fault Divorce’ takes six months to complete. It requires both parties to be in complete agreement that the marriage has irretrievably broken down. You do not even have to go to court.”

	The women nodded and perused notes they had been given.

	“We have now handled one hundred and twenty-five divorces and remarriages and we have not had a single complaint,” the mousey lady intoned drearily.

	Miss Leopard kept her eyes on the maids, especially me because I was still a ‘school girl’ as she so humiliatingly put it.

	“Any questions?”

	I looked to Linda and knew what she would be asking, ‘How quickly can we get out of this asylum?’

	A woman put down her glass and asked, “What about the maid service we were told about?”

	Miss Leopard rose, “Prices that are available in your welcome pack. You have the offer of two days at half price for the first six months. After that, you can have a package whereby a maid visits once a week or even every day and stays with you. The costs are laid out in the pack. It is something you may wish to discuss with your new spouses, but,” she smiled engagingly, “the choice is yours.”

	The ladies giggled and seemed to relax.

	Another woman raised her hand, “What if our new lovers get their passport and papers and then dump us?”

	There was a general murmur.

	The mousey woman pushed her glasses back. “They are free to do so of course. But they will have all signed a prenuptial agreement giving you 60% of everything if the marriage ends.”

	The ladies nodded. “You have thought of everything,” the woman who asked the question said with a smile.

	“We have been doing it long enough now,” smiled Miss Leopard.

	At last, Linda put up her hand. My ordeal would soon be over.

	She cleared her throat self-consciously, “What if there is a problem with immigration?”

	That would get them! I bet no one had thought of that. I would be out of this in minutes.

	The dowdy lady, wiped her glasses, “Good point.” She replaced the glasses on her nose and stared out with what could have passed as a smile. “But that is all taken care of. We guarantee that if you have any problems you can change your man without having to give any reason, in the first six months.” She smiled cruelly. “Another reason why the hunk should be sure to try their hardest to keep you satisfied.”

	The ladies laughed at this though I could not see what was so funny! I turned to Cherry to see how she had taken the news but the airhead was lost in some glowing far away world. Well, let Miss Leopard catch her without her pout then she will be for it.

	Miss Leopard rose, “Thank you for your attention. I am sure you have a great deal to discuss. I know some of you have already chosen a man you would like to try. Please don’t be shy. You can try as many as you wish during your stay and then take your favorite for the six-month trial.”

	The chattering, excited, ladies moved away down the corridor further into the Hotel. I was horrified. I had missed my one chance of reaching Linda.

	Miss Leopard was amongst us like a wild animal. “Quickly. I want this place spotless in half an hour.” She looked at Cherry and me, “And you two had better be especially quick if you want to be outside the Wardrobe at eight. Your dates won’t wait!”

	I grimaced inside but pouted and bobbed.

	Would I never escape? Why didn’t Linda seek me out? Had they lied to her? What was this Point business? But one dreadful question hung over my head. What was going to happen tonight with that dark-haired man? Oh, dear, dear. What a mess.

	I set about collecting the empty glasses with a feeling of dread, which countered that silly Cherry’s mood. She almost dancing around the hall! Silly tart!

	 


Part Three

	1. 

	By the end of the afternoon, I was totally exhausted. My head was spinning and my feet and ankles ached from being in heels all day.

	Cherry and I had yet another salad sandwich(!) along with a banana as a substitute for a meal. I was too exhausted to eat but Cherry was clearly very excited. Her eyes were wide, she fidgeted continuously. She was looking forward to going out with a man tonight. I hated the idea. What if he touched me? He had admired my thighs so much I wondered if her would try to touch them. A thought that left me half disgusted and half proud. I smiled and rubbed my stockinged legs together at the thought of anyone admiring my thighs. I felt the usual tension in my cock and the inevitable, unmitigated restraint.

	Cherry dragged me back to our room, where we had to sign our roster pinned to the wall. I noted that it now had my date for the evening typed in:

	1900 hours Wardrobe room.

	2000 hours meet Mister Deacon outside Wardrobe for evening out.

	Must return by midnight.

	It went on to give the times for the first class at school tomorrow morning and the necessary uniform to be worn. As if I could have forgotten!

	Cherry’s was identical save the initials. I stared at my date’s initials open mouthed. Mister Deacon. It was the first hint of his name. The name of a man who had taken a fancy to me when he had first seen me parading around that dreadful first room. The man who had pursued me in to having this date with him, tonight.

	Cherry took my hand and gleefully led me back down the corridor. “Quickly. This is the best part about being here,” she giggled.

	The Wardrobe Room was a Department Store! That is the only way to describe it. A large room with racks and shelves full of neatly displayed women’s clothes. From the basic pair of knickers to the fullest of coats. I stared in wonderment feeling my groin respond. I found my breathing growing rapid. This was so exciting. How I had always wanted to venture about such a heaven.

	The lingerie section had two maids, dressed only in their corsets, holding up sexy baby doll nighties. There were three maids, again only in their corsets trying on dresses near an array of mirrors.

	I had reached Paradise.

	One rack had those stunning long cocktail dresses. I couldn’t wait to try one on. I am sure that Mister Deacon would appreciate that. Though why I should care what he thought was beyond me.

	“Names!”

	I jumped. Cherry recovered first with a bob, “Cherry, Miss Tiger.”

	Miss Tiger was a tautly muscled woman in her mid-twenties, with short cropped black hair and well-defined cheek bones. Her eyes sparkled like diamonds. She was very intimidating.

	I curtseyed, “Debbie, Miss Tiger.”

	She glared at us contemptuously and I noticed that Cherry was trying to hide her smile. She was going to get into trouble if she was not careful.

	Miss Tiger tutted and looked back at her sheets. It was awful being treated like little school girls! How would Miss Tiger like it if I patronized her like that!

	“Cherry, your date wants you in short skirt, black stockings, blouse, high heels. Men are full of imagination aren’t they!”

	Cherry giggled and bobbed a smart “Yes, Miss Tiger.”

	“Bra and knickers of your choice it says here. So, you have carte blanche, slut. Don’t take all day!”

	“No, Miss Tiger,” and Cherry shot into the room giggling with the other maids who were busy with their clothes.

	I could not wait. I had always wanted to wear a sexy evening dress.

	“Debbie,” she mused running her finger down her list. For a dreadful moment, I thought my name might not be there and that I would be sent back to my room. “Ah yes. He wants you in a short white dress and,” she tutted at this, “black, thigh length boots”.

	Uh! I looked longingly at the evening dresses only feet away from me.

	“Thigh length boots on a slut!” Miss Tiger spat angrily. “Mistresses should wear those. They are wasted on tramps like you.”

	“Yes, Miss Tiger,” I bobbed. I was curious. Thigh length boots always looked very seductive on girls in photographs but I had never seen anyone in the real world wear them.

	“Black boots, white dress. Typical man. Hasn’t a clue what goes with what. Oh, look at these lacy black knickers,” she looked up at me with her strong brilliant brown eyes, “black knickers under a white dress! Men shouldn’t be allowed to choose clothes!”

	“No, Miss Tiger,” I bobbed.

	“Black stockings, should be tights with a short dress,” she muttered. “Right, I know you are new here and that you are still in school but I won’t tolerate any nonsense from you. Understand?”

	I bobbed a ‘yes Miss Tiger’.

	“Make sure the dress comes down over the top of your stockings.”

	Yet another bob.

	“Run along and enjoy yourself,” she commanded dismissively just as two more giggling maids entered.

	I heard Miss Tiger bark, ‘names’ at them as I raced towards where Cherry was laying out a short leather skirt next to a flimsy white blouse. She was studying them intently.

	“What do you think?” She asked me.

	I shrugged. “Very nice. Short leather skirts are always attractive”.

	“Do you think he’ll like it?”

	How should I know! “Most men would,” I said and that seemed to settle her mind. She nodded and took the garments to the mirror.

	The dresses were divided up into many different racks. It took me about ten minutes to find a few different white dresses. I had never in my life been able to choose a dress before. I always worn whatever Linda had in her wardrobe that fitted me. Here I was left to my own devices.

	I laid three dresses on a table and stared at them. My heart was in my mouth. I could not wait to try them on. But which one would be best?

	Thankfully Cherry bounced up to me in her short skirt. She was beaming from ear to ear. “What do you think?”

	I was surprised. After the dowdy maids’ outfits, I must say that she looked very attractive. She twirled around on her heels.

	“Wonderful,” I declared truthfully, “but Cherry which dress should I wear?” I asked

	She lifted up the one closest to her and hung it back up. “Too short dear. Fine if you are being taken out without stockings, but with stockings it would look too tarty. She analyzed the two remaining dresses.

	I was so grateful.

	She lifted each of them up to my body. “This one,” she declared confidently. “He’ll love you to bits in this one.”

	The one she had chosen was sleeveless and dipped down at the front, it was body hugging all the way down to the thighs. Or rather corset hugging I should say!

	I was in ecstasy as I held the dress to myself. My cock engorged immediately only to be beaten back by its metal container. I was desperate for relief.

	The boots were an easier choice. There were only a few thigh-length boots in my size. Two of them were those that were very wide at the top, like pirates’ boots. I didn’t like those. So, I took the pair with the tighter top part thinking that Mister Deacon would prefer me in those.

	I kept my underwear, stockings, bra, corset from the maid’s outfit. After all he wanted black. But I found a really pretty pair of black lacy panties to go with my outfit. Damn I needed so desperately to cum.

	I was in heaven and hell at the same time.

	Once I was dressed, I joined Cherry at the makeup bar, where we sat on stools fixing our faces.

	Now thigh length boots may look very sexy but let me assure you that they make you feel awkward. Every step makes you aware of the leather just beneath the hem of your skirt.

	Miss Tiger scrutinized us all before we left the Wardrobe room. She sent one girl back to change into a longer skirt. “He asked for a pencil knee length!” She barked. “You exhibitionist little slut!”

	“The rest can go and make sure you are back here by midnight. One swat of the cane for every minute you are late!”

	“Yes, Miss Tiger,” we curtseyed before filing out of the door.

	The men waiting outside the room greeted us with embarrassing but very welcoming whoops. I tried to hide behind the other girls.

	My heart sank as initially I could not see Mister Deacon. Suddenly I felt a hand grip my bare arm. For a dreadful moment I thought Miss Tiger was going to haul me back into the Wardrobe room.

	“Hi gorgeous.” He had that big cheeky grin of his and I felt my knees go weak.

	Here I was dressed as sexily as possible for a man. Under his exact instructions. I was dressed exactly as he wanted me. My cheeks burned and my knee girlishly fell in front of the other leg, as if I were trying to make myself smaller.

	“You look stunning!”

	My cheeks were now on fire. I curtseyed a “Thank you sir.”

	“You can ease off the curtseys for tonight. Leave that to the maids on duty!”

	“Oh, thank you sir,” I bobbed and then giggled at my silliness. “Sorry sir,” I bobbed again. What was wrong with me! He laughed loudly at my foolishness and I felt so stupid. Why could I not stop curtseying?

	“And forget the sir business tonight, you can call me Mister Deacon.”

	“Oh, thank you sir.” Shit I bobbed. I felt so pleased that he allowed me to use his surname that I was desperate to curtsey a thank you.

	“Come on Debbie, you hungry?”

	Was I hungry!!!! “Yes, Sir,” I bobbed and trotted alongside him, his hand still on my arm guiding me.

	He moved so quickly that I had to march in double quick time to keep up with him.

	I must say my head was in the clouds. I felt so feminine and helpless. So girly.

	We took the lift up to the main floor with the other couples. It was at this point that I saw that some of us maids, easily recognized because of our hair, light make up and general simpering, were attached to women as much as men. I wondered if the women were wives or guests.

	I felt so ignorant and stupid. The so-called adults seemed to know exactly what was going on and could talk when they wanted, go where ever they wished and do whatever they wished to do.

	I could not even ask questions.

	The lift doors opened onto the main Hotel lobby. Maids shuttled back and fore carrying drinks on trays or else simply rushing to where ever they had been commanded.

	“This is your first time out isn’t it?” Mister Deacon suddenly asked me.

	“Yes, sir,” I bobbed automatically and then blushed at my stupidity. I must stop curtsying. He is going to think that I am a real airhead.

	But I did notice that the other girls also bobbed automatically to their partners as they spoke. Were we all so conditioned to be so subservient? Worse, had my conditioning already set in after a couple of days.

	He led me to the restaurant where Miss Jaguar stood at the door. Couples were asked their name and the dominant one would reply. A waiting maid would be told to take them to their table.

	Suddenly I felt relaxed. I didn’t have to say or do anything. It was all being done for me by my date. He was looking after me, he made the arrangements, and I did not have to think about anything! It felt quite nice and cozy and I smiled up at him. He grinned back broadly at me and I my knees weakened.

	My state of bliss was abruptly shaken.

	The bar for the hotel lay near the restaurant. There perched on the edge of a stool was Linda my wife. She was laughing and I thought a little drunk, which was most unlike her. She wore a short dress with a scooped neckline revealing her boobs every time she leaned forwards to... to... that horrible Italian looking man who had led her into The Hotel on that fateful first day. I was livid. What was she doing out gallivanting with him! Had she forgotten what was in the video!! Did she not realize that he would now think that she was ready for sex with him!

	I was furious with her for being so gullible and foolish.

	Before I realized what I was doing I was wiggling with my short, high heeled steps across the bar until I was right next to them.

	The Latin looking man was saying something about the view from his room at midnight. He even had a corny Italian accent. I was going to put a stop to this!

	“Linda!” I declared.

	Shocked she turned to face me, eyes wide, drink frozen at her lips. She stared quizzically at me.

	Then I realized that she did not recognize me dressed and made up as I was.

	“Who is this!” snapped her man.

	I felt an arm tighten around my waist.

	“Hey gorgeous what is happening?” I looked up at Mister Deacon and for a bizarre idiotic moment I thought of telling him what was happening so that he could sort it out for me. How crazy was I getting? My thoughts were all jumbled up. Coming out all wrong.

	“This slut,” the Italian spat in my direction, “is spoiling my evening!”

	“Everything’s cool,” Mister Deacon announced calmly, “come on.” He made to pull me away.

	Linda’s mouth fell open as she realized who I was. She put her hand up to her mouth as she started to giggle. “No, Paulo,” she put a hand on his arm, “Don’t worry. It’s all right.” She giggled and then asked me in mock seriousness, “Having fun darling?”

	Having fun! Caned, beaten, forced to do humiliating chores, seeing my wife with another man. Worse my wife enjoying herself with another man. Having fun!

	“Well,” I began, about to put her straight when Mister Deacon tightened his grip on my arm.

	“The night is young. Fun later. We’ll see you around,”

	He pulled me away and I staggered backwards on my heels.

	Paulo straightened himself up. He was so, so tall! Maybe six foot three. “You take her back down to maid’s quarters where the slut belongs.”

	Mister Deacon laughed good-naturedly, as if Paulo had made a really good joke. “I will, but after we eat. Come on, babe,” he said to me.

	Linda laughed. “Babe!” She repeated.

	I glared at Paulo to let him know how angry I was with him and that he had better ease off his attentions on my wife. For his part he seemed to suddenly grow calm and masterful. easily out staring me. He turned to Mister Deacon and asked, “Are you in charge of her tonight?”

	In charge! How could he say such things in front of my lovely wife? Oh, I felt like crying.

	Mister Deacon was still cool as a cucumber. “Everything’s cool. Just a mistake.”

	“I want her punished. Six strikes with the cane on her fat insolent ass,” Paulo smirked sadistically.

	Mister Deacon nodded. “Sounds reasonable,” he agreed.

	“Six is a bit much isn’t it?” a shocked Linda asked.

	“Not for a slut like that,” Paulo announced to everyone in the room.

	Oh God. I just wanted to get out of that bar and into the restaurant.

	“Or do you want me to do it for you?” Paulo asked nastily.

	“You’ve made your point,” Mister Deacon said protectively. “And now we are leaving. Good night.”

	Mister Deacon dragged me outside the bar, back into the main lobby. I was so furious with what had taken place. But I knew I had to thank Mister Deacon for his help in getting me out.

	I stopped and looked up at him with a smile. “Thank you, sir, for rescuing me.” I was about to add that I was disappointed that he let Paulo get away with demanding six canings on my ‘fat ass’ as he had put it when Mister Deacon angrily jerked me through the lobby passed the queues of people for the restaurant.

	He was furious. What had he to be so upset about? I was the one with a man trying to steal my unsuspecting wife. A man who had humiliated me in front of everyone in the bar.

	He hauled me out through the revolving doors and into the cool evening air.

	He held my arm and squeezed it painfully. He looked about us making sure we were alone. A car swept away down the drive and towards the forest and the real world that now seemed like another planet. Other than that, we were quite alone. A heard a motorbike echo away in the distance.

	“What is the matter?”

	He took hold of my other arm and shook me like I was a doll. I clattered about on my heels in shock. Why was he being horrible to me?

	“Do you realize what you have just done?”

	I looked formlessly at him.

	“He could file a report and then I would have to answer for not keeping a Maid Under Control. That’s a serious offence here! I could be banned from The Hotel for two weeks!”

	What was he talking about? Maid Under Control. Banned?

	“I take you out to feed you and this is the thanks that I get!”

	“I am sorry sir,” I bobbed more out of bewilderment than sorrow. What has happening here? Yet again I was a little girl lost in world I could not understand.

	“We are going straight back to my room for those canings and then I will decide whether to take you back to The Wardrobe and drop you off or bring you back to the restaurant!”

	With that he dragged me back inside the lobby. I could see Linda and Paulo looking at me with mutual amusement. They must have seen me getting told off through the glass doors of the hotel. Paulo was obviously very pleased with himself. For her part Linda Looked away from me and back up at Paulo with hero worship in her eyes.

	By the time we reached his room on the second floor I was as frightened as a rabbit.

	He was so angry. He kept telling me how it would spoil everything for him. He had been called in by Miss Steel to design a new extension and the project was worth a fortune to his company. Now he could be banned from even being in the Hotel.

	He said he going to fix me good and proper.

	Once in his room, which was large and sumptuous, he shouted at me to “Stay there!” near the door.

	He rummaged around in the wardrobe and took out a long cane. Oh, dear, I hated the cane.

	“Please sir, I am so sorry sir. Please it won’t happen again!”

	“You bet it won’t, little missy! Bend over that chair and be smart about it.”

	“Oh, yes sir,” I bobbed bending over a straight back chair. I would demonstrate my obedience to him and that might impress him and weigh in my favor.

	“You sluts don’t appreciate anything, do you!”

	“Please sir I am so, so, sorry. I don’t know what came over me. I promise I’ll be good.” I squealed lamely draped over the back of the hard backed chair.

	My lovely lacy panties were pulled down to my ankles, the hem of my white dress hauled up over my bottom cheeks.

	How had I ruined such a wonderful evening?

	“It’s a shame I can only give you six per offence! Don’t you dare try to stand or cover your ass or else that will be a second offence and a further six!”

	“Yes, sir, of course sir.” Ludicrously I tried to bob a curtsey while I was bent over the chair.

	Mister Deacon was strong and precise. Each whack stinging a fresh area of my bottom.

	I was soon crying. Crying from the pain, crying from the humiliation, crying because of my own foolishness and crying because I had upset the one person who had been nice to me.

	“Stand!”

	I did so sharply. “Yes, sir.” Tears trickled down my cheeks.

	“Right are you going to be good or shall I take you back down stairs?”

	“I’ll be good sir, I promise.” If ever a promise was so honestly given it was mine. I looked at him pleadingly.

	He nodded, drew in a breath and dropped the cane on to the bed. He stepped forwards and took me into his strong arms.

	Ooooh!

	My arms went up around his solid shoulders and neck and I pushed my damp face into his shirt.

	His hands settled on the small of my back. I could feel their heat through the sheer fabric of my short dress.

	He lifted up my chin and smiled sweetly at me. My legs were jelly. I was sure that if I did not hold him, I would simply crash to the floor in a mushy heap.

	He kissed my nose. “Good girl. Just got a bit carried away in the bar didn’t you,” he whispered softly.

	“Yes, sir, sorry sir.”

	He patted my bottom. “All in the past. Come on. We’ll find them and you can apologize to them and the matter will be closed.”

	What! I looked up at him horrified. “Apologies sir?”

	Mister Deacon’s smile fell into a frown. “Yes, girl. You may have spoiled his opportunity with that woman. He has paid a great deal of money and is not going to be very happy with you!”

	“But, but “I was left stammering. I could not think what to say. “Please sir...”

	“Listen,” he said firmly, “he may well report you and then you will be in trouble and I will be in trouble. We are supposed to be able to handle you girls, especially a school girl like you!”

	A school girl like me! Now he had made me angry.

	He saw my face and nodded. “Up to you girl. I can take you back to the maid’s quarters and leave you to your fate. I’ll probably have to leave in the morning. Or else we can try to make amends with him and carry on.”

	This was outrageous. But I certainly did not want to go back downstairs and sit in my room with that dildo up my ass all night waiting to be punished by the spiteful Miss Jaguar.

	“All right,” I said.

	“Good girl.”

	Minutes later we were back in the bar. They were at the same spot and Paulo saw us first.

	I had remade my face but I knew my red eyes gave away the fact that I had been crying.

	Linda gave me a good look up and down.

	“Debbie, here, has something to say, don’t you Debbie?” Mister Deacon edged me to center stage before my wife and her suitor.

	I nodded looking down at the floor.

	After a moment Mister Deacon said, “Go on then.”

	I swallowed hard and felt my cheeks burn as hot as my bottom cheeks. “Please sir,” I said to Paulo, “I am sorry that I spoiled your night out and it won’t happen again.”

	They all fell silent and I stole a glance up to Paulo to see if my apology had been accepted. He grinned wickedly at me.

	“Did the canning hurt little Debbie?” he asked.

	“Yes, sir, it hurt,” I said with a little bob. I was drowning in shame.

	Paulo thought for a moment and then shrugged his shoulders. “Ok the matter is closed.”

	I felt so relieved.

	Mister Deacon said thank you and shook his hand.

	Paulo added, “Of course, she still has to reach The Point. I can bide my time.”

	Mister Deacon, sighed with impatience. “She has apologized.”

	“And she has been caned,” Paulo declared, “but she also referred to my date by her Christian name.”

	I gasped. I had forgotten that.

	“I’ll spank her later,” Mister Deacon said, grabbing my arm to move me away.

	“You can,” Paulo said, “but I’ll wait until she reaches The Point. I’ll sort her out properly then.”

	There was that reference to The Point again. What were they all talking about?

	I was led away not daring to look back at them as I felt so shamed by the experience.

	Miss Jaguar met us at the entrance to the restaurant and personally led us to a table.

	“Having problems with a school girl Mister Deacon?”

	I felt so sorry for Mister Deacon. Why should she have a go at him because I was naughty?

	“Nothing that cannot be handled, thank you Miss Jaguar,” he said smartly.

	I smiled. That told her!

	She indicated a table to us. “Well, if you do have trouble controlling a little virgin, school girl, please call for assistance,” smirked Miss Jaguar.

	I wanted to tell her how firm Mister Deacon had been. How he had marched out of the bar for a good telling off before taking me to his room to punish me.

	Mister Deacon smiled coolly, totally unfazed. “I shall bear that in mind Miss Jaguar. And to return the compliment when you cannot provide your girls with something that I can offer then perhaps you would care to call on my assistance.”

	Miss Jaguar fumed and I giggled.

	My giggling was cut short by an icy stare from Miss Jaguar. “I shall see you later young lady.”

	Oh dear!

	Mister Deacon leaned across and patted my hand. “Don’t worry, Debbie she can only punish you for something that you have done wrong. So, just behave yourself from now on.”

	I smiled and thanked him.

	A maid brought us a menu. I say brought us but rather she brought Mister Deacon a menu and ignored me, as if I were invisible. I decided not to say anything and hoped that Miss Jaguar would see her insolence and deal with her.

	He ordered for the both of us. He had steak and I, I expect you have already guessed, had a salad. He ordered red wine without even asking me what I wanted.

	I looked about the restaurant. There was a mixture of adults, staff and maids. Some maids were on duty, others of us fortunate to be on a night out with both men and women. I had the odd notion that some were being taken out by the wives and girlfriends they had brought to the Hotel.

	Some of the wives were here with their foreign hunks. How shameless some behaved in the manner in which they flirted and laughed with their companions.

	Mister Deacon was really very nice and witty. He made me laugh a lot and kept telling me how stunning I looked.

	I stupidly brought the conversation to a halt when I asked him, what The Point was.

	He looked uncomfortably away and told me to ask my teacher.

	An odd answer I thought. Then he brightened up and leaned closely to me. I leaned forwards towards him. He whispered, “but after you have passed The Point then I can unlock your little clitty down below.”

	He sat back leaving me stunned.

	“Well, sir, I mean Mister Deacon. I want to pass The Point right now.”

	Mister deacon smiled indulgently. “I suspect you are not ready yet. You’ll have to wait,” then he grinned that lovely cheeky grin, “We shall both have to wait.”

	Not for me. I would ask my teacher the very next day and then get past The Point. I was desperate to be allowed to cum.

	Only his glass was filled with wine but every so often he would offer the glass to me and I would sip from it as he tipped it forwards to my lips.

	I did not ask to pick up his glass myself and he did not offer.

	He was also kind enough to feed me some of his steak which tasted unbelievably divine. It was the first real food I had eaten in two days.

	I thanked him profusely for looking after me so much and being so nice to me.

	He just smiled.

	Now the one problem was that I felt so hot. Not hot in the sense that the room was hot. My dress was too strappy and flimsy for that. Hot in the sense that I was desperate to cum. My poor cock was now fixed as big as its metal confines allowed it to grow.

	The consequence was that I felt light headed, as if I had been out in the sun for too long. Miss Steel had told us that all the Adults here had a key. That meant that the nice Mister Deacon opposite would have a key. Somewhere the logic continued that I needed to please Mister Deacon for him to release me. The fact that I had already been told that I had to pass The Point before he could release me did not affect my odd reasoning at all.

	My bottom now felt sore but curiously warm and pleasant. Like after a nice hot bath.

	I offer this as an explanation for what can only be described as my brazen behavior. I offered him a good look at my breasts whenever I leaned forwards, I caught his eye coyly before looking away. I was desperate to stand up and show off the thighs he admired so much. I would do anything to get this damned chastity belt thing off me and get some release.

	After the meal we went for a walk on the balcony and this is where the most shameful episode occurred. More humiliating than anything that had happened before. I will relate it as evenly and honestly as I can so that you can understand my actions and not think of me as a complete whore.

	The balcony was made from heavy decking and ran around two sides of the Hotel offering wonderful panoramic views over the woodlands and mountains in the evening. It was very romantic. Any girl would have felt the same. I mean any boy dressed as a girl with a man like this. I am sure you understand.

	He had his arm around me and I was leaning into him for warmth in the coolness of the night. Remember I had on a short strappy dress. My shoulders were largely bare and my arms were totally naked.

	I was dressed in heels, stockings, corset the most exquisite pair of panties, wonderful dress and thigh length boots I had only seen in photographs before.

	Added to that was the fact that I had not cum for days. I was used to masturbating two or three times a day so I was totally on edge.

	My breath was short and my eyes refused to remain open.

	We walked down the balcony, passed kissing couples, mostly wives out with their new found lovers. I was too wrapped up in my own sexual hunger to feel anything about them.

	It happened as we turned the corner into some shadows. I totally lost it.

	I threw myself at him, as if he were food. Kissing and grasping at his shirt. My heart was pounding and my mind racing in circles. I needed only one thing. Total release.

	From far away I could hear him laughing and saying “Debbie, Debbie, get a grip.”

	But I could feel how hard it made him. I had made him hard and that made me feel so good. So successful. My hungry mouth goldfished at his until he gripped me tightly and spoke firmly, “I do the kissing, Debbie”.

	“Yes, sir,” I replied dreamily.

	And he kissed me. So gently. His tongue just inside my lips. I wanted to suck him in to my mouth. I tried with all my effort to control myself but I was too far gone. I gripped him tightly around the neck I thought I might strangle him. “Please let me cum, oh please, please. I’ll do anything. Anything!”

	He kissed me hard and then squeezed me tight. “Oh, Debbie, you hot little slut. You know I can’t. I can do something else for you though.”

	He was just a blur, my mind was gone. “Yes, sir,” I said hoarsely.

	He leaned closely to me. “I can milk you which will take away some of the longing you feel. You won’t get any sexual satisfaction but it will take the edge of it.”

	“Yes, yes,” I said hoarsely.

	“Come on back to my room,” he said leading me.

	Now if you think the above events cast me in a scandalous light please understand how desperate I was in order that you may understand what happened next.

	“No, here!” I demanded. “No.” I fell against the Hotel wall my knees buckling.

	I was aware of him grinning at my performance but I just did not care anymore.

	“All right,” he said taking my arm and dragging my staggering form to the balustrade and bending me over it. I looked down at the woodlands but could not see anything except red lust.

	I felt him pull my lovely knickers down my legs, over my boots and then I stepped out of them. Instinctively I spread my legs.

	He pushed a finger into my mouth. “Suck it babe.”

	How I sucked. I grabbed his hand so that he could not take it away from me and sucked and sucked. I was moaning. Moaning even louder than when I played with the dildo in my mouth.

	He snatched his wet fingers away from me and whispered for to me to relax and bend my knees. I did so.

	I felt his fingers slide into my bottom. After the dildo’s invasion, his fingers slipped in so easily. I groaned again. A total whore.

	His mouth was close to my ear. “I can only use my fingers, babe. You must remain a virgin until after The Point.”

	I may have nodded. But really, I don’t know what I was doing. His fingers felt so good inside me.

	I pushed my ass down onto them desperate to get more. And I moaned and moaned.

	I could feel his hardness against my thigh and pushed up against him.

	Then he hit the spot.

	One touch. One touch and I came like a grunting whore. My body went rigid and then convulsed, my rectum gripping his fingers.

	He was kissing my neck. This was bliss.

	I came. Spraying like a hose over the insides of my naked thighs, down to my stockings. I came and I came and I came.

	When it finally stopped, I twirled around and collapsed into his arms, my hands on his chest so that he could wrap his arms about me and hold me tightly while I just trembled and gasped in air.

	As my head cleared, I looked up at his smiling face. He looked so pleased with himself, but that made me smile too. I was glad I had made him happy.

	Here was the odd part. I still felt aroused. I had cum like a train but I still felt hot.

	“I can see that you don’t understand little Debbie.”

	He gave me back my knickers which I was grateful for as I had made quite a mess inside my legs and I was till dribbling.

	“Unless you have your clitty released and erect you don’t get an orgasm. Just release.”

	I let him lead me back to the Hotel, my knees still rubbery, me still in need of an orgasm.

	“I have simply milked you by rubbing your own g-spot inside you.”

	What a demeaning thing to say to someone. I wasn’t just some farmer’s cow.

	So, he led me back to the maid’s quarters with my legs soaked but with no sense of satisfaction.

	Once in the lift he asked me if I was all right as I had not said anything.

	“Yes, sir, Mister Deacon.”

	But I don’t think I sounded very convincing.

	Miss Tiger was still in the Wardrobe Room reading some lewd Femdom magazine with pictures of cowering timid men being beaten. She saw me enter and strode around the desk to greet us.

	“Was she satisfactory?”

	I stood between them, my wet knickers uncomfortable between my legs, while this dreadful woman inquired as to my behavior.

	“She was great Miss Tiger. I am hoping to see more of her soon.” With that he kissed me on my cheek and I turned and went back into the wardrobe room to where I had left my maids uniform.

	“Just one thing,” he said quietly. “I would like another girl for the night please.”

	“Another?” Miss Tiger shot back.

	I lifted up my maid’s uniform from where I had left it and held my breath, listening to their conversation.

	“I need something to help get rid of my hard on,” he explained, as if it were the most reasonable matter in the world.

	“I’ll send one up Mister Deacon.”

	He thanked her and left. Tears stung my eyes. I gave him that erection! Shouldn’t I be the one who helps relieve him? Why didn’t he ask me to do it? Was it because I behaved like such a silly senseless slut out on the balcony? Was it because I was so naughty earlier on in the evening with that horrible Italian and my lovely Linda?

	“Hurry it up girl!”

	“Yes, Miss Tiger,” I bobbed and fled from the Wardrobe back to my room.

	Cherry arrived a bit later so I spent some of the evening on my own before I was chained to her at the groin and neck.

	She seemed very pleased with herself when all I wanted to do was weep. That silly damned dildo in my bottom could not be controlled no matter what anyone says! I was so desperate for relief that I hoped to ‘milk’ myself. Sadly, I couldn’t. What a frustrating life a maid lives!

	2.

	The following day after a breakfast of Yogurt and fruit I dressed in the school girl attire. As I pulled up the pleated skirt, I found myself wondering about Linda. How had she spent the night? Had that horrible man won her? Then my mind moved on to the nice Mister Deacon and what a silly airhead I had been. My behavior had been dreadful. I bet he would never see me again.

	However, I was not allowed to indulge my self-pity for very long. While lined up as a schoolgirl just behind a ‘secretary’ Miss Jaguar raced the length of the corridor and in front of everyone bawled, “Miss Steel wants to see you! And see you now!”

	I heard a collective intake of breath from the other maids, school girls and secretaries as Miss Jaguar led me by my ear down the corridor to the lifts.

	Once in the lift my knees really began to knock together. Miss Jaguar looked so smug. I thought she liked me!

	When the lift stopped, I hardly had time to catch my breath as I was dragged into Miss Steel’s office.

	Miss Steel was on the phone and seemed agitated. I feared the worse. My bottom still felt sore from the previous evening. In fact, it was hard for me to remember a time when it was not sore.

	“Mistress Shania will be here in half an hour and I want, do you hear what I have said, I want two experienced maids up here!”

	With that she slammed the phone down so hard that I jumped. Oh, dear, oh dear.

	She looked up at me and took in my name badge before nodding to herself.

	“So, Debbie,” she rose, holding a cane in one hand and picking up a letter with her free hand, “Do you know what I have here?”

	She stalked towards me and my legs went to jelly. I already felt like crying.

	“Do you?”

	“No, Miss Steel,” I quickly bobbed.

	“It is a letter from a guest!”

	I swallowed hard and felt myself shake.

	She was now standing directly in front of me, the cane shaking menacingly. “I gather you made a spectacle of yourself last night.”

	I wanted to throw myself at her feet and beg for forgiveness but I was even too frightened to move.

	“A man is kind enough to take you out and you show him up!”

	Tears brimmed in my eyes. I was so, so sorry. Why had I behaved so appallingly?

	“Do you want men to take you out?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I bobbed.

	“Or women Miss Steel,” Miss Jaguar got in quickly.

	Miss Steel rolled her eyes, not grateful for Miss Jaguar’s interjection.

	“You were given nice clothes!”

	“Yes, Miss Steel.”

	“And still you misbehaved!”

	“Yes, Miss Steel, sorry Miss Steel.” Oh, please let me go, please. If I were allowed to speak, I could apologize profusely.

	“So now I have a letter from a guest,” she studied it carefully, “A Miss Johnson.”

	Miss Johnson! That was my wife’s maiden name. Suddenly I felt relieved. It was nearly all over. She had seen what dreadful things they were doing to me and now I was about to be freed.

	“Miss Johnson is worried that you are not enjoying yourself here!”

	Great. I could be free by lunch time. No more school girl outfits, no more maids’ uniforms, no more beatings. Even better the dreadful instrument of torture around my penis would be removed. I wondered whether they would let me keep the maids dress as a souvenir. I quite liked that.

	“You are enjoying yourself girl?”

	“Uhm yeoch!”

	The cane bit my exposed thigh. “Oh, yes Miss Steel. Thank you, Miss Steel.”

	“Well Miss Johnson is waiting to hear that from your own lips!” Miss Steel pushed the tip of the cane into my chin forcing me to look her directly in the eyes. “And Miss Jaguar and myself are going to listen to your every response and watch your every movement. If we feel that you are telling lies, we will sort you out!”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” I could not curtsey properly because of the cane in my chin. I heard Miss Jaguar laugh in that dreadfully sadistic manner of hers.

	“If I hear you pretending that you are ungrateful for all our endeavors at The Hotel then I will be forced to act.”

	“A good spanking!” Miss Jaguar offered.

	“Maybe,” mused Miss Steel smiling at me, “maybe. Perhaps I will have Debbie here show Miss Johnson the tricks that she has learned with Miss Carrington.”

	I closed my eyes in horror.

	“Would you like that little Debbie. To show Miss Johnson where your brain is?”

	My heart sank at that awful trick that Miss Carrington has us perform.

	Miss Steel sat on her desk and opened a box. It contained one of the dreaded black dildos. She pulled it out and studied it carefully. “Perhaps you can show Miss Johnson your other trick.”

	“No, Miss Steel. Please Miss steel,” I did not care anymore. I threw myself on my knees before Miss Steel, my hands clenched before my boobs. “Please, no Miss Steel. Please.” Tears formed in my eyes.

	Miss Steel put the dildo away in the box. “Well perhaps there will be no need. Miss Johnson need never see any of your slutty little performances.”

	I sighed with relief.

	She closed the lid of the box. “It is all up to you Debbie. Up on your feet, girl. Miss Jaguar be a dear and call in Miss Johnson.”

	I rose to my feet pushing down the short-pleated skirt and drying my eyes. I was determined not to upset Miss Steel.

	Miss Jaguar opened the door and my lovely wife Linda entered. Damn! That horrible Paulo was with her. I noticed that she was again wearing a short revealing dress. That was most unlike her.

	Linda came across and stood before me, peering carefully at me. “That is you, is it,” she checked my name tag, “Debbie.”

	I curtseyed a “Yes, Miss Johnson”.

	“They all look alike to me Miss Steel,” my wife said.

	Miss Steel nodded. “Well of course a maid is a maid. It scarcely matters who they are.”

	Linda scrutinized me from head to foot. The school girl shoes, white thin socks, exposed thighs, short pleated skirt, white blouse and tie and the corset visible through the blouse. She smiled knowingly.

	It was then that I noticed the towering Paulo grinning triumphantly. My cheeks flared bright red.

	“I am sorry to take you out of school,” Linda grinned, as if in on some great joke, “but I had to know whether you are really happy here.”

	She took both my hands and held them softly. I looked at Miss Steel who, seeing me pause, reached for the box on her desk.

	“Yes, Miss Johnson,” I curtseyed.

	“Are you sure?”

	“Oh, yes Miss Johnson,” I insisted.

	“Because if you weren’t, I am sure that we could leave today.”

	Oh, if only I was allowed to speak!

	“But you are happy here?”

	“Yes, Miss Johnson,” I bobbed.

	Paulo chortled.

	“I can assure you that the little minx was punished for her outburst and has promised me that it will not happen again,” Miss Steel added.

	Linda nodded thoughtfully. I felt she was anxious to leave.

	Miss Steel picked up some sheets of A4 that looked vaguely familiar. “Perhaps you should read what Debbie herself wrote in her class yesterday morning.”

	She handed Linda my essay. Oh, God! No! The essay Miss Carrington had forced us to write to say how we wanted to stay on at The Hotel for a month.

	“It does make interesting reading,” Miss Steel said sweetly.

	Linda scanned through it her eyes wide with surprise. “She wants to stay on for another month!”

	“Well, the dears do get a bit carried away with their maid duties. Of course, that would be up to yourself. If you wish to leave The Hotel and what it offers,” she nodded towards Paulo whose sneering eyes were fixed on me, “then fine.”

	Linda looked across at me. “But you want to stay for a month?” She asked hopefully.

	I swallowed. I was approaching an elephant trap and I could not avoid it. Miss Steel reached for the black box and felt faint. “Yes, Miss Johnson.”

	What else could I say? After all I could always find Linda alone and explain the situation then. Tell her how they forced me to write that humiliating essay.

	“Oh, well,” she turned helplessly to Paulo, as if it were up to him! “We had been thinking of another few days, perhaps a week.”

	We! We had been thinking! She was now looking up at Paulo waiting for him to make a decision. This was outrageous. She was my wife I should be making the decisions!

	“Why not stay here for another week or so,” he offered, as if magically clarifying the situation. “Then perhaps we could go somewhere else if you wanted.”

	Linda nodded with a broad smile. “Oh, yes. We could go home. She turned girlishly to Miss Steel. “Paulo says that he can build me a nice new bathroom. I’ve waited years for that!”

	Miss Steel smiled indulgently. “I am sure that Paulo is very good with his hands Miss Johnson.”

	Linda’s jaw dropped in surprise at the remark and her cheeks reddened. For some reason she could not look at me.

	“Well, I am glad that is all settled,” Miss Steel announced clapping her hands. “I am afraid that I have another appointment straight away.” She led Linda and Paulo back to the door. I remained standing in my school girls’ outfit in the middle of the room while Miss Steel gushed and cooed to them. “If you have any other worries please do not hesitate to bring them to the attention of either myself or another member of staff.”

	“Thank you, Miss Steel,” Linda said gratefully.

	I felt like child being left behind by its parents.

	“Any plans for today, Miss Johnson?”

	Linda looked up at Paulo, “We were intending to go for a walk on the grounds.”

	“Splendid,” Miss Steel rejoiced.

	“But Paulo and I were up late last night so we thought we might go back to bed for a bit,” she shot me a horrified glance, as if remembering that I was still present. “To sleep I mean. In separate beds! I mean that’s what we did last night too.”

	Miss Steel clapped her hands onto Linda’s and spoke gently, “My dear, as you have seen the maids are enjoying themselves so should not the guests indulge their whims too?”

	Linda smiled and blushed some more.

	They said their goodbyes and Linda gave me a little finger shaking wave, “Goodbye Debbie.”

	I curtseyed, “Miss Johnson.”

	Paulo nodded at me, “Goodbye Debbie.”

	I bobbed, “sir,” but inside I was fuming at him. Had he made love to her? I bet he would have tried. Had he succeeded yet? I was livid. I did not even know!

	As soon as they had left Miss Steel waved two maids into the room followed by a dark-haired woman with a pretty face and black hair. She wore elegant clothes and elegant high heeled boots. There was an air of serenity and calm about her.

	“Mistress Shania, how delighted to see you again,” Miss Steel said closing the door.

	“And always good to visit you here Miss Steel. I think your maids are the most obedient and efficient I have come across.”

	Miss Steel waved away the praise, “Next to your maids, they look slovenly and slow. I did enjoy the last party. Has the maid, what was her name, oh yes Samantha, recovered?”

	Mistress Shania took me in from head to toe as she passed and smiled sweetly. I dare not smile and simply curtseyed without saying anything.

	She took a seat next to me ogling my legs. “Oh, that maid? Ha, Samantha, yes poor dear she is fine now. You know there were twenty-five people at that party and everyone had at least one pop at her.”

	Pop at her? What did that mean? I might as well be in a foreign country.

	The calm lady smiled, “It was two days before the poor dear could sit down properly.”

	Miss Steel and Miss Jaguar laughed in that ugly manner that made my tummy turn over. Some poor maid had a bad time, I knew that much.

	Mistress Shania turned fully to look at me. “Judging from the uniform, a new girl. Shouldn’t she be in school in the morning?”

	Miss Steel sat down and spoke brusquely, “A small problem. Nothing serious. Quickly sorted. Now you want some maids for another party this weekend?” She said quickly, changing the subject, as if embarrassed by my presence.

	“Yes. Two maids would be helpful, three divine. I’ve sold two of mine to a businessman in France. You know what maids are like when offered the opportunity to serve in a real Chateau under a Frenchman!”

	They laughed at the little joke. I pondered what it would be like to serve in a Chateau in France. It could be rather exotic.

	“I am sure we can fix you up with a full complement Mistress Shania.”

	Mistress Shania turned her dark eyes to me. “And what about this adorable little pussycat?”

	Miss Steel laughed uncomfortably. “Oh, she is still in school, scarcely ready for the big outside world. And certainly not one of your parties.”

	“Oh, shame,” pondered Mistress Shania. “I would be very careful with her”.

	Miss Steel was growing impatient. “She is still a virgin. She has not even reached The Point.”

	Mistress Shania smiled rose and approached me, “A virgin. Gosh. It is a long time since I have had a virgin.”

	I felt my knees buckle and not for the first time that morning.

	She tickled me delicately under the chin, I felt my breathing growing short as I tried to avoid her soft brown eyes.

	“You know I would only have her wait on my guests, nothing else,” Mistress Shania said sweetly.

	Compared to Mistress Shania, Miss Steel seemed agitated and out of control as she abruptly rose shaking her head, “I must insist Mistress Shania that you look at my fine two experienced maids here.” She took hold of the two maids by their elbows and edged them forwards for inspection.

	The mistress stroked my nose sensitively and shrugged. “I am sure you are right not to release any of these little sluts until their training is complete.”

	“Both Cathy and Rosie here have had the operation,” Miss Steel said urgently.

	Mistress Shania turned away from me and I felt disappointed, though I was also aware that Miss Steel and Miss Jaguar were relieved.

	“Oh? What have they had done?”

	The two maids curtseyed a greeting as Miss Steel listed the changes from an A4 sheet in a file on her desk. “Both have real boobs, bottom and hip enhancements. Rosie has had nose work and Cathy cheekbones.”

	The Mistress surveyed the two maids and I felt ill. How could they let that happen to them?

	“They have their...” Mistress Shania smiled sweetly and waved a hand at their groins.

	“Oh, of course yes! How else could we keep them so docile and under control? It would be like going back to the days of real girls as maids.”

	The mistress walked around the two maids smiling. “Those days were hard work!”

	Miss Steel nodded. “Exactly. The girls could always find ways of bringing themselves off,” she grimaced at the thought. “Impossible to control a maid if you cannot control her orgasm. Boy maids can’t do anything without permission. So much better.”

	“And they are for sale Miss Steel?”

	“Of course. Subject to usual conditions of course. They must agree to the sale and then have a three-week trial with you. However, knowing you, they won’t want to come back.”

	“And a good price if I took the two?”

	They might have been discussing animals at an auction.

	Miss Steel beamed, “Definitely!”

	Mistress Shania gazed back at me, “And would you throw in the school girl?”

	Mistress Jaguar was up next to me in seconds. “Shall I return her to the classroom Miss Steel?” she asked protectively. “It is getting on for ten thirty.”

	“Yes, good idea,” Miss Steel spoke quickly again, as if she wanted me out of the room.

	“Oh, not on my account I trust,” Mistress Shania said before returning to me. “So nice to meet you my dear. I am sure we will meet again.”

	I curtseyed as low as I could go, “Yes, Mistress Shania, thank you Mistress Shania.” Never was I more grateful to leave a room.

	Miss Jaguar led me outside and then turned on me like an angry cat. “You are a complete slut aren’t you!”

	I was about to say ‘no Miss Jaguar’ when I recalled my behavior from the previous evening. If told a lie I was sure I would be beaten. I said nothing.

	Miss Jaguar moved in close to me, I could feel the heat from her breath on my cheeks. She was very intimidating. “You listen to me, you slut. I have had my eye on you since you came here. If anyone gets your virginity it will be me!”

	I bobbed a ‘yes Miss Jaguar’.

	“Throwing yourself at all those men and now the first Mistress you see. You are a total tramp!”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” I may have behaved like a tramp last night with Mister Deacon but it was not fair to say that I threw myself at anyone. Besides I could not control myself last night so it could not possibly be my fault could it!

	Miss Jaguar took a firm hold of me and led me back to the lift. “Right back to school. Your education must continue!”

	Exactly. Mister Deacon had told me to ask my teacher about The Point and that was exactly what I was going to do.

	 


Part Four

	1. Back To The Classroom

	School was hectic. When I reached it, the girls were all standing in the space at the back of the class gyrating to some rock music. Miss Carrington would frequently change the music. Sometimes classical, sometimes rap, sometimes pop.

	“You must be able to dance to any type of music girls,” Mrs. Carrington would say as we girls bobbed and twirled, or bumped and grinded.

	I was pleased I had missed the first half hour as the other girls were exhausted by the time we were told to sit down. My relief was short lived.

	“Debbie you stay behind in the coffee break for more dancing practice. Make up for the time you lost this morning.”

	I clenched my fists beneath the desk, “Yes, Mrs. Carrington”

	“And now mathematics,” she announced.

	I rose in my seat. I was really good at math in school. I sat up straight ready to impress her with my knowledge and speed at calculations.

	She rolled down a long poster showing math tables. But tables I had never seen before. They quite simply did not make sense.

	Shelly was still breathing hard from the dancing and shot me a quizzical glance. What on earth were the charts about?

	The first one was a long list that began with 1 + 1 = 3, 1+2 = 2, 1+4 = 4, and so forth all the way up to 1+10= 9. It was nonsense.

	“Now I expect you to all be able to recite the first table before coffee,” Mrs. Carrington announced lifting up a paddle. “I have a special treat for those refuse to learn it!”

	I squirmed on my already sore bum and immediately became determined to learn this senseless table.

	Mrs. Carrington then had us recite the table together, as if we were little girls in school. I was sure that after a few more lessons here I would have no sense of dignity at all.

	After the reciting the figures were locked into my head. We each had to stand next to our desks while Mrs. Carrington rolled up the tables and prowled around behind us asking us questions.

	“Tracy, 1 plus 4?”

	Tracy gasped in fear “er, uhm,” and then squealed at the sound of the paddle against her little skirt. “Oh, uhm, er 2?”

	Another slap. “4 girl. In maid’s math 4 plus 1 always equals 4!”

	“Yes, Mrs. Carrington.”

	Now she was behind me. My mind went blank. I felt sure I would get a whack.

	“Debbie, 3 plus 1?”

	I could not think of anything. Whack. “Ouch!” Even through the skirt and panties it stung.

	“The answer is 2, dear. 3 plus 1 equals 2, for maids.”

	“Yes, Mrs. Carrington.”

	By coffee we were remarkably able to recite this nonsense automatically. I wondered if I would ever be able to add up again.

	“Good girls. Another excellent lesson.”

	I felt foolishly pleased with myself and even bobbed a thank you with the other girls.

	“Now you must never forget your maid’s math tables. We will do larger numbers after coffee. Tomorrow we will tackle the maid’s multiplication table. It is imperative that maids and secretaries are stupid airheads. That will make your owners feel better about themselves. A pleased master or mistress is less likely to be an angry master or mistress.”

	That made sense. I nodded to her and she smiled sweetly back to me. I felt so good when someone smiled at me. It meant I was not going to be humiliated or beaten. From now on I would always try to please anyone I could. Or at least until I was released from this crazy world.

	So, the morning continued with me dancing for the teacher through coffee and then moving onto larger sums like 6+8, which apparently now equals 13. This is easy to remember because 6+6 also equals 13. I was in an upside-down world.

	In fact, I was feeling quite pleased with myself that at the end of the lesson. My bottom was sore, but it could have been worse, one of the girls was sitting with tears streaming down her face. I now had a good knowledge of maid’s math. So pleased with myself was I that I dared to put up my hand.

	“You can wee after lunch Debbie,” Mrs. Carrington offered, as if doing me a favor.

	I shook my head. No, she did not understand I wanted to ask her about The Point.

	She studied me hard, “I think I can guess what you want to know. You have been here long enough.” She addressed the class. “By now girls, you will have heard some of the adults mention The Point to you.”

	We nodded eagerly, “Yes, Mrs. Carrington.”

	She invited any girls who wanted to know more, to stay behind after school before dismissing the rest of the class. I noticed that the more experienced girls got up and left, they obviously knew all about it. Sharon shrugged and also left. Had she not heard anyone mention it?

	Only myself, Shelly and Tracy remained in our seats

	Once the door closed, Mrs. Carrington composed herself and sat in her seat behind her desk, at the front of the class. She was composing what she was about to say. Obviously, this was really important stuff. I felt quite honored.

	“Now girls, I have been the teacher here for over two years and I never find it easy to tell the girls this. In a place like this, some experiences are obviously better than others, yes? Girls always love the wardrobe room and being ordered around is usually a thrill.”

	She looked out of the window across the woodlands. We girls held our breaths intent on every word she spoke.

	“As you know, you are not allowed access to yourselves down below. You therefore cannot have orgasms anymore. However, any member of staff or guest, indeed any adult granted a key, can give you satisfaction if they choose to do so.”

	Get on with it, I thought. I already knew this.

	“However, they are only allowed to do so once you have passed The Point.”

	You could have heard a pin drop in that classroom.

	“You all arrived here with a woman who is now enjoying what the hotel has to offer. That woman would by now have a partner and it is that partner to whom you should write your letter.”

	A letter? To Linda’s partner? Paulo. Why would I want to write to him? Except to tell him what I really thought of him. Stupid, big Italian, sod! After his cruelty in the bar room, I could not wait for an opportunity to tell him words he would rather not hear! Perhaps that would be my first aim, once I had been freed.

	“On that letter,” Mrs. Carrington continued, “you will ask him to take you to The Point. This is where,” her eyes wandered to the pale blue sky, “he will release you.”

	I gasped and I felt Shelly next to me wriggle with delight. Release at last!

	“and then masturbate you in front of the woman that you brought here.”

	What! I felt a cold steely breeze pass over my entire body.

	Tracy groaned. Shelly shook.

	“I know it sounds difficult girls but once you have done it, then you are available to all the other adults here. Just think of that. You will be able to get sexual relief,” her eyes narrowed as she glared at us, “so long as you are well behaved, of course. Naughty girls do not get relief. Naughty girls sit alone in their rooms, while their friends are out having fun. Naughty girls have sore bottoms and have nothing to do except feel sorry for themselves.”

	Naughty girls! I was furious. Humiliation after humiliation. If they thought I was going to write a letter to that arrogant, horrible, callous beast who was seducing, maybe even had seduced my wife, they had another thing coming!

	So, any girls ready to write the letter?” Mrs. Carrington asked softly.

	Of course, we would not! I looked at Shelly, who was in shock and then at Tracy whose hand was over her mouth. Exactly. No one would do such a thing!

	Then Shelly blushed red and even bright pink, as she raised her hand in her crisp white school girl blouse. She looked so sorry for herself.

	What a slut I thought.

	“Brave girl, Shelly!” Mrs. Carrington announced. “You others go and I will work out a letter with brave little Shelly here. Just think Shelly, by tonight you will experience your first girlish orgasm!”

	Tracy and I left the cheap little tart to her demeaning letter.

	Once we were out in the corridor, Tracy whispered, “What a tramp!”

	“Exactly,” I said. “There is no way that big ape is going to do such a thing to me, in front of my wife!”

	Tracy reddened, “It’s awful that my girlfriend saw me outside the ladies’ toilets with my hand up, waiting for permission to have a wee. And do you know what she did?” she asked with horrified tones.

	“No,” I dreaded to hear. Women seemed so wantonly cruel in The Hotel. So, unlike the real world.

	“She laughed at me!”

	How awful!

	Tracy stopped next to me. “I was bursting for a pee and I thought that of all the adults here, she would give me permission.”

	“It’s the same with Linda, my wife!” I confided, comforted to be able to talk to someone about it, “she is cavorting with some idiotic looking Italian, without a care about me!”

	“I am sure my girlfriend is spending too much time with her man,” Tracy said quietly.

	Neither of us wanted to be overheard by an adult saying such things.

	“And my wife! I am sure he is trying to seduce her.”

	Tracy looked sadly away and walked towards the canteen, her bottom wriggling and her hands stuck out at right angles.

	I followed determined not to degrade myself anymore but then I feared a camera might catch me so I stuck my palms outwards, wriggled my hips and pursed my lips. When would my ordeal be over?

	2. More Training

	Having changed back into the maid’s uniform we were taken upstairs to learn about tidying rooms.

	Miss Leopard led us to the third floor where maids were dashing about from room to room with the briefest of bobs as they passed Miss Leopard.

	“Speed is of the essence girls. You are in and then you are out. Messy room turns to wonderful, spotless, neat room. It takes ten minutes to do a room. If it takes longer, I will deal with you!”

	I hated these threats. They frightened me terribly. Mister Deacon could not protect me if he was not here.

	“There are three trolleys on each floor,” she continued briskly, “Each has clean sheets, towels and linen. They have coffee, biscuits and drinks. Soaps and everything else you need. Each room will have a card on its door handle say whether they want the room cleaned or not. If there are any guests in the room when you are cleaning, you make sure you do not bother them. Or else. Maids are seen but not heard, unless I am spanking them. Any complaints and I will deal with you!”

	She was so harsh with us that I felt my knees wobble. I was determined to be a good maid and not have Miss Leopard ‘deal with me’.

	She showed us how to make the beds and where everything in the room went. We were then partnered with an experienced maid and left to our own devices.

	My experienced maid was Pamela who was taken to rub her bottom all the time.

	When we were in the bathroom taking out the dirty towels, she confided with me in a very soft, sotto voice in case we were over heard.

	“Miss Leopard canned me this morning.”

	“Oh”, I said sympathetically. “She is a dreadful bully.”

	Pamela nodded, “All I did was forget to replace the shampoo and shower gel in one of the rooms.”

	I shook my head. Miss Leopard went further down in my estimation. What a petty thing to cane a maid over.

	“So, watch out,” Pamela warned, she is in a bad mood today!”

	I was about to reply that I was very careful with all the adults when a fierce male voice bellowed, “Hurry up in there!”

	We opened the door and a young man stood outside still in his squash kit. “I need to shower!”

	“Yes, sir, sorry sir,” we curtsied rushing out with the dirty towels.

	A lovely looking middle-aged woman, wearing a short white dress for a squash kit, arrived. She was obviously intent on looking sexy rather than sporting.

	I dumped the dirty towels into the trolley and grabbed some fresh white ones.

	When I returned, the woman was lying flat on the bed, as if exhausted. “Fetch me a glass of white wine from the fridge maid.”

	“Yes, Miss”, I bobbed neatly putting the towels in the bathroom where the young man was stripping for his shower.

	“This is heaven!” The woman shouted to her boyfriend.

	I opened the fridge and poured a white wine for the woman who was now lying with her eyes closed and rubbing her thighs together. Did she not realize I was still in the room!

	Then it dawned on me that maids do not count! Humph.

	I brought her, her glass.

	“I haven’t orgasmed so much since I was a teenager,” she giggled.

	The young man re-emerged. “We are trained to please,” he laughed collapsing nude on to the bed next to her, “No, disappointments with us.”

	I curtsied, anxious to be on my way.

	She put her arms around his neck, “And you are so big! You wonderful man you!”

	I closed the door and tutted as I heard her gasping towards yet another orgasm. I could see what they would be doing all day in their room!

	Then I heard Linda’s voice from earlier this morning in Miss Steel’s office. How she was returning to her room with Paulo. How embarrassed she was at me hearing this. I pictured her lying on her bed with that dreadful Paulo all over her. Would she be cooing up to him like that silly woman in the last room?

	Surely not. She would not look at another man. She had told me.

	Often!

	I pushed the trolley down to the next open door.

	Pamela shot out with a half-eaten tray of that morning’s breakfast.

	“Finished?” She indicated the previous room and when I nodded, she picked up a notepad attached to the trolley. You tick the room number.”

	I watched as she ticked ‘room 301, Miss Newman.’

	I nodded and then followed her into the next room. The corridor was full of maids busying themselves with their chores.

	In the space of little more than an hour we had completed two floors and my feet were killing me. How I longed to have my heels removed even for a meagre ten luxurious minutes.

	We gossiped whenever we were certain it was safe to do so.

	Pamela was going out with a woman tonight who liked male maids. In the sanctity of the rooms, she would confide with me how in love they were. “She is going to buy me very soon and then I will live in a lovely house in Dorset and cook and clean just for her.”

	I almost laughed out loud at how excited she was at the prospect of remaining a slave for the rest of her life. Indeed, she expected me to be pleased for her, as if spending the rest of my days as a male maid was the height of any girl’s aspirations. I mean any boy’s aspirations. Well, I am sure you know what I mean. Sometimes I felt so confused.

	I wondered if Mister Deacon would be inviting me out tonight. He had said that he would see me again. On the other hand, I had made such a fool of myself the night he was kind enough to give me a date that I feared he would never want to see me again. I thought about the wonderful wardrobe room, like a huge department store full of the most adorable clothes. Sexy lingerie, gorgeous dresses, erotic high heels. My prick grew and felt its unrelenting confines. I would give anything to spend more time in that wonderful room.

	How I hated this place and what it was doing to me.

	If I was not careful, I would end up like silly airhead Pamela desperate for an adult to buy me.

	We were on floor five and I was beginning to realize just how huge the Hotel was and how many guests it held.

	And everyone seemed to be having a good time apart from us maids. Though I did notice that many of the maids were bizarrely happy. As scared as they were when Miss Leopard was around, they all seemed contented enough as they carried out their chores.

	Couples cavorted quite openly about us. No doubt the wives and girlfriends of some of the maids here. And we could not do anything about it!

	I felt waves of anger building up in me. The painful heels, the constant bullying, all the relentless, silly chores. The silly girls like Pamela and Shelly who accepted it all. But worst of all was the thought of submitting myself to that horrible, Italian man if I wanted an orgasm.

	I did not fully notice the name at first. It was another room and another adult. Room 612 Miss Johnson.

	I ticked it as we finished and then it dawned on me that my wife was using her maiden name in that room. I walked back into it and looked about me.

	I opened the wardrobe and sure enough there were her clothes. Next to the double bed was her cuddly elephant she always kept.

	Double bed!

	Double bed with Paulo sleeping with her.

	I was livid. She could sleep with whom so ever she wished, (the whore!) and I could not even play with myself!

	3. Afternoon Break

	In the canteen everyone was quiet. We were all too exhausted to chatter.

	I sat nibbling at my tuna sandwich and carrot and I was fuming! I was livid. My wife was probably settling down to a real tuna steak and a bottle of cold Chablis.

	Shelly sat with us but did not dare raise her eyes to mine. I was not surprised. Fancy having to write to her wife’s lover to ask him to wank her, er... wank him.

	Tracy looked even more down beat and also avoided my eyes. She was obviously feeling the pressure as much as me.

	When we had finished eating Shelly turned to Tracy and whispered, “Have you sent your letter?”

	Tracy nodded, glanced at me and then shamefacedly looked away.

	I could not believe it. Tracy had succumbed. She had also written a letter to her wife’s lover. Two sluts!

	I had an hour to kill before I was to report to the bar on the second floor to help with waitressing. I wandered back to our own room feeling lonely and angry.

	I checked my roster on the clip board and saw that Mister Deacon had not asked for me this evening. I slumped on to the bed kicking my high heeled feet petulantly.

	When I got Linda back home, I would show her who wore the trousers! Suddenly I had to confront her. I had to teach her what was what. Tell her how dreadful this was for me and the other maids. Ask her, plead with her perhaps, to get us both out of this. She had the power and control to do it. Perhaps she did not realize that it was all up to her now that I had no say I the matter at all.

	Before I knew what was happening, I found myself getting out of the lift on the sixth floor.

	A woman came out of the room near me making me jump. I quickly curtsied but fortunately she just ignored me. Maids are just another piece of furniture in the Hotel.

	I was angry with Linda but also wary of being caught up here.

	Room 612 sat on a bend in the corridor near some tall plants.

	I tried to summon up the courage to knock but could not. I could not even bring myself to knock on my own wife’s door!

	It was so frustrating. I turned on my heels and walked back to the lift when a door burst open behind me.

	I held my breath and slowed down my wriggling walk, ensuring that palms were outright and lips pursed.

	I heard Paulo.

	“I’ll see you in the bar”. The door closed.

	Next thing I know I felt a hand under my skirt and my bottom being painfully pinched. I squealed and leaped up.

	“Out of the way, slut,” he demanded as he reached the lift and without paying me any further attention closed the door. The lift vanished.

	That was it. Linda was there all alone. This could be my only chance. I walked slowly back to the door.

	My heart was thumping like a steam piston.

	I tapped the door. Too quietly to be heard. What a coward I was turning into. I tapped slightly louder.

	The door opened revealing Linda in a toweling robe.

	I was breathless with fear. Suppose I was caught. Surely, she would not tell anyone.

	I curtsied. “Miss Johnson,” I whispered looking at the plush carpet around her bare feet.

	“Yes?”

	I could not look at her.

	“Yes, girl?”

	My eyes rolled up to meet hers and she saw my name badge.

	“Debbie!” She squealed delightedly, “Come in.”

	I bobbed and entered, “Thank you Miss Johnson.”

	With the door closed she beamed a huge smile, “Just let me look at you.”

	She held both my hands as I blushed awkwardly before her.

	“Don’t you look smart. All your dreams come true!”

	I wanted to tell her that it wasn’t my dream to be used like this. But I could not. I was so unused to talking to adults when I was a maid that my tongue sat still in mouth. Even on my date with Mister Deacon, the previous evening, I had been very subservient despite having permission to talk.

	“Please Miss Johnson “I stammered.

	She sat on the bed, her lovely legs crossed under her short white toweling gown. “What is it Debbie?”

	“Please Miss.”

	She was getting impatient. “Spit it out girl!”

	Girl! “Look,” I found myself saying, “I am not a girl. And I am not a silly little airhead who can’t add up!”

	She stared at me quizzically, as if I were a madman. Of course, she would not have known about the senseless sums that morning.

	I ploughed on, “Nor am I a little slut available for anyone’s pleasure, with me having to be grateful for it!

	Her mouth dropped open in shock, “Debbie.”

	But it was too late. I had opened a well of anger and frustration. For the first time since we had arrived, I was speaking my mind. “I am not Debbie.”

	I saw her smile at this and that made me dead mad.

	“And as for you shagging that apology for a man! I only leave you for a couple of nights and you are on your back beneath the first man that throws himself at you. No, the first man you throw yourself at! You are a cheap whore. A sad tart. A real slut! I’m not the slut! You are! Sucking his huge cock, spreading your legs.”

	Her cheeks reddened and she pursed her lips in the way that she does when she is incensed. “Have you finished little Debbie?” she spat emphasizing the words ‘little Debbie’.

	“Oh!” I realized what I had said, what I had done. If Miss Leopard or Miss Jaguar found out I would be beaten senseless. Oh, God suppose Linda told Miss Steel. “Uhm, er, Miss Johnson “I tried softly.

	The red in her cheeks grew into two angry spots. I had never seen her so wound up. Why had I not kept my mouth shut! “Little tramp, aren’t you! Bursting in here wasting my time with what your silly little head thinks. I thought maids had to be invited to rooms!”

	I curtsied sharply, “Yes, Miss Johnson, sorry Miss Johnson.”

	She lifted the phone.

	Oh God! I threw myself on my knees before her. “Please Miss Johnson, I am sorry, so sorry. Oh, Please Miss Johnson.”

	She tapped out a number. “Hello? Miss Johnson here,” she snapped looking at me, as she gave her maiden name, “is Paulo there please? Good.”

	She waited and I held my breath. What was she going to say?

	“Hi. It’s me, yes. Could you comeback up here a sec? Just a little difficulty with the staff.”

	She dropped the phone and I clenched my hands before my boobs. “Please Miss Johnson.” I did not use any words I was not supposed to say. I was desperate to placate her.

	She rose and walked over to the window. “You are a silly little airhead. For your information Paulo has been very sweet to me. We haven’t...” she flushed searching for the words but waved her hand at the bed to indicate what she meant.

	Oh. I felt so relieved.

	“But you thought I had. You even thought that I had sucked his,” she hated using vulgar words.

	“I’m sorry Miss Johnson… I er...” I wondered whether I should use words I was not allowed.

	“You horrible little maid, you.”

	I hung my head in shame, at thinking the worst of my adorable wife.

	“But as you already think I have, then perhaps I will.”

	I stood up, “Please Miss Johnson, no.”

	“But if I were you, I would worry about Paulo. As you have seen he has a terrible temper. What is he going to think if he sees you here?”

	I put my hands to my mouth. “Please Miss Johnson,” was all I could say.

	“I want him to spank you. I want to teach you a lesson for being so suspicious and untrusting. If you submit to it, then fine. You will be dismissed to do whatever silly airheaded maids like you do and then I will let Paulo have his way with me. Just to teach you a lesson. You thought it had already happened so it won’t hurt you.”

	“Oh, no, Please Miss Johnson, no.”

	She approached me and angrily took hold my chin. Why had I doubted her? “And just think you have asked for a month of this. You little pervert!”

	The door burst open and my worst nightmare was in the room.

	The door closed behind him.

	“A problem?”

	Linda sneered at me. I had never seen her like this before. “No, not really. Little Debbie has come up to apologize for that silly scene she caused in the bar.”

	Paulo rounded on me wagging his finger, as if I were a naughty school girl. I felt my eyes fill with tears.

	“You little tramp. You almost ruined our night!”

	Linda took hold of him around the waist and rested her head on his shoulder in a move that clearly surprised him. He took hold of her and she pushed her body into his, raised her lips to him and closed her eyes. He was taken aback at her move and suddenly I realized that all she had said had been true.

	I had suspected the worst. I had not trusted her and now she was punishing me. I could tell that she had not been close to him before. That up until now she had resisted him.

	He kissed her lightly and then she collapsed, as if her body were a deck of cards. He kissed her passionately. My wife!

	I looked on helplessly. Please stop I was thinking.

	When he finally came up for her air, he looked at me and spat, “Dismissed.”

	I curtsied and sped to the door my mind in a whirl.

	“Just a second,” said a hoarse Linda.

	I stopped, turned and bobbed a yes Miss Johnson.

	Linda was still irate with me for my evil thoughts. “I said she had come to apologize and I think she should be punished.”

	Oh no.

	Paulo laughed. “What would you like me to do to her?”

	“A simple spanking,” she said and plonked herself down into a deep armchair letting the robe ride up her thighs and fall open near her pussy. She would never do something that outrageous before we came to The Hotel.

	His hand gripped my arm and painfully dragged me to the edge of the bed. I waited for Linda to say stop. To say that I had been punished enough.

	“Please Miss Johnson,” I said

	Her eyes were cold. She wanted me to pay for what I had said to her.

	Paulo sat on the bed and tugged my arm. I knew what was expected of me, just like any of the maids in the hotel would know.

	I fell over his lap.

	I was so humiliated.

	He lifted up my skirt and tugged at the tight black panties, pulling them down. “How many?”

	Linda smirked down at me. “We are only allowed six, aren’t we?”

	“Six for each offence then they get reported to a supervisor. Usually, they agree to a further six rather than face one of the managers here.”

	Linda giggled and curled her bare legs up beneath her. “Two lots of six. How many would that be, maid?”

	6 plus 6? The answer flooded my mind before I could think. “Thirteen, Miss Johnson.”

	Paulo and Linda laughed uproariously at my stupidity. But for the life of me the real answer would not come to me. I tried to work it out by asking myself what 3 plus 3 was but the answer of 5 did not seem right either. I shook my fists.

	“Was she always as stupid as this?” Paulo laughed.

	“She could be,” Linda replied, giggling.

	“So, how many for a particularly stupid maid?” Paulo asked.

	“Just six on this occasion,” Linda said, relenting a little.

	I covered my face. My bottom exposed for my wife and her suitor to see.

	The six spanks would have been painful, even had my bum not been permanently sore.

	I squealed like a little girl. Pleading and begging. He was much stronger than I and held me easily over his lap, as if I were a child. He spanked me easily, until I had received the full six.

	He stood up quickly so that I rolled onto the carpet, at their feet crying.

	“Stand up,” barked Paulo.

	I did so my bum on fire.

	Linda stood proudly next to Paulo. “I trust you have leaned your lesson, Little Debbie?”

	“Oh, yes Miss Johnson,” I curtsied, as much as I could with my knickers around my thighs. One thing I had learned was not pull up my panties until I was instructed to do so.

	“Good, in that case,” she hugged Paulo, “you may leave us now.”

	I curtsied, “Yes, Miss Johnson, thank you miss Johnson.”

	“And Debbie?” Paulo said, as I headed eagerly for the door and safety.

	“Yes, sir?”

	“Don’t pull up your knickers until you reach your own room.”

	“Yes, sir,” I curtsied.

	“Oh, no,” Linda said. “I think she has been punished enough. No point in humiliating her in front of the entire hotel.”

	Paulo gripped her tightly making her gasp with pleasure. “I am taking charge of matters now my darling.”

	She put her hands on his shoulders, her robe falling open, as he hugged her. Her eyes were fixed hypnotically on his.

	“Yes,” she said breathlessly.

	“Perhaps I will ban you from wearing kickers when we go down to dinner tonight!”

	She stared up at him in delighted shock, her mouth hanging open, her voice barely a whisper. “No, one’s ever mastered me like that before!”

	He was about to kiss her when he noticed me. “Still here, slut? Off you wiggle. It will be a long journey with your knickers around your thighs!”

	I heard a muffled laugh from Linda, as she buried her head in his chest.

	I watched in horror, as her robe fell around her bare feet.

	She, my wife, was naked in the arms of the hunk who had spanked me and had now sent me back down to room, with my knickers on display beneath my skirt.

	I left as quickly as I could.

	I slammed the door shut and fell against it crying from pain, humiliation and frustration. I was so helpless. Everything I did got me into deeper trouble. Perhaps I really was an airhead. Perhaps I was someone who needed another person to tell me what to do and what to think.

	I moved away from the door and my panties slipped all the way down to my ankles.

	Oh no. He had specifically told me not to pull them up. But did that mean that I could not pull them back to my thighs? I so desperately wanted to pull them up. Would he ever find out? If he did, I knew I would be in for a session with Miss Leopard or Miss Jaguar.

	I wriggled daintily to the lift, my tight little knickers allowing very little movement. I dare not take them off, I dared not even touch them.

	The lift was deserted thank god. But my luck was out, it stopped at the very next floor when a group of women got in. They took one look at me with my panties around my stockinged ankles and let out shrieks of laughter.

	“Saves time, doesn’t it little maid,” one said. “Saves you having to keep pulling them up and down as you go from man to man.”

	Oh, the bitches!

	“Yes, Miss,” I said bobbing a curtsey.

	They got out at the ground floor and for a brief moment before the door closed, everyone in the lobby could see me. I closed my eyes, shutting out the cruel world.

	When I reached the sanctuary of my room, I hauled up my knickers and threw myself tearfully on the bed.

	I had ruined everything. Everything. Now I was stuck like this for a month, while my wife was upstairs with the man who had spanked me.

	All because of my silly mouth.

	“What on earth is wrong?”

	Cherry appeared from the bathroom. I had not realized anyone was here.

	I looked up at her through my tears. “I’ve been spanked by my wife’s boyfriend!” I blubbered. Boyfriend! My wife’s boyfriend! Had I really just said that?

	“Silly tart,” Cherry admonished me with a smile, “you haven’t got a wife. What you have got is a date!”

	I sat up on my sore bottom, as Cherry handed me the clipboard.

	Next to my name was Mister deacon and guest at seven thirty, outside the wardrobe room.

	Mister Deacon! My heart lifted. Wow. He did want to see me again.

	“See,” Cherry, said gayly, “things aren’t so bad, are they?”

	“No,” I stammered, “no.” Mister Deacon and guest. And guest. Who could that be?

	“And just as a silly little tramp can’t think things can get any better, look,” Cherry pointed to my bedside table.

	I followed her finger.

	A vase of red roses!

	I crawled across my bed to the flowers and saw a tiny note. It read, “With love and wishes, Mistress Shania.” The cool Mistress who had been ordering maids from Miss Steel for her party!

	“Oh.”

	“Things are looking up!” Cherry announced. “A man and a mistress all chasing your tail.”

	I did feel rather flattered.

	I was still rereading the note when the door thumped open and Miss Jaguar flew in. I saw her and leaped from the bed.

	Immediately I felt guilty about all the naughty things I had been up to since I had last seen her.

	“You two have dates tonight,” she glared warningly at me, “and I am pleased that you are still virgins. You make sure you let me know when you have passed The Point! I make short work of virgins.”

	Never, I thought to myself. Never would I pass The Point and never would I tell her. Though she looked quite god like in a tight leather trouser suit. She had a wonderful figure, curvy but firm.

	She walked past me knocking me out of the way like a playground thug. “And what is this?”

	She lifted up my vase of roses, as if they were contaminated. “Is he sending you flowers?”

	“No, Miss Jaguar,” I curtsied truthfully. ‘He’ was not sending me flowers.

	She saw the note. She went from being impatient to being ‘gale force seven’ angry. “The crafty bitch!”

	She turned on my thumping the flowers back onto the table. I jumped in fear.

	“You are a tramp aren’t you!”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” I knew what to answer. I felt Cherry making herself as small as possible behind me.

	“Flowers eh! So, you want flowers!”

	With that she stormed out of our room slamming the door shut.

	After a moment of safety to make sure that she was not going to return Cherry and myself collapsed onto the bed giggling with relief.

	“Oh, you like flowers do you!” mimicked Cherry in a funny voice.

	Our giggling was cut short by the door opened again and Miss Jaguar was soon standing in the middle of the room surreally holding a huge bouquet of flowers. I bet she had not held flowers in her hands since the day she was born.

	“Here, slut. There’s more here than she gave you, isn’t there?”

	I took them and bobbed a ‘Thank you, yes Miss Jaguar’.

	Looking absurdly pleased with herself she turned and left the room.

	I looked at my bouquet then at Cherry and we both giggled.

	Being a maid was not all bad. Especially if you are popular like I.

	4. Wardrobe

	Indeed, Cherry and myself were at the wardrobe room an hour early in order to get prepared for our dates.

	Miss Tiger was her usual stuffy self. Name, instructions and all that. But I did not mind. Being here was being in heaven. If my wife was going to be made love to by that hunk then I would enjoy dressing up in here amongst all these adorable clothes.

	Cherry was asked to wear a hot pants suit, something which made her gasp and giggle. I waited impatiently for my directions. I wondered whether it would be a long evening dress or a split dress like stars in the magazines wear.

	“Short white dress, black high heeled boots,” Miss Tiger snorted. “Not exactly blessed with imagination this lover of yours! That’s what you had last time.”

	He most certainly was not my lover! “Yes, Miss Tiger,” I bobbed.

	“Only this time it is boots up to the knee.”

	“Yes, Miss Tiger,” I squealed as I dashed with Cherry into the clothing racks with the other maids.

	Miss Tiger shouted after us, “and black underwear for both of you sluts!”

	“Yes, Miss Tiger,” we shouted back giggling.

	I found the white dress I had worn before. It was as crisp and new as when I had first worn it. We helped each other dress and suddenly Cherry stopped giggling, “look,” she whispered.

	I looked up and there was Shelly wearing a ballerina’s tutu, with the ruffled skirts sticking out at 90 degrees to her waist. She wore white tights and a white decoration in her hair.

	She saw us and approached self-consciously. Her name tag sat just below her low white top.

	She was a ballerina in everything but footwear. There she wore white high heeled sandals.

	“Hi,” we said, neither of us wanting to comment on how ridiculous she looked.

	“Hi Debbie, Cherry,” she said glumly trying a brave smile. “I am experiencing The Point tonight and this is how they want me.”

	“Oh,” I said, trying not to sound too shocked.

	“You look very sexy,” Cherry said sisterly.

	“Thanks,” said an unconvinced Shelly, “It’s my fault, really. Trouble is I insisted on my wife going to ballet lessons long after she had got bored with them. When I told her one day it wasn’t because of the way she danced but because I thought she looked dead sexy dressed as one, she became really cross with me.” She tickled the protruding hem of the tutu. I guess she hadn’t forgotten.”

	Cherry and I bit our pink lipsticked lips to stop ourselves from giggling at her plight.

	“Still,” Cherry said, “you do look adorable.”

	She was not convinced.

	“Well,” I tried, “if she looked sexy in it, imagine how you look in it!”

	That seemed to cheer her up and she stood in front of one of the mirrors twisting around and ogling herself. “Do you think so?”

	We both nodded pleased that we had cheered her up.

	She had brightened up at the thought but then her face fell sad, again. “Mind you, it’s a shame about poor Tracy, though.”

	“Oh?” Cherry and I said together just as Tracy appeared through the lines of clothes.

	I am afraid that I giggled out loud and Cherry had to put her hand over her mouth.

	“You look very…” I tried to find the right words through my laughter.

	“Ok, ok,” Tracy said dismissively.

	Cherry had to look away to stop herself from laughing but I was desperate to see how Tracy looked from the back.

	I had never seen a bunny girl in real life before. With a pink suit, collar, cuffs, bunny ears and a small neat bushy tail.

	Her fishnet tights rode all the way down to a pair of white high heels, locked, of course around her ankles.

	“You two will have to go through it when you’re brave enough to face The Point,” Tracy pouted.

	“Not me,” I announced superiorly.

	Cherry touched her arm confidentially, “I have already done it. Her boyfriend had me in a lap dancers tiny bra and G string!”

	They all laughed at this though I could not see what was funny.

	Rather a knot had tied itself in my tummy. Suddenly I realized that all the girls had been through this. And try as I might I always ended up doing exactly the same as all the other maids. We were a team of Barbies, who were controlled and manipulated by determined, hard Dominatrixes, who were sending us down exactly the same path.

	Sooner or later, I realized, I would be standing here in some ridiculous outfit waiting to humiliated by my wife’s lover.

	A lover I had forced on my wife with my silliness.

	An idle comforting thought hit me. Perhaps they had not made love this afternoon. Perhaps Linda would understand that I had been punished enough with my spanking, followed by my ordeal of parading through the hotel with my panties around my ankles.

	While Shelly admired her tutu, now convinced that she looked sexy and Tracy plucked her ears so that they stayed upright, I pulled on my lovely white sleeveless dress and knee length boots.

	I changed my knickers for a new pair of black lacy ones hanging in the lingerie department.

	I am afraid to say that feeling very pleased with myself I went back to the other girls. There I ogled my sexy reflection knowing that the bunny girl and ballet dancer would be even more humiliated by the more conventional dress I was allowed to wear.

	My feeling of supremacy was short lived as my prick grew uncomfortably large in its steel confines. With a shock I realized that in an hour or so Shelly and Tracy would be released and allowed to orgasm. Thereafter, any guest they pleased could make them cum.

	I looked at the bunny outfit and the ballet girl and suddenly the momentary shame of a few hours’ humiliation seemed a cheap price to pay for such a reward.

	I was sure Mister Deacon would help me cum and if not he, definitely Miss Jaguar, (if I could trust her!), and then of course there was mistress Shania. She seemed very nice.

	As it happens, Cherry hated her hot pants suit. Its one-piece nature, pulled it tight between her legs, making her very uncomfortable. Though she did look very sexy in it, with lots of thigh on display and a neat bottom at the back.

	My penis responded yet again. I looked away and tried to think of something unerotic but dressed as I was, in the room full of girls’ clothes next to these sexily dressed tramps my penis carried on painfully growing in its confines until it pinched itself.

	5.

	I met Mister Deacon outside the wardrobe room at eight in amongst the crowd of girls and their dates. I just saw Tracy and Shelly being taken away by two laughing women and their boyfriends. It was a while before Tracy’s pink ears disappeared into the lift.

	Mister Deacon was very excited. “You look stunning!”

	“Thank you, kind sir,” I giggled and bobbed to him. I knew he would like how I was dressed but it was nice to hear it.

	He took hold of my hand and led me to the lift. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”

	Oh God his guest! Would that be another hunk like him? Or some horrible greasy fat bloke? Or was it his friend from that first night?

	I watched Cherry going off in her hot pants suit with a middle-aged woman who was all over her. Cherry obviously loved having her bottom played with.

	We reached the restaurant and I looked about the bar for my wife and Paulo.

	Had they made love that afternoon? There was no sign of them. At first, I felt relieved. They must have had a row. She will come and get me now.

	Then a dreadful notion haunted me. They were still in bed together!

	I thought of that woman in the squash outfit lying on the bed desperate for her young lover and what she had said about him being so big and him saying that they were trained to be good.

	My inward tortures were broken by Mister Deacon gripping my bare arm. He could be quite rough at times. I would have a word with him about that one day. He hauled me to some sofas near reception.

	There was a group of men standing around drinking. I wondered which one was his guest.

	“Debbie I would like you to meet someone.”

	A woman in her late twenties rose from a sofa holding a glass of wine. She was dark blond and wore a short, black evening dress. She looked me up and down suspiciously, even coldly.

	“You must be Debbie,” she said off handedly, as if she would rather be anywhere other than here.

	“Debbie, this is my wife, Mrs. Deacon, and I know you two are going to really get along!” Mister Deacon enthused.

	I looked at the blond who eyed my sexy clothing. I knew she felt the same as I. We most certainly were not going to get along at all!


Part Five

	1.

	I was upset when I realized that Mister Deacon had brought along his sexy looking blond wife for dinner with me. I had been hoping for more fun at his hands. As you’ll recall I shamed myself by having quite a bit of fun at his hands! But he had been very sweet about it and to be honest I was rather hoping he would milk me again.

	As Mister Deacon ordered for us, I was aware that she was as uncomfortable about the situation as I was. I felt, oddly, that I was closer to her husband than she was! I wondered if she knew about what he had done with me on the balcony. There again I thought of all the close ties that they had. I felt a bit jealous and, although I obediently kept my lips pursed and eyes wide, I narrowed both just a little when I faced her.

	I also found myself pushing my boobs out as much as I could, though I noted that she did the same! And they were real! Suddenly I felt deep, angry envy. No matter how realistic the artificial ones where they would never be real like hers. I felt certain that Mister Deacon would love playing with his wife’s nipples and that she was blessed with having feeling in them. Still, I was not going to let her win ‘the showing off the tits show’! I kept my back straight and shoulders back.

	“Well, are you sure you haven’t gone gay!” Mrs. Deacon spat at her husband.

	Up until then the conversation had been somewhat stilted between them and mainly ranged over the Hotel and its facilities. Of course, I made no comments unless Mr. Deacon asked me to agree with him when I would reply “Yes, Mister Deacon” and his wife would sigh her displeasure at me.

	“It won’t just be maids having their bottoms spanked around here if you are not careful!” Mister Deacon said coldly to Mrs. Deacon.

	She fidgeted and blushed at the threat. I was pleased to see a man taking a firm hand of his woman. She saw that my pursed lips now threatened a smile and she looked away. I felt quite pleased with myself in a catty sort of way. I was rather hoping that he might indeed spank her. Teach her a good lesson.

	“Well,” she tried again, more softly, “what am I supposed to think when you ask if we can have her for our home!”

	Uh? My mind stopped working. Frozen amongst the gentle clatter of the restaurant with its polite chat and classical music billowing around the warm room.

	Mister Deacon filled our glasses with wine and continued, “Don’t be daft! Look at her. It is a heterosexual man’s dream come true. A blond, obedient, bimbo who will do anything!”

	“Anything?” she arched her eyebrow at me, as if I was a slut. I wished Mister Deacon would spank her bottom for that insolence. It would be nice to be defended by him.

	“Of course. That’s the idea. Male maids can only get released from their chastity belts if they are good. And believe me, they are very good. They have to be. They have no choice.”

	Mrs. Deacon sipped her wine and regarded me with a smirk, “Anything?”

	“Anything!”

	“So, the ironing, the cleaning, cleaning the toilets!” She guffawed incredulously.

	“Exactly. They are perfect for domestic chores. Anything that requires little thought initiative. It is the only things they can do. Once they have been here a few weeks they become so institutionalized that they cannot exist without someone else in firm control. Someone to tell them what to do and when to do it. Without an adult they are completely lost. It would be a sin not to dominate them.”

	Mrs. Deacon giggled. “And you get your dick sucked and get to fuck her whenever you want?” She said knowingly.

	“Only when you are not in the mood darling,” he said taking hold of her hand.

	Again, I caught my breath. I do feel that at times it would be useful if we maids were allowed to speak freely. Although are supposed to be allowed to speak on dates I hardly dared say anything for fear of punishment. It was always better to remain tight lipped, or pouty lipped.

	My attention was drawn to Mrs. Deacon noting how demeanor altered as he held her fingers. She softened. Her face flushed a little and she smiled prettily. How could she fall for that, I wondered? He takes her hand and she is like putty!

	“And me?” She asked sweetly, “Do I get sexual pleasure from her?”

	Mister Deacon licked his lips, a rather ugly mannerism I thought. “Of course. Especially if I can watch!”

	Mrs. Deacon laughed. “Oh, you get all your fantasies don’t you! Lesbian sex! She turned to me and put her hand on mine, which I felt was a nice gesture. “Only if we let him watch eh?” She laughed emphasizing the words ‘if we let’.

	I liked her holding my hand it made me feel so warm, and I giggled back, nodding eagerly. It would be amusingly naughty for two blonds to control a man.

	“She has no say in it,” Mister Deacon announced.

	Humph! He could be a real party pooper sometimes.

	His wife’s face lit up. “That’s true, because she only does as she is told!” Then she laughed and let her head nod to the side, her hair falling onto her shoulder. I felt very aroused in my chastity device.

	Our meals arrived and I watched him winning her over to his argument. Something a man with his charm and confidence could easily do. I was waiting for him to ask me what I thought of being the little sex toy and domestic slave! I would tell him! I would not say anything silly and get into trouble, obviously, but I would roll my eyes to the ceiling and pout. That would show him!

	But they did not ask me my view about much at all. Mrs. Deacon wanted to know if it was really impossible for me to cum without being released by an adult. Then she admired my dress, which was very sweet of her and I asked her where she got her sexy black cocktail number from.

	Mister Deacon was not happy with such girly talk, “you’ll have plenty of time for such inane conversation while I am at work.”

	I was beginning to tire of Mister Deacon’s sexist remarks. In fact, I was rather warming to his wife who I felt sure would release me and let me play with myself whenever I wanted. Mister Deacon did not understand the effort we girls put into looking this good. I was desperate to tell Mrs. Deacon about the Wardrobe Room. I knew she would love that! But obviously we were not allowed to talk about such ‘inane’ matters before a man! Who did men think they were anyway!

	I felt my prick grow firmer within its unyielding restraint. The wearing of this sexy apparel before a real man with a firm hand and his sexy wife was getting to me. I felt my head clouding over again. Oh, no! The last thing I wanted was a repeat performance of the last occasion when I lost control of myself. Especially with his nice wife watching.

	“So, it is settled?”

	“You said that there is a trial period first?” His wife asked, eating her meal.

	I tucked into my salad and brown bread as I listened to Mister Deacon reply, “and for Debbie here too. If she does not like it, then we have to return her to The Hotel and try another maid.”

	“I like our maid!” Pouted Mrs. Deacon.

	“Exactly.”

	I stopped chewing in shock and grinned. I kept my head bowed so no one could see me smiling, but I was so proud of myself.

	Mrs. Deacon twisted some pasta thoughtfully around a fork in front of her red lips. “But that means we have to be nice to her and stuff. Suppose I have to tell her off?”

	Mister Deacon shook his head, as if trying to explain things to a small child. “No, no, no. She gets punished where ever she is. Whether in the Hotel or in our home. Makes no difference to her. I just think she would like some time off. Some time to herself.” He looked into my eyes as he spoke and rested his hand on mine. My stomach turned to jelly, my knees went weak and I oozed precum into my knickers. “She might like to choose her own clothes. She could be allowed to buy something whenever she had been extra special good. Perhaps we would let her stay up late, give her chocolates...”

	Chocolates, I thought!

	“...to be treated firmly but fairly.”

	I smiled, wanting to reach out and hug him. That was it exactly! I felt my other hand taken by Mrs. Deacon and turned to see her looking deeply into my eyes. “It would be like having a maid, a sex toy and a sister all at the same time.”

	My head swam with ecstasy. I was desperate to cum. I would do anything for either of them!

	“Shall we find out upstairs?” He asked her with relish.

	She gasped. “Fuck this dinner let’s go up now!”

	“Yes, yes, yes,” I breathlessly said.

	For a moment, they paused and looked at me in silence. I had not spoken much during the meal, so my outburst was quite a shock to them. They looked at each other and burst out laughing. I found myself giggling and then suddenly I was swept to my high heeled feet and hauled by the both of them towards the lift.

	I was squashed between Mister Deacon and his wife, their arms tightly around me, as the lift doors opened.

	Getting out was Linda, my wife, with Paulo, also hugging each other. At first, Linda smiled at the jovial threesome she saw before her but when she noted my name tag her jaw dropped. She looked me and Mrs. Deacon up and down, as if we were medical exhibits. She then looked at Mister Deacon before glaring back at me.

	But I could not resist it. She had her fun with her stupid lover and I was going to have mine with my two lovers! I poked my tongue out at her and watched as her cheeks flushed the two circles of anger I had witnessed before she had made Paulo spank me.

	But I didn’t care. Mister Deacon would protect me. We got into the lift and sped up to their floor.

	With my arms trapped behind their backs, I felt deliciously helpless. I rubbed up against both of them like a cat in heat. I could not wait. They would surely release me on this occasion. I did not realize that I could dribble so much precum! My knickers were soaked between my legs.

	Wet knickers was something else that I felt certain I had in common with Mrs. Deacon.

	Once in their room he removed his jacket revealing his muscular frame. She dropped her dress from her own more delicate shoulders and stepped out of it. What a figure she had. I was so envious! She did not need a waist clincher to draw in her tummy and flush out her hips. She was not in need of glued on falsies. All she wore about her waist was a suspender belt. She had a lacy bra and panties and those stockings with the ornate lacy top. So much sexy flesh around the areas of lacy black. We had the same taste in lingerie!

	I looked at Mister Deacon, “Shall I remove my dress, Mister Deacon?” I asked eagerly.

	“No, no slut. Open a bottle of wine from the fridge and bring three glasses.

	“Yes, sir!” I announced with a playful curtsey, which he really liked. You should have seen the long bulge in his trousers! But I was desperate to impress the both of them.

	When I returned, they were lying on the bed, he in just his boxers, she in sexy garb, making out.

	They were miles away.

	I put the glasses down and poured the wine. But what should I do? Was I allowed to join them on the bed? If I was a real free girl I could. But an obedient maid? I stood at the bedside rubbing my stockinged legs together.

	I coughed to attract their attention, but they were too far gone to hear anything. This was so unfair. I stamped my foot and coughed louder but now he was taking off her bra. I wanted to do that. I wanted to worship her wonderful breasts.

	As he threw her bra onto the floor, he saw me, as if for the first time. I smiled as nicely as I could, knowing full well that I was simpering. I could not do anything else. I was desperate to please them.

	“I suppose you would like to join us, slut?”

	“Yes, sir. Please sir,” I wriggled, my body helplessly in the grip of raw lust.

	They both laughed. He turned to his wife and said to her, “Give it a try then. Take charge of the slut!”

	Mrs. Deacon giggled and sat up her lovely boobs bouncing. I so wanted a pair like that! I stood to writhing attention before her, beaming like a school girl, opening her birthday presents.

	“Right then, slut,” she laughed, “erm,” she turned to her husband for guidance, “can I ask her to remove her dress?”

	“No,” he replied drily.

	We were both disappointed. She looked at me and shrugged her shoulders with a helplessly apology. I felt like I was going to cry with frustrated rage.

	“No,” he repeated with a cheeky grin filling his face, “but you can command her to!”

	Oh. I gasped feeling my head swirling again. She threw both her hands to her face, laughing like mad. “No, one would ever obey me!”

	‘Try me, try me, try me’, I thought

	She sat up against the bed, head looking mischievously at me. “Ok slut, get your dress off!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I giggled, obeying her immediately. I wanted her to know that I would follow through with her every instruction.

	I let the gorgeous white dress fall to the floor but could not bare to leave it there. I picked it up and folded it neatly over a chair.

	“Get between us, slut,” she barked before giggling like a young girl.

	I crawled between them feeling their warmth and energy, and inadvertently feeling something else of Mister Deacon’s!

	She ran her hand over my cincher. “Does this come off?”

	Mister Deacon kissed her over the top of me, leaving me panting, “No, only the staff can remove it. It’s locked at the rear. The locks were designed in Switzerland. No one can pick them or break them.”

	She nodded and moved down between my legs laughing loudly at what she discovered. She pulled at my metal and rubber chastity belt. “I should have one of these for my dog of a husband. Especially when he is working away from home with these sexy sluts about him!”

	“Maybe I should get you a chastity belt,” Mister Deacon said seriously, “especially when I leave you two tramps alone together!”

	“Oh, look,” she squealed, “here’s the lock. It is so tiny!” Then she looked up at me with a wicked smile. “The lock I mean!”

	I smiled at her cheek. She was certainly getting into the role of mistress of the house.

	“No, you don’t,” laughed Mister Deacon and we all laughed at that.

	“True,” she mused. “Yours could certainly not fit into this tiny cylinder.” She said to her husband.

	I felt her soft long fingers playing between my legs and I arched my back and moaned. Before I became a maid I had never felt as turned on as this. Someone just had to touch me and I would go wild. My penis inflated and the horrible cylinder of metal did its evil uncompromising work by squeezing it. I felt tears in my eyes I turned to Mister Deacon and whispered, “Please sir, let me cum.”

	He stroked my hair back from eyes, “Come on now Debbie you know what you must do to be allowed that little reward.”

	I nodded and yelled, “I will do it. I will do anything. I promise. Just let me cum right now. Please.”

	Mrs. Deacon sat up, “What is a matter with the poor dear? Surely you are going to release her. She is in agony.”

	“Rules of the house. It’s up to her. She has to pass something called, The Point first. She knows the rules.”

	“Well go and do it babe,” Mrs. Deacon said.

	“She has to arrange it first,” Mister Deacon pointed out. “and it is quite an event for the maids here. Leave it with her to sort out.”

	“What does it entail?” She asked.

	I wanted to pull the sheet up over my head rather than see her hear of the ordeal I was supposed to face.

	“All the maids come here with a woman. It is the price of admittance. One man, one woman. The man becomes a maid while the woman meets and marries a new macho man.”

	I writhed between them, “Please, please.”

	“So?”

	Mister Deacon drew breath to explain the hard part, “Well the maid has to offer herself to the woman’s new man before he can ever be allowed to cum.”

	Mrs. Deacon smiled at me warmly, “Go on then dear. You’re just as big a slut as I am! Go on offer yourself to him!”

	“Trouble is,” Mister Deacon explained, “the woman he arrived with was his wife.”

	I arched my back inviting her to use her hand again but I found that she was stroking my face and my aching sex was left gasping for attention.

	“Oh, you poor dear.”

	At least she felt sorry for me. She stroked down my body to my corset and then stopped.

	“How much would real boobies cost?” She asked her husband.

	“Well, the Hotel offers package prices if...”

	I cut him short I thrust myself up at Mrs. Deacon kissing her open mouthed, not daring to use my tongue.

	I heard Mr. Deacon laughing and whisper to his wife, “Watch this.”

	I felt his hand push down my knickers and his fingers probe my welcoming asshole. I knew what to do. I pushed back until I jolted and spasmed, cumming between my legs.

	Once again, I felt only vaguely satisfied. I had been milked but denied the pleasure that can only come with ejaculation from an erect member.

	I reached over to Mrs. Deacon for a cuddle but she threw herself over me onto her husband.

	2.

	I got back to my maid’s room late and exhausted to find Samantha and Trisha with fixed smiles sitting side by side on the bed in their underwear preparing themselves for bed. I had the impression that the smiles were forced and that they were not at all happy. I wondered if they had both been beaten.

	Cherry was dressed in a neat short skirted suit with high heel shoes that were not locked to her ankles! I was shocked. Miss Jaguar would be checking on us soon and if she found Cherry like that there would be World War Three!

	As I closed the door Cherry thrust her hand in my face and it took a moment for my eyes to register the ring on her finger. A simple thin band of shining steel.

	“Look, look Debbie. I am free of this place. Isn’t it wonderful!” She was nearly hysterical.

	I was dumbfounded. Free. But how?

	Trisha spoke softly with her fixed smile, “Her boyfriend is taking her out of here for a month’s trial.” She emphasized the words ‘month’s trial’ with her teeth clenched together. But nothing could affect Cherry’s joy.

	Cherry waved her hands girlishly. “He says that he will buy me a new outfit every week!”

	“If you’re good,” cut in Samantha waspishly attaching her night time collar to her throat.

	“Oh, I will be.”

	“So long as he does not rename you dog again,” Trisha spitefully pointed out.

	I had the impression that Trisha and Samantha were dead jealous of Cherry’s good fortune.

	I must say that I felt a bit pissed off too. I mean why she and not I! I thought then of Mister and Mrs. Deacon upstairs and felt compelled to point out, “Yes, and I hope to be free soon too. A couple rather likes me actually.” I walked into the bathroom having made my point.

	“Well, you throw yourself at everyone, don’t you darling?” Trisha said with her fixed grin now set in concrete.

	I narrowed my eyes at her and she looked away. Bitch I thought.

	I prepared for bed wondering what it would be like to sleep alone for the first time since I had arrived here. How long ago was that. One day? Three days? More. I tried to work it out, but Miss Harrington’s math had put me out of kilter with numbers. Nothing made sense anymore. I would have to ask an adult to help me work it out. But there again, I mused, what did it matter?

	I returned to find that Trisha and Samantha had locked themselves together at neck and groin and were wriggling with the hum of the vibrator in their bums. Cherry had a dreadful superior look on her face which made me even more mad with her.

	Just then the door opened and Miss Leopard came in dragging a very mannish looking male maid with her. The maid was flushed pink and scared to death. Miss Leopard shook him sadistically by his ear and told him to take his maid’s dress off. He nervously set about getting it off. Hopelessly struggling with the apron bows at his back.

	“You ready yet, slut?” Miss Leopard asked Cherry.

	Cherry waved her hands about to show off her suit. I had to admit it did look sexy and smart. The Bitch I thought again. I wondered if there was another one like it in the Wardrobe Room. I might wear it on a date.

	“Right, get upstairs to the lobby where the fool is waiting for you!”

	I thought Cherry was going to wet herself with excitement. She said her goodbyes to us, kissing us each on the cheek. We tried our best at wishing her the best of luck and then she was gone. Suddenly I was sad.

	The new maid was now comically attempting to unzip the back of the dress. Miss Leopard unsurprisingly lost patience and dragged the zip down, hauling the dress from his shoulders. I thought he was going to burst into tears again. He stood humiliated before us dressed in his corset, stockings, panties and heels.

	I picked up the chains from the table top as Miss Leopard put the collar around the new maid’s neck. Miss Leopard then took the name tag from the discarded dress and pinned it above her left boob. It read ‘Sally’.

	“You always wear a name tag stupid bitch! How can the adults recognize you if you don’t?”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” he squealed, eyes closed fearing that he was about to be struck again.

	Miss Leopard then steered the frightened male maid so that he was standing toe to toe with me. I attached the chain between our chastity belts first, that is the easiest way to perform the night’s ritual. I then attached the short length of chain between our necks and saw Sally’s eyes widen with horror as she was drawn into kissing range of me. She immediately pulled back her head, hurting me.

	Miss Leopard swatted her ass. “This is Sally, girls. She is a particularly stupid maid so she will be at home with you three.”

	We forced a giggle at her demeaning joke.

	“Make her feel welcome and make sure she is ready for school tomorrow morning!” Miss Leopard then came right up to my face and felt my knickers. “I thought I couldn’t hear anything Debbie. Always leave the best bit until last do you? Clever girl.” She got my black vibrator from a drawer and handed it to me. “Why not show Sally what will be expected of her at her first day in school.”

	I took the vibrator and tried to curtsey as best I could with the frightened Sally anchored to me, though she would have done anything not to be so close to me at that moment.

	I sucked the vibrator into my mouth making the usual ‘oh yes, oh yes’ noises and moaning. Actually, for some reason I quite enjoyed the feeling now. It was nice to have something so firm and hard in your mouth, to be able to suck it and lick it. I felt the clink of chains as the mortified Sally made another futile effort to escape.

	“Now I will help you with the rest,” Miss Leopard said maliciously. “Sally will enjoy seeing you perform the last part.”

	“Thank you, Miss Leopard,” I said, as I handed her the dildo and buckled my knees to spread my little hole for her.

	My knickers were pulled back and I felt the wet object slide into me. I performed the usual gasping noises, though I must say, not without pleasure. I tried to use Miss Leopard’s grip on it to help push it against my g-spot and attain another milking. But Miss Leopard kept total control by easing it gently in and out.

	“Miss Jaguar would like to do this to you wouldn’t she,” Miss Leopard laughed.

	I moaned like a whore before the entire length was inserted and my knickers pulled into position.

	Sally was now as far away from me as the chains would permit, that is to say about four centimeters. Silly girl I thought.

	“Good night girls,” Miss Leopard laughed and then left us.

	Once the door closed, I said, “Just do as I do and we’ll get to the bed.”

	Sally shook his head, his pink lipstick lips parting in horror.

	“Are you allowed to speak?” he whispered to me in shock.

	“In some places. Don’t worry, you’ll soon find out where you can speak and where you can’t” I motioned him towards the bed again.

	“I am not getting into bed with a... a... a...” he searched for the right words, “a gay person.”

	I heard the other two giggle, as they climbed into bed. “Looks like you’ll be sleeping standing up Debbie,” said Samantha.

	“Make a change from being on your back in bed,” teased Trisha.

	I tried to calm him but he was trembling like a leaf. “I am not gay. Don’t worry.” I saw that he was not convinced. “and even if I were, I would not be able to do much, would I?” I smiled as warmly as I could, given the fact that I was tired, drained, pissed off at Cherry getting out and now being lumbered with this apology for a maid.

	“I can’t sleep with a...” he paused, “I mean you are a fella, aren’t you?”

	Trisha thought this hysterical. I must admit that I giggled.

	He seemed to be even more put out by our laughing. “You see this is just a big mistake,” he explained breathlessly.

	“Tell me about it in bed,” I said trying once again to maneuver the dildo with my bottom muscles. I could do it so far but not hold it for long enough to get it to milk me.

	Eventually we got into bed and I pulled the duvet over us. As the lights went out Sally leaned in close to me and I used the opportunity to rub my groin against his in another attempt to try and cum.

	“You see,” Sally began, “it’s my wife that I am worried about.”

	“Oh, yes,” I mumbled rubbing my stockinged legs together. This was sheer torture. I was so excited and could not cum. Yet somehow Mister Deacon had put his hand inside me and milked me. I wriggled the dildo around but it was useless.

	“She brought us here for a couple of days. I must admit that I quite like the idea of playing at being a maid. But then she was taken away by this great big man, he must have been about six foot four. Really muscular. And since then, I have not been allowed to speak. I tried to explain to them their mistake. They think I am a real maid like you girls. But I only want to play some games and then go home.”

	I patted his bottom affectionately. “Don’t worry your little head about it right now. You can explain it all tomorrow”.

	“Do you think they will tell my wife where I am. She will be awfully worried. I wonder what she’s doing right now?”

	I was now drifting away into my usual frustrated sleep. An image appeared of my wife naked in Paulo’s arms and I felt like crying. I was in a situation that I had created but in which I was powerless. Even my wife could make choices for herself. I was totally dependent on others.

	I dreamed of being a good obedient maid. But everybody laughed at me. The better my behavior the more I was spanked and abused. In the end I was left crying and helpless in the middle of the Hotel lobby.

	Then the short, dark-haired and dark eyed Mistress, Mistress Shania appeared. She led me away to a wedding suite. She was so cool and in control. Her domination was so effortless, not like the silly Mistress Cats. Beside the bed were the flowers she had bought me. I felt so grateful to her that I lay on my back and offered her my body.

	She leaned down, as if to kiss me, but simply whispered, “After The Point darling, after The Point.”

	I groaned and woke up sweating but I knew what I had to do.

	3.

	Sally got dressed in the school girl outfit of white blouse and pleated skirt but did not stop jabbering about the error they had made.

	I always loved the feeling when I unlocked my heels for the brief moment it took to shower and change.

	I pulled on my white socks over my smooth legs and locked the school shoes on to my feet.

	Sally confided in me, “As soon as someone comes here, I will tell them that they have messed with the wrong man here. I will sue them for millions.”

	“Yes, Sally,” I said buttoning up my blouse and carefully positioning my name tag.

	“I mean it!” he declared. “You’ll see. And my name isn’t Sally it’s...”

	The door thumped open before Sally could give me the useless information of what her former name was. Miss Leopard entered the room. Tall, elegant, black and I thought rather sexy in her one-piece leather catsuit.

	My penis filled its confines and I desperately rubbed at the front of my skirt. Tonight, I was going to be able to cum! I had decided to face up to The Point. The other girls had passed it and so would I.

	“Right!” Sally announced jumping to her bare feet her little skirt flapping about her tight white knickers.

	She would soon learn that you couldn’t make any sudden movements in such a short, flared skirt, without revealing your all.

	Miss Jaguar grinned that wicked smile of hers and I felt my stomach turn over. I hoped she would realize that it was nothing to do with me.

	“Why Sally, no socks, no shoes. You will be late for school!” Miss Jaguar’s eyes were dark holes of unforgiving domination.

	I saw Sally whither before her like a frightened mouse. If I did not have to stand with palms facing outwards, elbows in and lips pursed I would have giggled at Sally’s predicament. After all it was of her own making. I was dressed like a good girl.

	Sally immediately struggled with her socks. I know how hard it is to do anything when you have an adult before you ready to beat you.

	“Please Miss Jaguar I just wanted to...”

	Miss Jaguar cupped her hand beneath the silly maid’s chin and I heard Trisha suck in her breath in fear. “You stupid slut. Have I given you permission to speak?”

	“No, Miss Jaguar,” Sally’s voice wavered.

	“When you have finished getting dressed stand facing the bed, bent over with your hands on it. Knickers around your ankles.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” Sally tried to nod in Miss Jaguar’s iron grip.

	I smirked. It was satisfying seeing a maid as stupid as Sally getting punished. Who did she think she was! Trying to pretend that she is not like the rest of us!

	Miss Jaguar released Sally by pushing her head back on the bed before turning to face me. I felt my skin turn cold and my bowels wanted to empty. I hated that way her black eyes drilled right through me. “and Debbie, dear, weren’t you supposed to help Sally get dressed and ready for school?”

	I swallowed hard and dipped a curtsey, “Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	Miss Jaguar looked up to the ceiling and pursed her lips like we maids have to do, but she was doing it in thought. “Well then it is only fair that you join the errant little Miss in her punishment isn’t it?”

	Oh Jesus! That wasn’t fair! That silly Sally had messed up everything for me! “Yes, Miss Jaguar,” I said hoarsely.

	“I will be back before you are released for breakfast girls.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” we all curtsied.

	As soon as she left, I glared at Sally. She could not even meet my eyes!

	So, for a full ten minutes I was bent over the bed, white panties around my ankles, skirt raised, hands on the bed next to the stupidest new recruit they had probably ever found.

	Every time Sally tried to apologize, I told her to keep her mouth shut and rest it before she had to use it in class. Of course, I was referring to the dildo business but she did not understand what I meant.

	Miss Jaguar returned and asked us whether we had each learned the error of our ways. We both genuinely and eagerly replied “Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	“Good,” she said and I could see in my mind her horrible superior smirk. “Then I will be lenient. After all, you are only two silly cotton wool headed school girls, aren’t you?”

	“Yes, Miss Leopard,” we both readily agreed.

	“Just six each then,” she announced.

	I hid my groan with a “Thank you Miss Jaguar” and then heard the silly maid next to me echo the same remark.

	She beat me first using all her might to make me gasp and cry out. I knew what she about. The idea was to make Sally even more scared. Her plan worked because while I was crying from the pain she was already crying from fear.

	I must say I felt pleased with every stroke the stupid tart got. Maids should know their place!

	Now I was facing yet another day with a burning bum and would have to spend more time on my makeup.

	4.

	School was even more an ordeal for stupid Sally. She had the backs of her thighs marked by Miss Harrington wielding the cane for talking in class! I mean I ask you. How can anyone think that they are allowed to talk anywhere where an adult is present?

	And you should have seen the look on her face when Sharon and I demonstrated how to use the dildo. She and the three other new maids looked on horror struck as we sucked with hot lascivious pleasure at our toys. I must say that it was a task that I had grown quite found of. There is something quite satisfying and erotic about sucking and licking a dildo. Why had I not known this before?

	On teacher’s instruction I raised my short skirt and inserted the dildo into my anus. A simple quick bend of the knees helps this action, but you must of course pose your legs as soon as possible after entry. I wanted to giggle “ta-da,” as if I had performed a clever circus trick but knew that I needed to adopt the usual position before the new girls.

	Miss Harrington encouraged all the girls to applaud our performance.

	Sharon and I had to stand stock still while the silly new girls wrestled with their task of performing with the dildo. I tried as delicately as I could to wriggle the dildo around to touch the arousal spot that Mister Deacon had found so easily. But remaining still meant that my movements were far too limited to achieve anything satisfactory.

	While the new girls wrote their essay saying why they wanted to stay for a month we and the older girls were taken to the back of the class and sat cross-legged on the floor before our teacher.

	“Now,” Miss Harrington rubbed her hands and smiled widely. I liked her when she was smiling and nice, I did not feel quite so frightened. “You have nearly all passed The Point, and for that, I am proud of you.” She looked at me and winked. “Of course, there are some little madams who are going to be a bit later in reaching it then you others.”

	The girls giggled and I blushed. I vowed that I would make a determined effort to pass The Point.

	“Once you have passed The Point, you are aware that you will be allowed to cum,” an electric charge went through the girls around me. I felt butterflies in my stomach. I was now only hours away from it! “Of course, for that to happen you must attract an adult and I know that you are all very good at behaving like sluts!”

	She eyed us with good a natured reproach and we girls giggled again. It was nice being a maid at The Hotel.

	“Once you have ensnared an adult,” again we dutifully giggled like children, “you must of course pleasure them. If they are happy, they will make you happy.”

	I felt my sex growing in its confinement.

	“Now men are by and large pretty easy to satisfy. They know what they want and will soon let you know what they demand of you. Satisfying the ladies can be a bit more difficult. So, please listen carefully to what I have to say.”

	I thought of lying in bed, with my wife Linda, I mean Miss Johnson, the adult with whom I had arrived. I was about to learn how to really satisfy her. I had an image of her releasing my member and we cuddling and then screwing as we had used to before our arrival here. Me deep inside her and she holding me tightly. Oh, my sex was now so hot in its confines. Pre cum inevitably dribbled into my knickers making me feel damp and uncomfortable between the legs.

	“Now, she may ask you to put on a strap-on and pretend that you’re one of those awful, smelly men.”

	A strap on. Why would I need one of those when all Linda had to do was release me?

	“... but usually being made love to in this manner by a girl is not very satisfying. Far better to leave such things to the hunks who know what they are doing. They also do not need to strap anything on,” she laughed at her little joke.

	We remained silent. Sharon bravely gave me a look of concern. I broadened my eyes a little to show I was worried to.

	“So, you need to know how to use your delicate little fingers.” She pulled down a chart that looked like a geographical map. “Finger nails must be smooth at all times. They must be clean, spotless even. As she lies on her back, a position familiar to you all!” She joked, “Rub your index finger gently over this area. If she is dry you will need a spot of lube. Tickle gently by here until you feel her getting wet. Then add a second finger. You do not need more than two.”

	She held up her fingers and we counted them. I was not sure whether there were three or four fingers up. She raised her index and middle finger. So, one and one makes... was it three?

	Oblivious to our lack of understanding, Miss Harrington motored on. You work slowly. The slower you move it, the more likely you will stroke her nerve endings. Now drop your lips to the top of her vagina,” she tapped the board, “and eat softly, gently. Keep the fingers in position but do not move them. A minute later stop kissing and licking then start fingering. Never, ever, ever do the two at the same time! It spoils both pleasures.”

	‘Right,’ I thought. I must not lick and finger a female adult at the same time. I could not wait to try out this technique. No one had ever told me how to satisfy a woman.

	“If she is in a state of arousal, but not before, spread the fingers into a vee shape. When licking, lick at the two o’clock position as you are facing her. If you discover a ridge then touch it gently.”

	We nodded paying more attention than we had ever done to one of her lessons.

	“Finally, for now. Butt plugs. Ladies like these, sometimes as much as you sluts.”

	We giggled.

	“...but please make sure they are silicon. Although she may feel she wants a small one, actually the larger ones may be more comfortable for her. Experiment with your mistresses.”

	I could barely wait to ‘experiment’ with Linda, I mean my wife, er Miss Johnson. I must be careful never to refer to as anything other than Miss Johnson. It would be wonderful to see her moaning beneath me again.

	“It may be that you can also please your masters using these procedures. Once a female adult is aroused, she may well beg her man for a screw.”

	My mind dimmed over. Her man? Not me? An image of Paulo came to mind and I pouted. That was not fair!

	“Should your master ask you to prepare the love of his life, you are now armed with all the skills needed.”

	“Yes, Miss Harrington,” we said unenthusiastically.

	She smiled warmly to us. “and a happy pair of adults is twice as likely to release you for your pleasures!”

	“Yes, Miss Harrington,” we squealed. I had not thought of that!

	After coffee we had a fun time learning when to say “oh-oh” and “ooh”.

	Whenever you speak, you must use hands and loads of facial expressions, however when you really want to make a point or interrupt, you must say ‘oh-oh’ as breathlessly as you can. You should only use ‘ooh’ for those times when you are surprised. For example, if you don’t hear an adult entering a bedroom when you are tidying it up and he pinches your bottom, the correct procedure is, first throwback shoulders and stand up straight, then widen eyes and bring up your palms to shoulder height, finally squeal ‘ooh’. Apparently, many of the adults find this quite an amusing ‘turn on’ and some maids have been released and allowed to cum on the basis of merely reacting to a pinch in the prescribed manner.”

	Of course, such actions have to be practiced until they become a single involuntary movement.” I was determined to do exactly that when I go back to my room.

	When class was dismissed, I remained at my desk looking nervously at Miss Harrington. She smiled knowingly at me and closed the door leaving just the two of us.

	“I really thought you would be the first to pass The Point,” she said, drawing up her chair closer to my desk.

	I crossed my smooth legs in their tight white socks and looked submissively at her.

	“You are ready to write your letter to the man who is looking after the adult who arrived here with you?”

	I nodded nervously.

	“Be brave little Debbie. I am sure he will be very understanding about it all and help you through your trial.”

	I looked up at her with tears in my eyes.

	“Oh, you have not upset him, have you?”

	I clenched my hands on the desk not daring to look at my teacher. How had I been so stupid! Why had I not been nice to him!

	“Oh. Perhaps we should contact the lady you arrived with then. She might be more understanding.”

	I started to sob and shook my head.

	She cuddled me. “Oh, silly girl, you have not really upset both of them, have you?”

	I nodded in her arms and cried like a baby.

	“Silly tart,” she muttered, “you must always be well behaved with the adults. They hold the key to your happiness.”

	I sat up straight as she mopped my tears with a handkerchief. I was hoping that she would make everything all right for me.

	“Indeed, they all hold the key!”

	I blew in to the soft material.

	“You will write your letter to him and be as apologetic as possible. I will help you by adding that you are the stupidest girl I have ever taught.”

	“Would you Miss Harrington?” I beamed. I knew she would help me.

	“I will.” she said sweetly, “Anything to help one of my girls. I’ll mention that he should ask you what goes on in your head. Do you remember?”

	I thought hard and recalled the chart Miss Harrington had shown us in one of our first lessons. “Chocolate, clothes and,” I blushed hot pink but Miss Harrington waited patiently for the answer, “a man’s thingie.” I shamefully replied.

	“Good. I think this is going to be all right.”

	I took a sheet of letter paper that was covered in pictures of pinks ribbons and began my reply.

	‘Dear Paulo,

	I must humbly ask that you forgive my silliness.

	“Stupid slut!” Miss Harrington screamed in my ear.

	I leaped up, my hands at shoulder height, eyes wide, “oooh!”

	“Good girl for performing the ‘ooh’ so well. Bad girl, bad, bad girl for using an adult’s Christian name.”

	I looked down at the paper horrified, my hands over my mouth.

	Miss Harrington kindly gave me six swats with her hair brush, over my knickers. It was so nice of her not to send me to one of the horrible sadistic Miss Jaguar, Tiger or Leopard. I enthusiastically thanked her for my spanking.

	I was so silly! How could I have forgotten? I sat my burning bum down on the hard wooden seat and with great pride, I began on a fresh piece of paper and wrote:

	Dear Sir,

	Please dear, kind Sir, (mentioning the word ‘kind’ might encourage him to be exactly that!), I must thank you richly for your patience and forbearance with my silly ways. I would like you to know how much I have learned to behave. This is in no small part, due to your firm approach in handling my tantrums, (I thought I should make sure I praised him, men like that sort of thing).

	I am hoping to pass through The Point tonight and can think of no better teacher than yourself to help me on my way, (a touch of flattery for his male ego!). I would view it as an honor, if you would give up some of your precious time to take me through this.

	I am sir, your obedient servant,

	Debbie.

	 

	Miss Harrington was really pleased with my efforts. She thought it was one of the best letters that she had read. “Now I shall add my observations.”

	“Thank you, Miss Harrington.” She was so good to me.

	She turned the paper around and settled on her knees next to my desk. She wrote:

	Debbie has been a naughty and errant madam in her time at The Hotel but I can now say, without fear of contradiction, she has become an obedient, industrious, little maid. I would put her previous tribulations down to her innate stupidity, which she has worked hard, and continuously to overcome. She will always be a ditzy, airhead, blond but then, as I am sure you are aware, they can have their uses too. Please find a use for her tonight.

	Yours truly

	Miss Harrington. Debbie’s teacher.

	 

	“Now have some lunch and then take this up to their room. I will make certain that they are there to receive you and your petition.”

	Hand it to them personally! My wife’s lover! My stomach turned over with curdling shame.

	“If he agrees and I suspect he will, then report to Miss Evans for your checkup. I will book an appointment in her surgery at four thirty for you.”

	Check up? Surgery? Appointment. I felt the nagging irritation of fear in my tummy. Why wasn’t there someone to look after me and help me through all this? And explain what was going on.

	5.

	I stood outside their room tugging at the back of my short dress. I felt I should not appear too tarty. Here I was a maid about to present a letter to my wife’s lover begging him for sexual release. I patted my hair into place sucked in a deep breath of courage and knocked the door.

	“Come in.”

	It was his voice. I immediately felt frightened. He was so big and powerful and had shown that he was not afraid to use his power to bully me.

	I entered and saw that they were both sat on the balcony. Miss Johnson was wearing a thin strappy dress that showed off her curves. Oddly she wore strappy high heels, something she rarely did during the day when she was my wife. ‘My’ wife. What an odd thought that I should ever have owned someone!

	Paulo was stood leaning against a post drinking beer.

	He gave me that dreadful haughty sneer of his. I must say Miss Johnson seemed far more sympathetic. She smiled at me as I entered.

	“You can close the door, Debbie,” she smiled.

	I did so and then Paulo beckoned me over by crooking his finger at me. What an ugly demeaning mannerism.

	I approached with my letter. I offered it to Miss Johnson but she shook her head sadly and indicated that I should give it to Paulo who was holding out his hand for it.

	I handed him the letter and curtsied. I looked down at the floor. Sometimes Adults were really good fun, but sometimes they just frightened me. Miss Johnson swung her naked legs about to face me.

	Her legs were wonderful and always turned me on. I felt the usual frustrating stirring in my chastity belt and looked submissively at her. Almost in a dream I can remember a previous life when, if I spoke, she listened. When I wanted something, she would do it. She seemed to even love me shouting at her, mastering her. I would not dare take any liberties with her now of course.

	“Ha. So, you want me to wank you tonight?” Paulo said coldly.

	Bastard. I kept my eyes on the floor shivering at the thought of my ex-wife hearing that. ‘Ex-wife’? Did I really think, ‘ex-wife?’

	I curtseyed. “Yes, sir.”

	Not really, I thought. I would much rather it was Miss Johnson, or Mister Deacon and his wife or, or I thought of the roses. I thought of her serene calm authority. Mistress Shania I felt would be certain to be warm and understanding in taking me through The Point.

	Paulo gave the letter to Miss Johnson and I felt dreadful. Did he have to be so cruel as to show her what he had just read?

	She read it through and then asked me, “are you sure that this is what you want?”

	I wanted to explain to her, ‘Please Miss Johnson, unless it happens I can never cum again,’ but of course, I was only allowed to say, “Yes, Miss Johnson.”

	She sighed and handed the letter back to her man. “Well Debbie,” she said sweetly, “I suppose I shall have to share him with you for one night.”

	She smiled at me trying to win me over. I smiled back.

	Paulo stood right in front of me, my head only reaching his shoulders. I felt dreadfully intimidated. “Be here at eight o’clock, slut! We’ll think of what we want you to wear for your special occasion,” did he have to sneer in that awful manner of his. What did Miss Johnson see in him!

	“I think she likes tight white dresses and high heeled boots,” Miss Johnson said helpfully.

	“It’s not what the little slut wants that matters. We decide.” He announced, as if it made him the biggest man in the world.

	“Oh. Something a bit more restrained then,” Miss Johnson ventured.

	Paulo laughed evilly, “She will be restrained, but not in the manner of her dress. Do you like bunny girls Linda?”

	My ex-wife giggled despite herself, “Oh, Paulo! You are wicked!”

	“The school uniform suited her,” he continued making Miss Johnson laugh out loud. He could use her first name and I could not even use the name I had given her when I married her!

	“Or perhaps nothing at all,” he mused.

	I was totally humiliated. He had total control over me and as far as I could see he had some measure of control over my wife too!

	“Run along Debbie,” he said at last, taking Miss Johnson’s chin in his hand and kissing her with his huge tongue.

	I curtseyed, “Yes, sir, Miss Johnson.” And fled!

	6.

	Miss Evans Surgery

	Miss Evans was wearing a doctor’s white jacket about her skirt and blouse. She had a more kindly, pleasant persona, than that which I remembered from my first day here, when I was beaten endlessly for even minor infractions.

	I curtsied to her as she welcomed me into her surgery. Two nurses, or rather male maids dressed as nurses, in short neat white flared dresses with white stockings stood to one side. You could tell they were maids by the customary manner of palms sticking out at right angles to the floor, elbows tight in extenuating the narrow waists with the forever pouting pink lips and wide vulnerable eyes.

	Miss Evans propelled me with a hand at the small of my back towards a central table that I recognized as a gynecologist’s bed with the feet stirrups at the opposite end to a thin pillow.

	“Strip Debbie,” Miss Evans said softly.

	I removed my dress, folded it and put it neatly over a chair before turning to face her.

	“I said strip bimbo, are you stupid or deaf?”

	I must be stupid, I thought, because I certainly was not deaf. “Sorry Miss Evans.”

	I removed my bra, surprised at ever by the way in which the bouncing breasts stuck so firmly to my chest. I gave her a red-faced glance to make sure I should continue before I pulled my tight black panties down to my ankles and stepped out of them.

	I blushed scarlet in just my suspenders, stockings and heels.

	She gave me the key and I released the heels and continued to strip. I felt terribly vulnerable but noted that the maid-nurses did not bat an eyelid at my predicament.

	I took off the suspender belt and slipped the stockings form legs so that I was left in the locked corset. I felt more naked than naked.

	“Turn around.”

	I did so, turning, my bare feet on the cold tiled floor. I heard the lock being released and at once the corset slackened and then fell loose. My lungs expanded with a strain.

	Miss Evans took the corset from me and held it straight armed at the maid-nurses. One of them advanced, curtsied neatly, took it and placed it on the rest of my clothes.

	“Lie on your back on the bed,” Miss Evans said, before hurtfully adding, “I hear you have already had plenty of practice at lying on your back on other people’s beds.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans,” was all I could muster through my shame. I kept my eyes on the floor. What a cruel thing to say to someone, even if it is only in front of two other maids who are probably just as bad a pair of sluts as I am.

	I lay on the cool leather and felt Miss Evans lift my legs into the stirrups thus parting and raising my legs.

	Spread like that I felt mortified. I knew I had to keep my eyes wide open just as I had to keep my lips pursed, but I so dearly would love to have closed them and shut out this dreadful humiliation.

	“Place your hands, palm upward by the side of your head,” she commanded. “You ought to do that whenever you are lying on your back before an adult.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.” I did as I was told. With my hands raised in this manner I felt that my entire body was exposed to her. I had often seen Miss Johnson, the adult I arrived with, I mean my wife, adopting such a pose when we were about to make love. It signified total submission on the part of the woman. A ritual giving up of the body to someone else.

	“Now listen carefully Debbie, I am going to remove your little clitty holder from between your legs.”

	I caught my breath. At last. Had the error been realized? Was I about to be released?

	“You must make no attempt to touch it or even look at it. If you even try to do so I will call my most sadistic adult to come up here and give you the beating of a life time. Understand?”

	She spoke so sweetly but her words filled me with terror. I was frightened of her and her staff.

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	“Good. Now, I understand that you are going to be a brave little girl and pass The Point tonight.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	“Good. Well done. We like our girls to get it over with as soon as possible. It is tiresome and inconvenient to have virgins on the premises.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.” I wish I knew what she was talking about but I knew better than to argue or even say anything.

	“I am going to give you a quick examination to check that you are ok and remain undamaged. You may at this point speak freely about any fears or doubts that you have. I am a psychiatrist by profession and will help you face up to them. So, speak now. Ok?”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.” Dare I?

	She passed a small torch over my eyes checking for the reaction.

	Should I explain their mistake? I could not pass up this opportunity.

	“Say argh,” she said pushing my tongue down with a plastic spatula.

	I did so. She appeared to be satisfied as she then she placed a blood pressure monitor around my arms. As she pumped it up, I took a breath and spoke.

	“Please Miss Evans may I be allowed to go home now?”

	It was as if I had not spoken. She carried on with her tests watching the scale on the meter. She then removed it and replied coldly, “you may return to your maid’s quarters when I have finished with you and when all your outstanding chores are completed.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	I watched her write up her notes and tried again, “No, I mean my real home. From before I came here.”

	“Debbie dear this is your real home. Silly girl.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.” I might as well have been on an LSD trip for all the sense she made. I had learned over the last few days that I was not very bright. I did have a University degree but clearly that must have been an error because I could barely comprehend anything anymore. Indeed, I had lost faith in my ability to count and handle numbers. All the adults knew what to do and what to say but I was dependent up on them for everything.

	She listened to my chest with a stethoscope and I attempted a different tack. “Please Miss Evans could I leave The Hotel after you have finished the examination.”

	“If an adult will have you Debbie. And from what I have heard you are not short of offers.”

	I clenched my fists in frustration. I was such a dim wit that I could not even make myself understood.

	“No, Miss Evans I do not mean as a maid.”

	“Do you feel any bruising from the corset?” She asked gently prodding my ribs.

	“No, Miss Evans.”

	“Good and your feet, how are they?”

	I moved them around. “Fine Miss Evans, thank you for asking. Oh, oh,” I quickly added like a silly girlie, “sometimes they ache when I am on my feet for long periods.”

	Miss Evans stared at me, as if exasperated with a small child. “Well, what do you expect wearing high heels all the time?”

	“Oh, yes, thank you Miss Evans.” Oh, I felt so foolish. Of course, they would hurt if I wore high heels. I could be a bit of an airhead at times.

	Miss Evans hands went between my legs. I held my breath and closed my eyes. I heard a click and felt the restraint between my legs relax. The cylinder was slid off my member and I felt air on it. What a wonderful feeling.

	I watched Miss Evans place the tube onto the table and felt her check over my groin area.

	“Please Miss Evans what if I left the Hotel but not as a maid,” I tried again

	Miss Evans smiled, “It is possible Debbie.”

	I felt relief. I may have been lying in the most humiliating position known to medical science but I was free from all my restraints and at last had been told I could leave.

	I felt her hand on my penis. It stiffened immediately.

	“After all many girls leave here in positions other than that of maids,” she rolled my testicles about and I began to breath shallowly. “We have successfully produced many good secretaries, waitresses, bunny girls you just have to work hard at school. The Hotel is a place where effort is rewarded.”

	I closed my eyes as my penis ballooned up for the first time in ages. “Yes, Miss Evans.” Oh, I was on cloud nine. I had an erection and one more touch and I would cum. At long, long last.

	Yeow. I squealed. Something cold and hard had penetrated my asshole.

	“Keep still, slut. Do you have problems with the dildo or vibrators when you insert them?”

	I blushed hard and felt my prick bounce around fully engorged. I was ready to cum. One touch from her and I would spurt like a steam engine.

	“No, Miss Evans.”

	“I thought not. Then you should pass The Point with very little trouble at all.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	She removed her thin rubber gloves and handed them to a maid-nurse. “If you wish to see me for anything, physical or mental then write it on your job sheets in the maid’s quarters.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	She dropped a bag of ice on my erect member making it burn and sting.

	“So, I cannot leave here then?” I blurted out the words as I wriggled uncomfortably beneath her ice massage of my privates.

	“I suppose you could. But you did ask to stay for a month. And I believe you told the adult you arrived with the same thing in front of witnesses.”

	“But... but...”

	“I suppose we could then take you to court for failing to live up to your working contract. You could explain to the world how you have been dressed, beaten and used by the adults here.”

	My God! I swallowed hard

	“We have a new corset. Slightly tighter than the previous one. Sit up and the nurses will help fasten it.”

	I sat up feeling the weight of my boobs. As I straightened my back Miss Evans passed the cincher about my waist and the two nurses grabbed it and tugged it tightly around me. I heard the lock snap shut. I was being imprisoned again.

	“Of course,” Miss Evans continued matter of factly, “we would insist that you dress as a maid for the jury to see you. To show how well we looked after you. We would point out that you voluntarily underwent the training. That spankings are only carried out when the maids are disobedient. I dare say your picture would be in every paper in the world. Stand up dear.”

	I felt very shocked as I rose. Clearly it would not be a good idea to leave here. Anyway, I would miss the other girls and Mr. and Mrs. Deacon. Not forgetting Mistress Shania.

	She fitted the steel restraint to my now freezing, shrunken member and fastened it to my corset.

	“Turn around, slut,” she said

	I did so, feeling the metal bands curling up the cheeks of my bottom to the corset. I knew that within seconds I would be locked away in the chastity belt again. My moment of freedom had been brief and useless.

	“On the other hand,” she mused tugging tightly at the bands, “you would then lose the right to be kept in sexy clothing. You do like your outfits don’t you Debbie?”

	“Oh, yes Miss Evans.” Of course, I did! They were everything I had ever fantasized about.

	She patted my bottom. “Good. So, a little discomfort is worth the delightful pleasure?”

	“Oh, yes Miss Evans, definitely.”

	“Good. Dress yourself and please come and visit me whenever you are feeling confused again.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans thank you Miss Evans.”

	Having had the situation explained to me so clearly, it had become obvious that I should remain here at the hotel. I pulled on my knickers and bra. The excitement I felt when I clasped the ends of the bra together being on par with the frisson as the kickers slipped up my smooth legs around my flattened crotch.

	The nurses helped me with my stockings which was sweet as well as being erotic. I felt the now familiar squeezing of my growing penis.

	Miss Evans added a few extra notes and closed my file. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about anything, will you my dear?”

	“No, Miss Evans,” I said slipping my stockinged feet into the high heels which now felt comfortable and welcome. Indeed, it felt odd to not wear them during the examination.

	“It is very easy for a foolish little maid to have some crazy notion flit into her empty head and then let it get the better of her.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.” So true. That was what had happened to me.

	“Usually, a few words with me and everything is clear again.”

	“Yes, Miss Evans.”

	When I left her surgery, I felt as if I had just enjoyed a wonderfully relaxing hot bath. I was refreshed and confident. Now that it had been explained to me that there was no possibility of leaving here except with an adult everything was clear cut. Indeed, I could look forward to a lot of time in the wardrobe room dressing for the pleasure of others.

	As I passed two men heading for the pool in just their trunks, carrying two towels, I smiled sweetly at them.

	They laughed and one of them said, “Tramp”, as he passed.

	I giggled. Yes, I was a tramp. And I was very good at it.

	But then I stopped. And thought again. What was I thinking? My restraints had been removed and I could have escaped. I could have gone to miss Johnson, and insisted that she help me. After all I was her husband. Well, if all else failed I could beg her.

	My mind was drowning in this crazy world. Once I had passed The Point, I would throw myself at any adult in order to get them to take me out of here. At least then I could escape and win back Miss Johnson.

	I pressed the button for the lift that would take me down to the maid’s quarters. In little more than an hour I would be in the wardrobe room and have to dress in whatever humiliating outfit that horrible Paulo had demanded for me.

	I was so helpless, lost and worse, I was to face up to passing The Point.



	




	Part Six

	1.

	Only Trisha and I were allowed out that night so poor Samantha would have to put up with the stupid Sally who was still convinced that someone would spot the ‘error’ soon and release her.

	As we made our way to the Wardrobe Room, with me in dread as to what I would be forced to wear, I confided in Trisha about my predicament.

	Trisha shrugged. “We all have to go through it. Better up there than being bored by the silly slut, Sally,” she said trying to make me laugh.

	It was not successful. I was as frightened as ever. I stamped my foot in sudden anger and despair. “It is not fair!” I blurted out before looking warily around to make sure that the corridors were clear. Thankfully no one else heard me so I continued in a whisper, “Everyone gets the better of me. Everyone beats me and humiliates me. Everyone expects me to be grateful for it. When will it end!”

	Trisha leaned closer and whispered, “Not for me, for much longer.”

	“Oh? Is someone going to take you out of here?”

	“Yes, me!” She declared quietly, her voice barely audible. “I have a plan. I know how to escape from here.”

	Escape! I gasped. I could not see how. How would she get her chastity belt off? Where would she go? How would she get out of the Hotel?

	But with that the Wardrobe Room door opened and Miss Tiger beckoned us in. I would find out from her later. If she could get out then so could I!

	In the changing room, I saw another tearful girl obviously getting ready for The Point. She was dressed as a showgirl with high cut costume and a tall plume of feathers in her hair. She looked ridiculous. Oh, what had Paulo set up for me? I had butterflies in my stomach as I stood expectantly, before Miss Tiger.

	She smirked at me. “Special night tonight, slut?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I curtsied.

	She chuckled evilly. “Well, your master says to go as you are.”

	I stood perplexed before her.

	She rolled her eyes to the ceiling, as if I were the stupidest person in the world. She should meet Sally!

	“He wants you as a maid, silly slut.”

	A maid! I was to face The Point, as nothing more than an ordinary domestic maid. The bastard

	“But before you go,” Miss Tiger continued, “I have a message from a Mistress Shania in the penthouse. She wants you to call in before you pass The Point. Wants to laugh at you I expect. So, run along now!”

	What Mistress Shania want with me? Could she be about to rescue me?

	2.

	I knocked on Mistress Shania’s door and it was opened by a maid with mascara and tear lined face. Around her neck hung a sign with the hand written message, ‘stupid slut.’

	Well, she must be a pretty stupid slut to upset Mistress Shania. She seemed so nice and cool.

	“Mistress Shania,” I said with a smile. I wanted to smile to show her that I was not a maid on duty.

	She seemed to shake at the mention of the name and with a glance at my name badge disappeared beyond an inner door. As she turned, I noticed that the back of her skirt was rucked up. I thought at first that she must have caught it in her knickers, perhaps dressing hurriedly after going to the toilet. Then I realized that the skirt was in fact pinned up to reveal her thong clad bottom. Across her white derriere was a series of crisscross stripes. They did not look like the stripes from a cane. I wondered what could have caused them.

	I heard her timid nervous voice say, “A maid called Debbie at the door, Mistress.”

	The reply was pretty brusque, “Then show her in, you stupid slut.”

	This could not be the nice Mistress Shania I had seen being so cool in Miss Steel’s office, nor the thoughtful Mistress Shania who had sent me the nice roses.

	Perhaps I had the wrong room.

	Moments later the silly maid with the sign bouncing off her boobs had shown me into the sitting room of the penthouse. I must say she had a huge, very neat brightly decorated room. It must cost more than the others I had seen.

	Mistress Shania was sitting on a sofa her legs crossed below a short tight skirt. I had forgotten how small she was. Barely five foot. Her hair was black and neat around her pretty face. She lit up the room with a most welcoming smile.

	I smiled back and curtsied, as if I was on duty. I could be really foolish sometimes.

	She patted the sofa next to her and I sat down feeling somewhat nervous.

	“You do look smart in your uniform dear,” she said sweetly.

	“Oh, thank you Mistress Shania,” I gushed. “but I am not on duty, you know.”

	She laughed, “I know that. I suppose the man has had you dress as a maid for your meeting tonight.”

	“Yes, Mistress Shania,” I said feeling embarrassed. I wished I could have worn something smarter for her...

	“Never mind dear, men are so wicked when they are taking you maids through The Point.”

	“Yes,” I said breathlessly desperate to get into her good books.

	“I have told Miss Steel on many occasions that it should be a Mistress who takes a maid through such an important rite of passage.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I nodded, though I was not totally clear what she was talking about.

	“Have a glass of wine before you go up, give you some courage,” she smiled.

	Before I could reply, I realized that she had not asked me if I wanted a glass, she simply ordered it for me from the maid with the sign. Again, as the maid rushed to fulfil the instruction, I was able to view the handiwork across her bottom. Someone had been very cruel to her. I wondered whether the nice Mistress Shania had sent her to one of the Mistress Cats for punishment because they can be truly sadistic.

	It was then that I noticed yet another maid standing facing the corner. She had not moved nor said anything since I had entered the room but simply stood stock still, hands on head.

	I wondered how many others there might be dotted around Mistress Shania’s apartment.

	I jumped as I felt a hand on my knee and Mistress Shania laughed gaily putting me at my ease. I crossed my stockinged legs so that she could push her hand further up if she wanted. After all she had been very nice to me.

	“Now a word of advice dear,” she whispered as the two glasses of wine arrived, “Do exactly as he says. If you try to argue or resist in any way, he can actually call the entire affair to a halt. Then where would you be? Eh?”

	I shook my head not knowing, though feeling that I ought to know.

	“You would remain locked up for longer and we don’t want that do we?”

	“No, Mistress Shania we certainly don’t!” I babbled in agreement.

	“So, do as he says and that will ensure it passes quickly. I suspect that he will be anxious to make you look somewhat foolish in front of the woman you arrived with.”

	“My wife,” I cut in quickly, “well Miss Johnson, well that’s not her real name, that was her name before she married me...”

	She cut off my prattle with a roar of laughter and a wave of her hand, “Wife indeed! Oh, how amusing I wish I could be there. Still, you behave and it will pass very quickly.”

	I wondered what had amused her so much. After all it was a dreadful ordeal I was about to face. Being degraded in front of my wife and by her lover to boot.

	“When he has finished with you and sent you on your way, I want you to come here and tell me all about it. Get it off your lovely chest,” she smiled warmly at me and patted my thigh.

	“Thank you, Mistress Shania, I would like that.”

	“Good,” with that she reached across and kissed me lightly on my lips. My heart thumped like a bass drum and I was left breathless and staggered.

	She stood up sipping her wine and I suddenly realized that our meeting was at an end.

	I stood up, my own glass untouched on the table, and patted down the front of my skirt.

	“So later then,” she said firmly before turning to the shaking maid with the board hanging around her neck. “Show Debbie to the door please.”

	The maid curtseyed very prettily I thought and led me towards the doors.

	“And be smart about it too, slut,” Mistress Shania’s voice had fallen to a cold threat, “I haven’t finished with you yet!”

	The maid went wide eyed with fear and curtsied again, “Yes, Mistress.”

	Once outside her door I thought about how strange the meeting had been. But I was pleased I to have a friend like her who I could see after my trial with Paulo and Miss Johnson.

	I pushed my hair into place in front of a mirror in the corridor and heard a loud crack, like a gunshot. I heard a feminine squeal of pain. I looked back at the door that had closed behind me and my tummy turned over. What on earth was happening in there. The silly slut must have done something really awful to have upset such a nice lady as Mistress Shania.

	3.

	I was soon outside the room door I most dreaded. My knees could barely support me. Somewhere deep inside I found myself hoping that my wife would call an end to all this silliness and that we would both go home.

	If only I had never talked her into this holiday. A few days as a maid was all I wanted not a week. Or was it longer now. It was so difficult to keep check of time when you don’t see any newspapers, television or listen to the radio.

	I knocked the door.

	For a moment there was silence. I was to be spared!

	Then my wife’s familiar voice. “Come in.”

	Linda! I burst open the door. She would be on her own. Cases packed ready to leave. We would have a good laugh at her teasing me and we’d be home in a couple of hours.

	Horrifyingly she was not alone. Paulo was slumped in a chair near the balcony wearing jeans and a shirt but no socks or shoes. Linda came in from the balcony in the short dress she had worn earlier, her legs bare.

	I closed the door but for one heart pounding moment of madness I thought I would run away. But where could I run? It would only lead to a punishment session with one of the ladies who ran the place and then I would be returned to them.

	Paulo grinned wickedly at me, reveling in my discomfort. I noticed that Linda seemed more sympathetic. She sat on the arm of his chair and he automatically snaked his muscular arm about her, as if claiming his property.

	Bastard! One day, when I was free from this horrible place, I would tell him in no uncertain terms, that I thought him nothing but a big, arrogant bully. That would teach him!

	He crooked his finger at me and I nervously drew closer to him. But he wanted me even closer and he crooked his finger to beckon me forward. Now I was stood right before him my knees feeling like sponges.

	He then pointed down at the floor between his legs.

	My head was swirling with fear. He had total control. How I wished Mistress Shania could be here to protect and look after me.

	I fell to my knees before him feeling the thick carpet through my nylons. I spread my skirt out neatly across my thighs and looked up at him.

	I noticed that Linda was watching every moment with scientific interest.

	“Do you like the outfit I chose for you, slut?” he asked coldly.

	My mouth went dry but I managed to say “Yes, Master.” I know I was off duty but I also knew what were the best words to placate him in this situation.

	He pulled Linda tightly to him, “Miss Johnson though of something a little more conservative but I knew a tart like you would want to reveal yourself in your favorite clothes.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	He picked up a small key from the table next to him. It glistened in the late evening sun. “This slut, is what you want more than anything else in the world.”

	The key to my chastity belt! There it was inches from my nose.

	“And you,” he mocked, “are not even allowed to touch it.”

	“No, sir.”

	“You have no control over your little clitty at all.”

	“No, sir,” I felt a sob in my throat but swallowed it. I must be brave before my wife.

	“Everyone else has access to you whenever they want. Every adult in this building can make you orgasm but you, slut, cannot even touch yourself down there.”

	“Yes, sir.” How his words hurt. Here I was indeed unable to even touch it, while, as he had so cruelly pointed out, everyone else could unlock it and play with it. Worse I would have be grateful to them for doing so.

	Linda leaned forwards, her eyes full of concern, “Are you sure you want to go ahead with this Debbie?”

	I closed my eyes, my head in whirl. The answer was so difficult. Yes, I was desperate to cum. I was hurting to be allowed to cum, for some sexual release. But did I want this? Did I want some horrible man to take control of me in front of my wife?

	“Of course, she does,” laughed Paulo. “Don’t you, slut?” he demanded.

	I nodded and whispered, “Yes, sir.” What else could I say. As Mistress Shania had said, just behave and I could be out of this much quicker than if I misbehaved.

	Paulo rose so that his groin was flung in to my face. I toppled back on to my heels humiliated.

	“So tonight, I have two tramps to play with.”

	Linda slapped his arm good-naturedly and giggled, “you bastard!”

	He obviously enjoyed that and smirked in a maddeningly superior way.

	“I will prove it to you,” he said grabbing her around her slender waist and crushing her boobs up against his chest. “We will see which of you begs most for it!”

	She put her small hands onto his shoulders and glared warily at him. “You didn’t say anything about that!”

	Abruptly he kissed her. I don’t mean a little peck like Mistress Shania had done to me. This was a full force, animal passion, tongue in the deep end, kiss.

	I looked up from on my knees holding my breath as he French kissed her until she was left gasping. Her blue eyes looked sheepishly up at him and then she smiled and stood on her toes to kiss him again but this time he pulled her away. She was left hot and frustrated in his arms.

	I clenched my fists desperate to control myself. If I said anything to defend her then I would end up over his knee.

	In one deft move, he pulled down the zip at the rear of my wife’s dress. As she was still numbed by his fierce kiss, the first thing that she knew about it, was when it cascaded around her ankles.

	She threw her hands up to her shoulder height and squealed, “oooh.”

	I wondered if she had been taught my Miss Harrington. Certainly, my teacher would have been proud at her motion of surrender. It was textbook stuff.

	So now Linda stood in his arms in just her white knickers and bra and high heels.

	“Thanks for stripping me before the staff!” she smiled at him, her cheeks darkening into a delightful pink blush.

	He kissed her nose. “You forget that Debbie is not staff tonight! She is our guest. I have dressed her as a maid as that is the most appropriate outfit she should ever wear. She won’t forget tonight and nor now will you!”

	Their guest! Stuck on my knees at his feet while he plays with my wife! Some guest.

	“Stand up Debbie.”

	I rose to my high heeled feet still inches shorter than Paulo. I only came up to his shoulders.

	“Now Debbie it is your turn,” he reached behind me fixing my eyes with his dark evil stare.

	I felt my dress falling loose as the zip descended. I wanted to instinctively grab it, stop it falling. However, looking in to his determined eyes I dared not even flinch as it I felt its silky material descended about my body to my ankles.

	I now stood in my waist cincher, bra knickers, suspenders and stockings.

	He gripped my arm in his hand and swung me about. “Look, even her ass is like a woman’s!” He announced triumphantly.

	I heard Linda giggle, “Don’t Paulo.”

	“You have had some dance lessons by now?” He asked as he dragged me by my arm over to the hi fi.

	“Yes, sir,” I admitted. Oh, no. Please do not make me dance.

	He pushed play on the HiFi and a girl band started some rhythmic dance number.

	My hips started swaying in time immediately just as Miss Harrington had trained them.

	He stepped back and declared, “Dance for us, slut!”

	My training took over as the music washed through my entire body. I danced hotly and provocatively. I knew no other way. The terrible mortification of dancing like this before my wife and her lover riddled me with shame but there was nothing I could do. It was if my body had become a puppet and anyone could master it. Even the strings of pop music could tug it around.

	As I wriggled shamefully before them desperately hoping that they liked my dancing I could hear them making out on the bed. The bed springs jumped and jingled as they collapsed onto it.

	I opened my eyes to see them rolling around enmeshed together like animals. I felt my little clitty stirring in its confines. I was desperate to rub it but did not dare without permission from one of the adults in the room.

	I heard a guttural female voice I barely recognized saying Paulo’s name over and over.

	“Do you want my big cock inside you?” I heard him ask.

	“Oh, yes, yes, fill me please, oh please.”

	He laughed at his triumph, “Slut, come here. There is room for two sluts on this bed.”

	“Yes, sir, I said skipping over to the bed leaving the music pounding.

	He grabbed my wrist and hauled me over my wife onto the other side of the bed.

	“Do you want to be allowed to cum, little slut?” he asked me.

	I felt my little clitty being squeezed by its restraint. “Oh, yes sir.” I wriggled closer to him to encourage him to unlock me. Surely my time was close now.

	He held up the key and showed me it. “I know what you need,” he laughed and then he looked down at Linda, “and I know what you need.”

	She closed her eyes and murmured, “Please.”

	Satisfied with her response he turned back to me. “I think that you should ask Miss Johnson for release, don’t you?” His face was darkened by an ugly smirk.

	I looked at my lovely writhing wife her naked legs curling and straightening around his jean clad legs. She looked at me and smiled gently, “It’s all right.”

	I smiled back. I had so much in common with her. We were both at the mercy of this arrogant male brute. We both needed him in order to achieve sexual satisfaction.

	“Go on ask her,” he insisted.

	“Please Miss Johnson will you release me,” I asked.

	Paulo was impatient with me. “Stupid slut I am not letting her have a say in this. No. You must get her to ask me permission for you to be released,” he declared.

	I did not like the idea of that but Linda still smiled warmly at me.

	“Please Miss Johnson,” I asked plaintively, my mouth dry with the shame, “will you ask Sir to release me.”

	She rolled her eyes up to look at the ceiling and laughed, “I’ll think about it.”

	I gasped in horror but she laughed until tears came, “I am only joking, you silly tart!” She rolled over and kissed me chastely on my nose. “Of course, I will.”

	I watched with anxious dread, as my wife made my case to him.

	She put her arms about his neck and smiled flirtatiously at him. “Please dear, kind sir...”

	“Good start,” he grinned.

	“…will you release this poor little maid from her misery and allow her to cum?”

	“I don’t know,” he said shaking his head.

	Oh no! I wriggled up to Linda, “Ask him again, please!”

	“All right!” She said impatiently to me before turning to look back up at her lover. “Please, pretty, pretty please will you release this poor silly slut’s lock and allow her to cum. I am sure she will be extra special good to you.”

	Paulo obviously thought this to be the funniest joke he had ever heard. He laughed, his muscular frame shaking. “Ok. If you put it like that.”

	He pushed my shoulder hard so that I fell onto my back my palms falling back at shoulder height as submissively as Miss Evans had told me during my examination.

	“Spread your slutty legs,” he barked.

	I did so immediately. Oh, please, please, I was thinking. Is he really going to allow me to cum? Oh, please let it happen.

	“Two sluts with their legs spread for me,” he gloated.

	I heard Linda giggle, and as a distant thought I wondered why I had never been so dominant with her.

	“Ouch!” I screeched. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He had just pinched the inside of my thigh and it stung like a wasp had hit it.

	“When I said spread your legs slut, I don’t mean pretend to! Right tramp? Tell him.”

	I heard Linda moan and then whisper hoarsely, “Yes, sir, a tramp should always spread her legs for her man to get easy access.”

	I could not believe that she had said that! However, I quickly spread my legs further apart. I felt his hot breath on my face.

	“Did you hear what the other slut said, slut?”

	“Yes, sir,” I said fearfully stretching my legs even wider apart. My suspenders stretched from the corset.

	He chuckled, “Then repeat it for me.”

	Oh god what did she say? What were her words? Oh, why did he not realize that I was a bimbo who could not repeat anything these days! “Erm, a tramp should spread her legs for her man,” I tried fearfully.

	“Not bad,” he grinned, “but try this, a tramp should always spread her legs for her man to get easy access.”

	I cleared my throat and closed my eyes, “A tramp should always spread her legs for her man to get easy access.”

	He rubbed my stockinged thigh, “Good little slut. I have two clever, obedient sluts here. What have I got girls?”

	“Two clever, obedient sluts, sir,” we both chimed.

	For some reason Linda found all of this hysterically funny. For my part I was dead scared that he would send me away or beat me before he had allowed me to cum.

	I felt his hands moving between my legs. Oh, was this to be the moment? Was I reaching The Point?

	I heard the lock clink apart. The tube was drawn away, I ensured that my palms were at shoulder height at all times. I must not make a single mistake now.

	I opened my eyes to see him kneeling back between my wife’s ‘y’ shaped legs. “Well, my slut here told me it was small, but I have seen clits bigger than that!”

	I knew that I was not well endowed but Linda had always been kind to me about it. I could see that Paulo was going to exhibit no restraint! He chuckled as he played with it. I could feel it rising between his finger and thumb.

	I closed my eyes and jerked my hips upwards. If I could get a bit more friction, I would be able to cum and get it all over and done with. However, when I pushed up, he took his hand away denying me the pressure I needed.

	I lay back defeated and in need.

	“You’ll have to tell me when your clitty is big enough, slut,” he spat sarcastically, “otherwise I won’t know when to let you cum!”

	“Oh, Paulo!” Linda slapped his arm playfully, “this is very difficult for him!”

	The mood changed like a pencil snapping. Paulo was angry. I held my breath as he turned on Linda. “Listen, you stupid little slut...”

	How could he call her that in front of me! One day I would really tell him off!

	“... Do not ever refer to this stupid maid as a ‘he’ again!” he said it with such menace that I watched Linda wince and curl herself up around him in an effort to make herself as small as possible.

	“Get up on all fours!” he barked at her.

	“Oh, Paulo no,” she looked self-consciously at me, “not in front of… her... you know... the maid.”

	“Quickly, slut!”

	Linda turned over and crawled onto all fours her white knicker clad ass facing him, her reddening face towards the bed head. Paulo climbed off the bed and unthreaded the belt form his jeans. Oh, no! Poor Linda. And it was all my fault! I wished I was not so stupid, then I might be able to think of some way of defending her.

	“Please Paulo,” she whined piteously, “not in front of Debbie.”

	Paulo smirked unpleasantly. “Oh? And why? You watched her getting beaten, didn’t you?”

	It seemed to be a telling argument and she turned her head back around to stare abjectly at the bed.

	“Come to think of it, I might as well sort you both out together. You pair of sluts!”

	I instinctively knew he was referring to me and stared horrified at him.

	“On all fours, next to the other slut.”

	I turned over quickly. I had learnt the hard way that there was never any point in arguing over these instructions. I climbed onto all fours.

	“Get closer you sluts so that you are touching.”

	Linda and I wriggled closer together until I felt her warm body up against mine. We looked at each other and both smiled bravely.

	The belt cracked across both our asses at once. We yowled and Paulo laughed, as if pleased with himself. He struck us again. In exactly the same way the belt lay across both our bottoms at once. We howled like wolves.

	“This is excellent. Punishing two sluts for the price of one.”

	We were given six slaps across our bottoms in all, the final one being right on the underside of the cheeks making us squeal in unison.

	He knelt down next to Linda who was, like me, sobbing. “So, are you ever going to think of her as anything other than a bimbo slut?”

	“Oh, no, kind sir,” she said and reached out to kiss him. I sensed that she was on fire with passion.

	“Both of you on your backs where you belong. Legs spread like the sluts you know you are.”

	We complied together, me ensuring that my hands were near my shoulders and legs parted.

	He climbed between my wife’s spread legs and brutally pulled off her knickers. He reached beneath her and tore off her bra. Linda sighed and gasped at the double assault.

	“Slut I know what you want!”

	She gasped and reached up to his shirt tearing at his buttons. I lay there hoping that they would not forget me in their passion. I moaned to remind them of my presence. But they were too far gone. She undid as many buttons on his shirt as here fumbling fingers could so that his rich hairy chest showed through. She then wrestled with his trousers. Pulling at the snapper and unzipping them, moaning all the time.

	He helped her pull them down and dragged them off so that his hairy muscular frame was now in only underwear and a shirt that was held together by a single button. For the first time I could see the size of his manhood and gasped. It bulged out of his tight Calvin Kline’s like a firm animal.

	In a single move he entered her and she gasped, grabbing him tightly to her.

	I was left as spectator. I needed to cum far more than either of them! I could feel my single opportunity disappearing before me. I edged up closer and whispered, “Please”.

	But my wife was also gasping ‘please, oh yes’ far more than I. I was desperate for his attention.

	“Please make me cum,” I said despairingly to him.

	I must have said it louder than I intended because he turned to face me and even Linda stopped bucking and looked around.

	“Ha yes,” he smiled, “my other slut. Good girl for not touching your own clitty. Only I can make you cum. Only I can give you pleasure.”

	“Yes, sir,” I readily agreed and bucked my own hips up to him to in order to offer him my own little clitty.

	He took a light hold of it and I immediately started moving my hips to generate friction.

	“Naughty girl. Move only when told. Ok slut?”

	I nodded breathlessly lying on my back, stocking legs spread desperate to buck and using all my will power to keep lock stock still until he told me to do otherwise.

	“I want you to cum in a way that Miss Johnson here will never forget,” he said evenly.

	Linda, sleepy eyed, took us both in, still moaning from his presence within her.

	“When she looks at you in the future, I want her to remember you as you are now. Understand?”

	“Oh, yes sir, anything sir.”

	“That is,” he said gently rubbing my little clitty, “a docile obedient little cunt of a slut. A slut at the control of a real man.”

	“Yes, sir,” I gasped.

	“She must never see you as a person who can control anything, just a cheap little tart who needs someone to tell her when she is allowed to cum.”

	“Yes, master!” I said. I would say anything, for him to let me cum. I was so close. It was out of its restraints and standing erect.

	He turned to Linda and grinned. She arched up and licked his lips.

	“And you, slut?” he said, starting to pump her again, “Can you ever imagine letting a little whore like this into your bed, with you again?”

	“She shook her head, “No, sir, just you, sir!”

	She curved her back and he stopped pumping and laughed at her attempts, just as he laughed at mine. “Listen sluts you are both going to cum at the same time. I am going to give you both an orgasm, that will be so steeped in degradation that neither of you will ever forget it. Every time you look at each other, you will see the real whore that sits inside you both.”

	“Yes, sir,” we both said wantonly. I knew Linda would, like me, say or do anything to get relief.

	“You will both cum together like a pair of well-trained circus animals.”

	“Yes, sir,” we said, as I maneuvered my little clitty deeper into his hand. But still he maintained only a light hold on it.

	I could feel Linda moving down into the bed, embedding him deeper within her.

	“I will count to three, and then I will give you permission to cum.”

	“Oh, yes sir,” I agreed readily.

	“If either of you cums before that then you will both get a beating.”

	“Yes, sir,” we said, every fiber in our beings, hell bent on release, at the hands of this complete bastard.

	“One,” he said slowly.

	I felt his hand around my clitty and began rubbing within his fingers. I was desperate not to miss my appointment.

	“Two,” and now Linda was gasping just like the slut he said she was.

	“Three,” we both groaned. I felt my body tense. Please say it, please, oh please say it.

	“Cum!”

	And we both did. Bucking and moaning and shouting. A pair of whores experiencing total release together.

	I lay on my back, legs still akimbo knowing that I had sprayed myself all over my waist cincher. Oddly I did not feel a great deal of satisfaction. I was too desperate to please him to concentrate on my own pleasure and now the moment had passed. But it was gratifying to experience release. Already I could feel myself desperate to cum again. Like the times when Linda and I were so worked up and excited that we would have to make love over and over again to satisfy ourselves.

	I heard Linda moan regretfully and saw that He had pulled out of her, his huge knob wet and dripping. It was so strong that I knew that he had not cum yet. He had kept control over himself even though Linda and I had completely lost control over our own bodies. We had given up authority over our own bodies.

	He crawled over her splayed legs edging towards me. My eyes were fixed on his spear, as if it were an intimidating weapon.

	“This, slut,” he announced, “is what gives your mistress, her pleasure.”

	“Yes, sir,” I squeaked.

	It now hung over my face dripping onto my cheeks. But I knew better than to move without instruction so I remained quite still beneath it.

	“I think that you should thank it for pleasuring your mistress and ask it to keep pleasuring your mistress, don’t you?”

	Oh no! No, never! I almost shook my head in complaint at such a direction but I managed to remain unmoving.

	“You will kiss it continuously while you thank it for pleasuring your Mistress and ask it to continue to pleasure your mistress.”

	Linda turned over watching the exchange.

	I wanted to cry. There never seemed any alternative. Why did I not stand up to these horrible bullies! I felt the tears well up in my eyes. “Please sir,” I begged, “please don’t make me say that.”

	He grinned malevolently. It was then that he realized that he had me. “Kiss it and say it, slut!”

	I started crying but he was unforgiving. “Say it!”

	He lowered his glistening member onto my lips and I kissed it lightly, disgusted with myself.

	“Kiss it properly. You really love it, slut.”

	“Yes, sir,” I cried, kissing it wetly and longingly. “Thank you for pleasuring my Mistress.” I choked on my tears as the next words came out. “And please continue to pleasure her.”

	“Clever girl!” he announced patting my head.

	I wanted to run and hide. I had completely debased myself before my wife. How could I ever win her back now? She has seen me obediently perform for her lover, to cum under his precise instruction at the same time as she had done. And now to have kissed his prick after it had been inside her and ask it to continue to fuck her was the most miserable demeaning thing I had ever done.

	I cried disconsolately.

	I felt a burning on my little clitty and looked down to see him rubbing a handful of ice over it. “Ouch!”

	It shriveled in size until he was able to plop it back through the cylinder. Within a moment the cylinder was shut and the lock re engaged.

	And then the final humiliation, he literally booted me out of their bed. He kicked my ass so hard I rolled off the end of the bed onto the floor.

	I rose bruised, a sore bottom, (as ever), and totally defeated.

	“Go now, slut. There is some serious fucking to be done here tonight! This is our last night here so we want it to be memorable.”

	Last night! Their last night here! I gasped at the thought of them leaving me behind here. I immediately knew that I would have to escape with Trisha and try to win back my wife. Though as I looked down at them writhing on the bed it seemed an impossible aim.

	I watched as he slid back between her welcoming, accommodating legs and went back to work on her. Once again, she was reduced to a helpless moaning slut beneath him.

	I fled from the room in tears.

	4.

	Mistress Shania was so sweet. She had the maid, who still wore the sign saying stupid slut, pour me a nice cup of tea in china cups.

	I sipped the welcoming, invigorating beverage as I told her all that had happened.

	She was very interested in every facet including how I felt. Often asking me to repeat some events in greater detail. She tried to cheer me up by laughing at some of the incidents but I could not be cheered up that easily. It was like the end of the world for me.

	Sometimes I thought that she was being a little thoughtless in the way she would giggle at something that I found excruciating to repeat. But I felt sure she knew what was best for me and told her everything that had occurred.

	She put her arm around my shoulders and wiped away my tears with a small silk handkerchief. As my eyes cleared, I realized, with a start that the second maid was still in the room and still facing the corner. How long had she been there! It must have been an hour or so since I left here. Maybe two hours. How long had Mistress Shania made her stand there in all! How awful.

	“And why do they call it The Point, Mistress?” I asked sniffing up the final tears. I was feeling a little better now. I had shared my worst moments with someone who cared for me and I felt better for doing that. I was with someone loving and warm and kind.

	She smiled her sweet smile, “Why little maid, because it is The Point Of No Return.”

	I looked quizzically at her. Why did I always need to have things explained to me as if I were a little girl, these days!

	“After that, you can never see yourself as anything other than what you are,” she said simply.

	I sipped my tea trying to take it in.

	She patted my stockinged leg, “You see, before you came here, you probably thought you were only a submissive little bimbo maid sometimes. Yes?”

	I nodded, that was true.

	“But now, you know that you must face up to being a little bimbo maid all of the time. After what you have done, you cannot see yourself as anything else, can you?”

	It was so obvious, now that she had said it.

	I thought of my office and of trying to manage people again and it seemed like a thought from another world. How could I command people, when I knew I needed them to tell me what to do, when to do it and give me permission to cum? I was reliant on adults for my pleasure and punishments.

	“Don’t look so sad, little one,” she giggled, putting her arm tightly around my shoulders. “there are plus points.”

	I looked at her at a loss to think of any.

	“You like the clothes, don’t you?”

	“Oh, yes,” I agreed.

	“Well, tomorrow night I will take you out and you can wear whatever you wish!”

	I squealed with pleasure. “Oh, please Mistress Shania, there is this wonderful suit, my friend Cherry wore it when she was released.” I started to gush about it, “It is short, but not too short if you know what I mean, and the jacket...

	She put her finger to my lips and laughed, “Let me see it for myself tomorrow night.”

	“Oh, thank you Mistress Shania,” I said breathlessly. She was so kind to me.

	“The pleasure is all mine, little Debbie.”

	“Kerry, Yvonne!” She suddenly barked, her demeanor abruptly changing from kindly warmth to severe coldness.

	The maid turned stiffly from the wall and after a quick stretch, joined the other maid before us. Both looked terrified. Huh silly tarts. What was there to be frightened of with Mistress Shania? She was so nice and helpful. They should experience some of the other women here!

	“Right, you two morons carry the mirror from the spare bedroom into the main bedroom.”

	They bobbed two neat curtsies and fled into one of the rooms.

	I watched as they carried a large mirror from that room, across the floor and into what was obviously the master bedroom.

	“Put it against the long wall,” commanded Mistress Shania.

	For some reason, it gave me a thrill to see her giving out commands like this. “Take my small strap on and place it on the bed. Make sure it is the small one.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I heard from the bedroom.

	Moments later both maids appeared before us again.

	“Put a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket along with one glass in there and then you are both dismissed.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” they bobbed eagerly.

	“And I don’t want either of you miscreants here tonight, so ask Miss Leopard for a room in the maid’s quarters. Explain that you have tried my patience.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” they bobbed.

	I guess they realized that once they told Miss Leopard that they had upset Mistress Shania they would be in for it. I did not envy them.

	Two minutes later after the champagne in the bucket and the flute styled glass had been taken into the bedroom, they bobbed a goodbye and retreated.

	I was alone with Mistress Shania and I must say I was growing rather fond of her. The dreadful nights events had slid into the distance. I felt warm and safe with her.

	She rose reminding me of how short she was for such a commanding woman. She had lovely legs and a gorgeously curvy body.

	She held out her hand.

	I gave her mine and she tugged me from the sofa.

	“Come on maid,” she said sweetly, leading me towards the bedroom.

	“Where are we going Mistress?” I asked.

	She laughed and held up a little key. Oh! I was going to be released again! Oh wonderful. Joy!

	She leaned closely into me and kissed my cheek, “I think it is time I claimed your virginity,” she said serenely.

	“Oh, yes,” I replied and then stopped dead in my tracks. What?

	She smiled darkly, “Do not worry, little one. I am very experienced.”

	 


Part Seven

	1.

	Mistress Shania took me firmly by the hand and led me into her bedroom. I could see at once the tall mirror that leaned against the wall. It reflected the full length of the bed. I stepped before it and checked my neat blond hair and black, slightly crumpled maid’s dress. Swinging from left to right and I was yet again staggered at the transformation that had taken place in such a short space of time.

	“Yeow!”

	I hated being slapped on the thigh; it was as painful as it was demeaning. The sort of punishment handed out to an errant child.

	I rubbed at the wound and looked wide eyed at a grinning Mistress Shania.

	“No, time to admire yourself young lady, get your kit off.”

	Oh! How crude. I thought I should put up a bit of a fight. I was more than a little scared at the idea that she was going to take my virginity, not least because I did not really understand what she wanted.

	I removed the apron and set about the zip behind my back, “I think you should ask a girl rather than give her a command. Yowl!”

	She slapped the other thigh. I decided I best not say anything more. I would teach her a lesson by remaining silent.

	She sat on the bed crossing her lovely curvy legs and regarded me, as if in judgement.

	The dress slid to the carpeted floor about my heels and I stepped out of it. I of course wore the black corset, stockings, little knickers and heels.

	“Turn,” she said evenly taking in my legs.

	I did as I was told.

	When I had my back to her, I was aware that I was being appraised, as if I were nothing more than an object like a statue or a pet or even a work of art. I know I should have hated it, but my growing penis, or little clitty, as I was supposed to now refer to it, was trying to grow in its confines.

	“Not bad,” she murmured to herself.

	Not bad! Humph! I had a good mind to say something to her there and then but as I am sure you have already guessed I quickly thought better of it. I had seen how she had treated her other maids and I did not fancy getting on the bad side of her.

	“Ok, turn fully around.”

	I did so and found that despite the fact that I felt insulted I found myself smiling at her.

	“Feeling pleased with yourself little girl?” She asked leaning back on the bed so that her straight arms held her upright. For some reason she had a superior smile across her face. As if she knew something that I didn’t.

	I shrugged and giggled, “Yes, it is nice being with you Mistress.”

	She nodded her head, as if impressed with my reply. “Good girl. You know of course,” her eyes narrowed, “that I am going to fuck the ass off you?”

	“Why yes of...” I gasped and put my hands up to shoulder height as I had been taught by Miss Carrington.

	For some reason she was deeply amused by my shock. She did not laugh out loud but she was clearly very pleased with herself. As if she were scoring points in a game. A game only she could win.

	“I am going to grease your ass and then fuck you stupid.”

	My hands fell over my mouth. I wondered if I should run for the door. Perhaps she was teasing me; I tried a brave smile and a “Yes, miss.”

	“And do you know what, slut?”

	“No,” I whispered hoarsely.

	“You are going to beg me to do it.” She raised her eyebrows, as if she were reprimanding a child.

	I shook my head, “Please Mistress Shania I don’t think...”

	“Open the wardrobe.” She nodded behind me to the triple doored hotel wardrobe.

	“I have a present for you.”

	Oh! “Thank you, Mistress Shania! Thank you, I squealed with delight. How stupid of me. It had of course been Mistress Shania who had bought me the flowers that made everyone so jealous, including Miss Jaguar!

	I opened the doors to see a huge array of clothing. Some of it rubber, some leather and some gorgeous silky underwear, that I’d love. I turned back to her with raised eyebrows, wondering which was my present. It felt like Christmas.

	“Behind the coats” she smiled benignly.

	I pushed the coats aside and my heart stopped and my smile collapsed. There, hanging on their own pegs was a display of whips, canes, chains and various bondage equipment.

	Oh dear.

	“Bring me the cane my dear and that leather collar contraption with the cuffs.”

	“Yes, Mistress Shania,” I bobbed.

	There was nothing like the site of canes and paddles and whips to whisk me straight back to being an obedient maid. Oh, when could I leave this hotel and become normal again?

	I handed her the whip and the bondage collar.

	“Thank you. There’s a good girl.”

	I bobbed ‘a thank you mistress’ and stepped back from her. It was worse being in your underwear before an adult than being in a maid’s dress.

	She held up the collar. “Do you know what this is for?”

	The two cuffs hug down on lengths of six-inch chains and rattled as she flourished it.

	I shook my head.

	“Oh?” She feigned surprise and I felt, as if we were continuing the game that I could not possibly win. She raised the cane with her right hand. “What about this? Do you know what this is for?”

	“Oh, yes Mistress,” I gushed. “Oh, yes. That is for beating maids.”

	“Mmm,” she thought about my reply. “What sort of maids get beaten?”

	I swallowed ashamed to use the words, ‘naughty maid’s Mistress.’

	“Clever girl,” she laughed. “Naughty maids. Now in what ways can a maid be naughty?”

	I was shaking at the knees desperate to sit down. The evening I was looking forward to, was now turning into a terrible nightmare. She had me completely at her mercy here and was playing with me like a cat with a mouse.

	“Oh,” I tried to think straight as she waved the dreaded cane in my direction. “Being disobedient.”

	She nodded expecting more. I thought hard. “Being late.”

	She still wanted more. She was looking for a list! I closed my eyes thinking hard. “Uhm being stupid.”

	Her cane tapped my bared thigh above the stockings. “No, my dear,” she said. “Maids do not get punished for being stupid or else you would be being punished all day, wouldn’t you?”

	“Oh, yes Mistress,” I pretended to giggle at her ‘put down’ of a joke but her face became stern and I stopped giggling.

	Her eyes narrowed. “After all, only someone particularly stupid would let themselves get into this predicament. A normal person would never find themselves where you are placed.”

	Her simple words were simple truths. I did feel stupid. I clenched my fists. Why had I dragged my wife along to this ordeal of a weekend. A weekend that was turning into a lifetime.

	“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed, head bowed.

	She tapped the cane against my thigh and smiled sweetly. “But never mind, you don’t need to be clever if you have someone to look after you.”

	That was also true. “Yes, Mistress,” I smiled. I felt that she was going to look after me. Perhaps I would not be beaten after all.

	“So, continue your list. You have only got one wrong so far.”

	One wrong. I hated those words. This was a competition. A game set by her. A game I knew I was going to lose. “Maids can be punished for answering back, speaking out of turn, disagreeing, lying...”

	She tapped my thigh with her little stick. “Lying,” she smiled. “That is right. There is nothing worse than a deceitful little maid. If I am going to really punish a little slut it is usually for lying.”

	“Oh, I never lie, mistress, honestly,” I whimpered deciding that I never would lie again.

	“Good girl. Glad to hear it. Because it would be a shame if I had to waste my energy beating your cute ass when I could be using my energy to fuck it.”

	“Er yes mistress,” I agreed uncertainly.

	“Because you do want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

	“Oh, yes Mistress,” I felt sick with fear but knew that agreeing with her would be the best course to keep my bottom from being cut by her cane.

	“Then say it darling.”

	“What?”

	Her eyes remained wide with pretty innocence. “I said say it. Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

	I swallowed, “I want you to...” Then I paused. ‘Fuck’ is a horrible word. A word associated with whores and vulgar, rough people. I did not think that a nice maid like me should say such a thing. “Make love to me please.”

	She was not impressed. She rose to her full height which I guessed to be little more than five feet if she was not wearing her stilettos. How could such a small woman dominate me!

	“Fuck me Mistress, I mean,” I gushed nervously, “I want you to fuck me mistress.”

	Mistress Shania stood with her legs apart her hands holding the cane and the collar now on her hips. “On your knees.”

	I collapsed to my knees.

	I looked up at her. “Oh, please mistress I want you to fuck me, please, please.”

	She smiled yet again, and yet again her smile was one of triumph. She was still winning her game and I was still losing.

	“Do you my dear? Do you really?”

	“Oh, yes Mistress I have thought about nothing else since I met you.”

	She beamed radiantly. “How sweet. Perhaps as you are so honest, I won’t need this.” She waved the cane about.

	“No, mistress, I will never lie to you.”

	“Good girl but I will place it here next to the bed in case you forget your promise.”

	It was with relief that I watched her put the dreaded cane near the head of the double bed.

	“So then, what is this for?” She held out the collar and cuffs to me.

	“To secure a maid’s wrists to her neck”.

	She patted my head, as if I were her pet and for all the world, that is what I might as well have been.

	“Correct. Now why might I want to do that?”

	“To make her helpless Mistress?”

	She thought this was the funniest joke she had ever heard and laughed so loudly I thought everyone in the hotel must have heard her. I rubbed my stockinged legs on the carpet feeling defeated and humiliated. I was desperate to know the rules of the game to ensure that I could keep losing and keep her from beating me.

	“Silly tart, you are helpless aren’t you!” She laughed again.

	I nodded and blushed at being so stupid. Had I always been dumb?

	She fastened the collar about my neck and I felt sick with fear.

	“You don’t have to do this,” I ventured my mouth dry with dread.

	“Don’t I?” She asked fastening it behind my neck. “But you don’t know what it is for. So, how do you know whether I need to use it or not?”

	Her eyes stuck on mine until I looked away. I was always in the wrong. Whatever I said I did was foolish unless I followed an adult’s command.

	She raised my left wrist and pulled the cuff about it. The chain held it tightly and uncomfortably near my neck. I saw a tiny lock clasp close and my hand was held. Moments later my other hand was locked into place so that I was left with my hands clasped ‘prayer’ fashion above my boobs.

	I was now totally, totally helpless and at her mercy.

	She held up the key she had shown me outside and smiled nastily at me. “Stand up.

	I rose unsteadily to my heeled feet.

	Keeping her eyes fixed on mine she put her hands on either side of my panties and hauled them down my stocking legs to my heels.

	As I stepped out of them, I felt my prick engorge so quickly I thought it would burst in its chastity belt.

	She held up the key that she had shown me earlier. It was as if she had to show me every stage of her game. How I as completely in her power. Yet at that moment I adored her more than anyone. She frightened me to death and continuously humiliated me but I loved her. Maybe I was wholly stupid.

	I watched her unlock my chastity belt and heard it fall to the carpet. I dared not react of course I had to wait for her to tell me what to do.

	She tickled my little clit and it became so big, so hard and so painful that I grabbed her legs. “Oh, Mistress please fuck me, oh please, please.”

	I felt tears filling my eyes and my cheek hurt from being pressed against her nylon clad knees.

	“Oh, all right then,” she announced, as if suddenly convinced, “on to the bed. But be quick before I change my mind.”

	I dived on to the bed as instructed and turned awkwardly in my bonds to watch her kick off her shoes, and remove her skirt and blouse. She was wearing a black corset and stockings and looked stunning.

	She pulled open a draw and took out a strap on dildo and I closed my eyes. Oh, God please don’t let it hurt me.

	I am afraid that I was terribly aroused and my mind was reeling under the sensual power of this strong woman. She climbed on the bed her dildo waving about weapon like before her. She flicked me over demonstrating yet again the surprising strength she had for such a small woman.

	When she nuzzled up behind me and took my little clit in her hand I almost came immediately.

	She laughed softly in my ear, “Now only cum when you are told or else you won’t get this treat again.”

	She pushed the dildo up to the entrance of my anus and I felt its well lubricated softness. My first instinct was to push down on it. I heard my familiar incantation, “Oh, yes, please, oh please.” After so many nights of running through the same drill with my own dildo in my bedroom downstairs my aroused mind was on automatic pilot.

	She slipped into my easily though pulled back if I pushed down too much with the words, “Now don’t forget who is in charge”.

	“Yes, Mistress, oh, please, yes...”

	“Now open your eyes and look at yourself in the mirror.”

	I did so, even though my lids were heavy and desperate to close.

	I saw the erotic image of a gorgeous pouting blond in sexy underwear in a state of total mind-numbing excitement.

	“Watch her perform Debbie, she is you,” Mistress Shania taunted.

	Time passed from another dimension as I watched the submissive blond obediently follow her mistress’ every request until eventually, she exploded in orgasmic release as a begging, pleading little slut.

	2.

	I woke up hearing Mistress Shania on the phone. My rear felt oddly empty needing something inside me to fill a mysterious gap. My hands were free though I could still feel the invisible weight of the cuffs around my wrists and neck.

	I turned around to see Mistress Shania giggling girlishly on the phone.

	“Well,” she was saying coyly, “I now need a real man to fill me and I thought of you.”

	I sat up stiffly my entire body aching from the shagging I had received. “Please Miss I can do that.”

	The slap across my face sent me falling half off the bed with only the sheets keeping my legs from falling out.

	“Oh, that,” Mistress Shania, continued, as if nothing untoward had taken place, “just a silly little maid getting what she asked for.” She covered the mouthpiece with her hand and spat at me, “Get your dress now!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I said tumbling out of bed to discover that my chastity belt had already been refitted while I slept.

	I dashed to get my dress and made to step into it.

	She covered the mouthpiece again, “Were you told to put it on?”

	“Er no Mistress, I just thought...”

	“Well don’t think!” she snapped before removing her hand from the mouth piece and smiling sweetly, “So I’ll see you in five minutes?”

	She put the phone down and her face became resolute and frightening. “Take your name tag off your dress.”

	The command surprised me and it was only when I saw her eyes narrow that my trembling fingers picked at the pin on the “Debbie” card.

	“Now pin it on to your knickers.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” what was going on?

	I found my knickers near the bedside and pinned my name badge to the black little skimpy knickers.

	Mistress Shania climbed out of bed and I immediately stepped back out of reach but she went past me to her bedside drawers and pulled open the top one. It was full of black panties all with their name tags attached. I could see Susan, Jenny, Carla ... Every name you could think of.

	She grabbed my panties and threw them in the drawer and slammed it shut.

	“My trophies,” she explained. “Now get out.”

	I stood motionless in her room. Trophies? Was that what I was? Had she just seduced me to add a notch to her bed, or another pair of panties to her collection?

	My ear was grabbed and I was led to the door clutching my dress. But the pain in my ear was nothing compared to the uncertainty in my heart. Did she not love me? Had she not sent me flowers, looked after me, given me advice?

	She pulled open the front door and pushed me half naked into the corridor. Yet again I was struck by her strength and power that was completely at odds with her size.

	I stood mouth open staring at her in shock as her severe face gave way to her pretty smile. But the Jekyll and Hyde change was not for me this time.

	“You made it in double quick time,” she said playfully.

	A man appeared from nowhere, I had the impression that he had been running. He put his hand behind her head and gave her a big wet kiss.

	I was transfixed with impotent jealous rage.

	He stood back and admired her corseted and stockinged figure. He growled his approval. How infantile I thought. But within a second the door closed and I was left alone in the corridor holding my dress.

	But she must love me, I reasoned. Why go through all that trouble to get me into bed?

	I pulled on my dress and made my way back to the wardrobe room knowing that I looked a shambles. Every mirror I passed testified to the fact that I looked as I had been ‘fucked stupid’ as Mistress Shania had promised me. My hair was a mess, my makeup smudged and there was even a hole in my stockings. Worse, beneath my dress I wore no panties. I felt abused and vulnerable. I was determined not to cry.

	At the wardrobe room Mistress Jaguar dashed out, her face like thunder. “I want that Debbie tonight! I want her virginity!” She saw me and I froze in horror as she laughed at my appearance. “Have you seen Debbie tonight, you well fucked slut?”

	What!

	“Oh, never mind!” She brushed passed me towards the lift. “If you see her tell her that I am looking for her!”

	If I see her! I stepped into the Wardrobe room where Mistress Tiger was filling out a form. When I saw myself in the mirror, I realized Mistress Jaguar’s mistake. Without my name tag I could be any one of the maids working at the Hotel. I saw a bimbo blond as anonymous as any of the girls you see in newspaper photos.

	I felt totally depressed. I was little more than my name tag which now was attached to a pair of knickers in Mistress Shania’s drawer.

	“Humph!” I said aloud. Then I saw Trisha changing out of a short leather red dress.

	I raced up to her and said hello and when she failed to recognize me almost cried. “It’s me Debbie!”

	She looked about me for a name tag. “Someone’s taken it from me,” I explained as tears formed in my eyes, “as a memento.”

	She grabbed my arm and dragged me behind the dress racks out of sight of Mistress Tiger. “Listen we must escape tomorrow night. It’s too late now...”

	“Yes!” I exclaimed. Tomorrow night could not come around fast enough.

	“All we have to do is...”

	“You two sluts hurry up!” Bellowed Mistress Tiger.

	“Yes, Mistress,” we both curtsied even though she could not see us. The action was robotic and automatic

	We said nothing more but gave each other a kiss and changed to return to our dormitory.

	I was too exhausted to think of escape and plans. I let my dress fall to the floor and went mechanically through the routine with the dildo. First the mouth and the usual chant before slipping it up my bottom where it now fitted easily. I desperately wanted Mistress Shania to be on the end of the dildo. I was excited just at the idea of her lovemaking.

	So, exhausted and emotionally drained, I crawled into bed where Sally wriggled up to me.

	The last thing I wanted was to hear about Sally’s stupid plans to explain the Hotels mistake so I chained myself to her as quickly as I could.

	She put her arms around me rather than pushing me away and gave me a kiss on my cheek. “Guess what!” she said.

	“They are going to release you?” I said sleepily.

	“What?” she said perplexed. “Oh, yes, perhaps. Maybe one day. No, it’s not that. Two lovely men are going to take me out tomorrow night! What do you think of that?”

	“Great,” was all I could muster before drifting off to sleep vaguely aware of how Sally was desperately trying to wank herself on my leg. I knew she would be unsuccessful. There are some things you need an adult for.

	Come to think of it, you need an adult to do anything.

	3.

	The following morning the key was thrown through the door for us to release ourselves. Silly Sally was prattling on about these two men in her life. Trisha, Samantha and I exchanged looks of rolling eyes. I preferred it when she went on about how it was all a mistake.

	After we showered and changed into our school uniforms with Trish and Samantha donning their crisp neat maids’ outfits, we were allowed in to the corridor which was bustling with girls. I had never seen so many school girls.

	Miss Evans was anxiously marching up and down shouting at the Mistress Cats to keep order.

	We were lined up against the wall and we began our walk down to the classroom. I noticed that some of the secretaries in their glasses and lovely little skirts were exchanging glances. Clearly, they had never seen it so busy before.

	You can always tell the new girls from the way that they slouch and look so scared. They never stand prettily with the hands exactly out or the knee just positioned so. They will learn. Today there must have been about twelve new girls. Miss Carrington led them into a second classroom further up the hallway. Miss Leopard took us into our usual room where I saw Sharon, Tracy and Shelly who looked at me quizzically. We were all desperate to know what was happening.

	The newer girls in the class who sat at the front were craning their necks to see what was happening outside the classroom.

	Miss Carrington drove in like a steam train and thanked Miss Leopard.

	“I have to get upstairs,” Miss Leopard said frantically. “It’s a mad house up there.”

	Miss Carrington shook her head. “They should plan these things better. Twelve new girls! All starting together.”

	Miss Leopard nodded to us, “We will need these as full timers double quick.”

	Then she left.

	As Miss Carrington told us to sit and I flattened the little pleated skirt beneath me, I heard the familiar sounds of a cane flying through the air followed by the usual squeal. The new girls were beginning their lessons.

	It was nice to be a more experienced maid. You knew best how to avoid beatings.

	“Girls! Today is a big day for you all. Ok. The new girls can write a thousand-word essay on why you would like to stay here for a month. If it is honestly written and believable then you will escape a fixed penalty of twelve canings. The older girls who have passed The Point can write an essay on what sort of boobs you would really like to have. Remember, think of the advantages of real boobs over ones that have to be fixed on once a week. Note too, that real breasts are sensual and can be stroked by adults for their and your own pleasure. Again, if it is believable you will escape a fixed penalty, but...” she paused and eyed us ‘older’ girls with an encouraging smile, “if I believe what you have written then your school days will be over.”

	Over. My school days could be over!

	I can see that many of you will go on to become fine maids, secretaries, nurses, oh just about anything you can dream of in your empty blond heads. So, get writing!”

	The end of my school days! This was an exam and if I passed, I would not have to wear this demeaning little school uniform ever again. I gasped and felt the excitement of the girls around me, many of whom were already writing earnestly.

	When we finished Miss Carrington took myself, the three girls who had started on the same day as I and a couple of the others to a new classroom where we were told to sit and wait for our careers master.

	This was turning into a very strange day. If we had been allowed to speak no doubt the room would have been full of idle speculative chattering on what was happening.

	Miss Evans arrived five minutes later with a middle-aged man who was balding, bespectacled and unlike any ‘man’ I had seen at The Hotel since we had arrived. They were all handsome hunks.

	“Miss Evans introduced him to us as Mister Evans, her husband and careers master.

	I crossed my bare legs and leaned forward in concentration, since this sounded important. Of course, we are not allowed to lean on the desks or slump in a slovenly fashion so I had to remain bolt upright with breasts pointing outwards.

	“Ok girls. Today is a big day for you. You cease to be mere school girls and will become true maids.”

	A charge of excitement sparkled in the room. Wow.

	“Now maids,” he seemed to be moving onto a well-rehearsed speech and I noticed that Miss Evans, rather than listening had begun to sort out some folders that had our names on them. “Now maids, if your essays are good enough you will earn yourself a surname. Up until now, as school girls, you have not needed a second name. But for those of you who will have to leave here, and some will fly to exotic locations all over the world, you will need a surname for your passport and tickets. You may need a surname for your place of employment.”

	Miss Evans handed out a form to each of us that looked frighteningly legal. Its print was very fine and would take a great deal of time to read.

	“The forms you see before you, will register the change of name from the unsuitable one you arrived here with to a more appropriate name.”

	I felt as if I was back in the hole digging deeper and not having any chance to escape.

	“When you are given your name fill it in the place provided at the bottom by printing it. then sign your new name below that on the bottom-line marked signature.”

	I glanced down at the form and noted the appropriate places.

	“When you sign your form, use the first letter of your first name and then your second name follows, as if it is one word. There must be no full stops between the first letter and your surname.”

	Seemed simple enough.

	“Here we go, Sharon?” He asked looking over his glasses.

	Sharon put up her hand nervously.

	“Your surname is Lutt. Write it down.”

	I saw her wrinkle her nose not liking such a horrible surname but one look from Miss Evans had her writing it in full and signing it.

	“Tracy?”

	Tracy’s hand rose.

	“Art.” He said simply.

	Tracy seemed happy enough with her name and wrote it out.

	He went through the names but by the time he got to me some of the girls were raising their hands desperate to point something out to Mr. Evans.

	“Debbie?”

	I put up my hand in its crisp white blouse.

	“Umber.” He announced.

	Pretty enough I thought with a superior smile.

	I filed out the name by printing Debbie Umber and then signed at the bottom. It was then that my heart sank.

	I looked at my signature and realized what a calamity had befallen me. I swiftly raised my arm with the other girls. Nearly all of us had our hands up now, each desperate for attention.

	Samantha was practically out of her chair so frantic was she to gain the notice of Mister Evans.

	“Yes, Samantha?” asked a sniffy Miss Evans, as if she already knew what the question would be.

	“Please miss, I am sorry to say this,” she tried bravely coughing to clear her throat and sum up the courage to continue. “But my name Samantha Lut as a signature spells...” she flushed pink.

	“Slut?” Observed Miss Evans with raised eyebrows. “Clever girl. Tracy?”

	Samantha looked in shock at her new name.

	“Mine is Tracy Art which spells...” she looked around her with pink cheeks and whispered, “Tart.”

	“Clever girl,” Miss Evans said sarcastically.

	The rest of us put our hands down. They even had to humiliate us with our names! I glanced at how the pretty name of Debbie Umber became ‘Dumber’ as a signature.

	I thought of how all the adults would find that hysterically funny every time I had to sign for anything. A short skirted, high heeled, airheaded, blond signing her name as Dumber.

	On the other hand, it was marginally better than the other names my friends were receiving.

	“Now that we get the message please pay attention.” Miss Evans walked down the aisle between us making us sit bolt upright and fearfully forgetting about anymore protest.

	Mister Evans smiled, “Don’t worry, you will get used to your new names. I am afraid that The Hotel is very busy right now so we have to move through the next part very quickly. So, please pay attention, I know how difficult that is for blonds,” he added with a silly, knowing laugh.

	Of course, we had to giggle dutifully at the silly put down.

	Miss Evans was now collecting in our name change forms and handing out a second form. I did not even want to look at it. What terrible degradation were we to be put through now?

	“On this second form is a list of careers that we can offer you young ladies. Please study them carefully and add a number 1 next to your favorite, a two next to your second and then a three and so forth until you reach ten. Ok?”

	We looked at him in shock.

	“You can count to ten, can you?”

	We giggled on cue and picked up a pen.

	My name was at the top of the form followed by the line, “My preferred choice of employment on leaving the Hotel:”

	There was then a list, one item per line, a series of dots leading to a box for each job title.

	The list read...

	1. Maid at hotel

	2. Maid at country house

	3. Maid at domestic house

	4. Bunny girl

	5. Pole dancer

	6. Lap dancer

	7. Secretary

	8. Receptionist

	9. Air hostess

	10. Brain surgeon

	11. Wife

	12. Model

	13. Escort

	14. Whore

	15. Up market call girl


	There then followed a section to be checked:

	1. male master

	2. female mistress

	3. both/either


	I looked through the choices and felt pretty excited in my chastity belt.

	I thought it be very sexy to be any of those apart from the brain surgeon. Yeugh! That did not sound very glamorous at all.

	I put the maid positions first because I felt I could do those reasonably satisfactorily. But then it was very difficult. They all had something going for them. I had often looked on in jealous admiration at the smart uniforms that air hostesses were allowed to wear. But there again dancers get a lot of attention that would be really exciting; I could see lots of opportunities for adults removing my belt if I could turn them on. I actually plumped for a secretary after the maid’s jobs. I spent many a happy moment at work watching the wiggling silly airheads gossiping about the office.

	Soon it was completed and we handed them to Miss Evans as she passed us and scrutinized what we had written.

	“Tina Ramp! She exclaimed snatching a sheet from the girl in front of me.”

	I put her name together and got ‘Tramp’ as her signature so once again I did not feel too bad with being known as dumber.

	Tina blushed red as Miss Evans laughed gleefully. “There is always one who puts down brain surgeon!”

	We all laughed at poor Tina who thrust her despairing face in to her hands.

	“Cross it out my dear,” she said putting the sheet back in front of her, “and add something somewhat more suitable for a bimbo like yourself.”

	Tina scrawled away and handed up the sheet her face crimson.

	Silly ‘tramp’ I thought smugly. But then the awful thought hit me. That we would become known by our signatures, and anyone could put me down by calling me ‘dumber’. What a terrible thought.

	“Ok girls,” Mister Evans smiled, “we will do what we can. I promise.” He seemed sincere as he looked kindly from girl to girl before he reached the wretched Tina, who by now wished that she had not got out of bed this morning. “Of course, I am not sure that the institute of brain surgeons is accepting airheads, but I will see what I can do.”

	We laughed partly relieved of course that it was not the rest of us who were being held up to ridicule.

	4.

	After lunch we were still aware of something odd. The mistress cats were more anxious than usual. Lots of threats were handed out.

	I also became aware that there were a lot of men in the building. I don’t mean the hunks that entertained the female guests but real men. Businessmen. They were everywhere. In the bars, in the corridors. I was curtseying so much I felt I was not walking but hopping from place to place.

	Also, the girls I had been having the tests with that morning were being called away one by one. I did not like this at all. Worse, none were coming back.

	Had they found us positions outside already? Outside? Would I be able to escape ahead of Trisha?

	I was cleaning the tables in the hall with Tracy and I whispered to her, “What do you think is happening?”

	Tracy checked that no one was listening. “I don’t know but I am a bit worried.”

	Did she know something? “Why are you worried?”

	“Well, I put down ‘up market call girl’ as my first choice.”

	I grimaced. A whore!! That was one of my last choices.

	She saw my reaction and her cheeks flushed defensively. “Well? I could meet a real rich man like in the movie Pretty Woman and he would look after me forever. And then it would be easy to escape!” She wrinkled her nose thoughtfully, “If I wanted to.”

	Sounded doubtful to me but I replied, “Good idea.”

	“Anyway,” she leaned closer, “I put down Escort as my second and what would happen if I ended up in a cheap dive of an escort agency?”

	“Yuck.”

	“Exactly.” She nodded.

	Miss Leopard appeared. My heart stopped. Had she heard us gossiping?

	“Tart?” Miss Leopard barked with sneer.

	“Yes?” we both answered in unison making Miss Leopard howl with laughter.

	“No, you are dumber!” Miss leopard said to me, a little too loudly for my liking. I am sure everyone in the hall heard her. “I am coming for you next. Your turn now though Tracy.”

	Tracy looked very scared as she put down her cloth, swallowed, smiled bravely at me and disappeared towards the restaurant entrance with the smirking Miss Leopard.

	Coming for me next! My stomach turned to ice. Even a call girl was treated better than this.

	When my turn came, I had was putting away the vacuum cleaner. Miss Jaguar patted my bottom and nodded towards the entrance.

	I left with her nervously.

	“You know,” she chatted as we headed for Miss steel’s office, “I will have your ass one day.”

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar,” I said breathlessly trying to keep up in my heels.

	“I will fuck you so hard you won’t be able to sit down for a week!”

	What a nasty way to put it! “Yes, Miss Jaguar, thank you Miss Jaguar.”

	“I am a real good fuck you know,” she continued conceitedly.

	“Yes, Miss Jaguar.”

	“You will love it!”

	She squeezed my ass making me squeal, which as ever she found very amusing.

	I was grateful to be shown into Miss Steel’s office. I felt safer in there than I did with Miss Jaguar. She was so much taller and stronger than me. Her sinewy arms were obviously well toned in the gym every day.

	Miss Steel had two guests, two smartly dressed men, one in his fifties the other much slighter in his twenties.

	They were finishing some coffee and a maid was clearing their cups from a small coffee table.

	The two men rose as I entered. Miss Steel of course ignored me and I simply stood in the usual pose next to Miss Jaguar.

	The older men had distinguished grey hair and a face that seemed to have a permanent smile on it. He shook Miss Steel’s hand vigorously. “We are mighty impressed with your set up.”

	“Thank you, Mister Bryant, you are most kind.”

	“Not at all,” Bryant enthused indicating his companion, “the doctor here has performed many experiments in mind control for us, but the C.I.A. has never achieved anything like these results in such a short space of time.”

	“Our methods are tried and tested in the market place,” Miss Steel smiled. I felt she was impatient and desperate to be rid of the two men.

	The doctor nodded, “Yes, Miss Steel the market place is the best test of all. And they certainly pass that test. We were sure that there were two of your girls on the airline coming over here.”

	“Definitely,” Bryant nodded. “Gorgeous, cute, submissive and willing. A fella could not ask for more.”

	Everyone laughed at his idiotic joke. I wondered what he was talking about.

	“Well,” Miss Steel explained, “when we found a lack of girls applying to be maids, we were struck by how society had changed so quickly.”

	“Exactly” the doctor pointed out, “with women now becoming managers and executives they just don’t want the menial, demeaning jobs anymore.”

	“Quite. That was how we hit on the idea of our current recruitment methods. Of course, even we could not have foreseen how the world would beat a path to our door for our girls. One hotel chain has asked for twenty girls in just eight weeks’ time. So, you can appreciate how investment from the C.I.A. would be beneficial.”

	“And I cannot see a problem,” he coughed embarrassedly as he looked at the maid tidying up the coffee pots and then at me.

	I was getting used to the way adults would appraise my body by scanning my legs first then slowly working their way up to my hair.

	“Just one thing.” He laughed self-consciously. “I was sort of wondering if, well, if I could have one of the girls as my own secretary.” Suddenly he became mannered and laughed again. “You know for a close at hand study. In the field. I am sure you understand.”

	Miss Steel smiled. “Of course. I will have one over to you in the next few weeks.”

	“Jesus!” Bryant exclaimed wildly. “Great! Only don’t tell the wife? Ok?”

	Miss Steel nodded conspiratorially and then checked her watch. She was desperate to get rid of these two men. She just wanted their money.

	As they headed for the door, the doctor stopped and turned to Miss Steel, as if he had been trying to find the right words to ask something delicate.

	“Miss Steel, I do understand how secret you wish to keep your processing for these male maids but I was...”

	“Maids,” Miss Steel said, her face growing grey with disdain. “They are maids. The word ‘male’ does not describe them in any way.”

	“Yes, quite,” the doctor nodded, “I just wanted to see the process close up. Watch it happening. See what I can learn.”

	I watched the familiar and terrifying sneer rise on Miss Steel’s lips. “Why of course doctor. Miss Jaguar here will show you to the rear entrance where we have a new batch of six waiting to be ‘processed’ as you put it.”

	The doctor was excited. “Great. So, I can watch the process close up?”

	Miss Steel was now in one of her sadistic moods and I feared for the foolish doctor.

	“Yes,” she nodded, “why not take your clothes off with them and join them in a line. That way they won’t realize that you are observing them. They will think you are there for the training just as they are.”

	I closed my eyes. Don’t say ‘yes’, I thought for him.

	“Yes!” he exclaimed sealing his fate.

	“If you are really good, perhaps I can send you over with Mister Bryant when he flies back,”

	The two men laughed at this joke but Miss Steel’s face was stone and her eyes shone with malice. Everyone apart from the two silly men realized that the doctor would be sitting on a plane in short skirt checking his blond hair in a very short space of time.

	“Hey,” said Bryant, “now I want one of those real cuties you have got, not some bloke in drag!”

	They laughed as Miss Steel showed them out nodding to a smug looking Miss Jaguar, “Why not show the doctor the changing room and help him get accustomed to the ‘process’ as he likes to describe it.”

	Miss Jaguar left with a pat to my bum and before the door could close Paulo and Linda, I mean Miss Johnson entered now hand in hand.

	Miss Johnson smiled warmly at me, her cheeks tingling red. It was as if I were her best friend and we knew something naughty about each other. She made no effort to break away from his grip or conceal their hand holding. We had all passed The Point.

	Paulo’s grin was far less pleasant of course and made me recall my dreadful humiliations at his hands the previous night.

	How he had me and his girlfriend, I mean Miss Johnson, I mean Linda my wife. But somehow, she did not seem to be a wife to me anymore.

	“I am afraid we will have to be very quick,” Miss Steel announced leading them both to her desk. “And I know that you are both desperate to get away early from here.”

	Miss Johnson gripped Paulo’s arm eagerly. I was tense with helpless jealousy.

	“Now as you know Debbie here will stay on for a bit longer to continue her training.” She looked up at me with a smile. I think it was her attempt at pretending to offer a warm smile. It scared me. “She has been so clever. Her lessons have gone so well.”

	Paulo chortled and Miss Johnson beamed at me, as if she was pleased for me!

	“Whether it has been ‘bed making’ or dancing she has performed her tasks diligently and with distinction.”

	I could have curled up and died there and then.

	“However, she wrote this,” she held up some sheets of paper with my handwriting on it.

	Miss Johnson took hold of it and was shocked. Paulo read it briefly and then sniggered at me.

	“Breasts?” Miss Johnson asked me in astonishment. “You would like real breasts!”

	Miss Steel flashed my essay from that very morning before my eyes. “You did write this, did you not my dear?”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” I bobbed a curtsey. How could I say ‘but it is not what I really want’ without getting a terrible beating for using words outside my allowance while on duty?

	“It is not unusual for the maids to want real breasts rather than the stuck-on ones, which can be very inconvenient.”

	Miss Johnson looked back at my essay in shock. “Well, if it is what she wants…” she said uncertainly.

	“I am glad you agree,” Miss Steel announced. “Such a well-behaved little girl deserves a treat from time to time.”

	“I suppose so,” Miss Johnson said glancing at me for a clue as to what I was really thinking.

	I maintained my wide-eyed pout, any other expression would not be permitted.

	“Of course, there is the small matter of the expense of the operation,” Miss Steel ventured, as if thinking aloud.

	“How much?” Paulo asked.

	“Three thousand,” Miss Steel said quickly.

	Paulo shook his head.

	“Well, I am sure we could look at a deal,” Miss Steel said foxily.

	“Who is Dumber?” Miss Johnson asked reading the name stamped on the top of my form before breaking up into giggles. “Oh, dear,” she looked at me and smiled sympathetically. “That is unfortunate isn’t it. A pretty name like Debbie Umber ends up as Dumber on a signature.”

	“Sounds about right to me,” smirked Paulo. “Make it two grand.”

	“Well...” Miss Steel pretended to be doubtful.

	“She won’t be bigger than me will she!” Miss Johnson exclaimed with sudden but urgent concern.

	“No. Thirty eight ‘C’ is what she has asked for. So, I’d say about the same size as you. And in this case, I will make an exception and accept two thousand. You drive a hard barging Paulo.”

	Miss Johnson still looked doubtful as Miss Steel asked them to leave the cheque at reception.

	If only I could say something. But I knew I could not.

	“I believe we will see you both back for the bondage training,” Miss Steel said making polite conversation but steering them briskly to the door.

	“Yes,” Miss Johnson said eagerly, “I do want to learn that hog tie I saw in a video.”

	Miss Steel laughed, quite genuinely this time, “Oh, indeed. Watching a silly minx of a maid tied so that she can barely even wriggle always gets me excited.”

	“Linda has already had some experience of the hog tie,” Paulo laughed patting my wife’s ass. “I kept her bound for two hours, as if she was nothing better than a maid.”

	I was horrified. My wife tied up by that dreadful man for his entertainment. Miss Johnson looked at me and blushed but again I had the impression she now regarded me as a sort of confident. A girl friend who knows all about her private life. I had never dared ask her if I could tie her up. I felt sure that she would have found it degrading.

	They left as Mister and Mrs. Deacon entered and ebulliently shook Miss Steel’s hand.

	It was as if all my life was passing before my eyes.

	“We so much have enjoyed our stay!” gushed Mrs. Deacon shaking her blond hair from her tee shirt.

	Miss Steel, closed the door as I saw Paulo nibble at my wife, I mean Miss Johnson’s neck as they headed for the main entrance to The Hotel.

	Miss Steel smiled as patiently as she could. “I am very pleased and I gather Debbie here as made her own contribution to your pleasurable stay with us?”

	Miss Steel indicated me and Mrs. Deacon rushed over and grabbed and kissed me. Oh, it was so exciting to be kissed by such an alluring young woman but of course I could not react and remained doll like and implacable.

	“Oh, Debbie, when can you join us!”

	Miss Steel gently took Mrs. Deacon’s arm and led her back to the desk where Mister Deacon winked knowingly at me. I was desperate to smile to them.

	“Very soon now my dears. These things take time. In fact, that is why I have brought you here. You see,” She became serious picking up my stomach-turning essay on wanting boobs, “only today little Debbie here presented us with this.”

	She handed it to the couple who scanned through the pages. Their faces switched from shock to grinning approval.

	“Wonderful,” Mrs. Deacon exclaimed.

	“Yeah, I’ll run with that,” mister Deacon added.

	Miss Steel shook her head sadly. “Alas the operation will cost two, maybe three thousand so I am afraid that poor Debbie will just have to get used to her stick-on ones.”

	Mrs. Deacon pulled a face, “How horrible. Stick on ones!” She turned pleadingly to her husband. “You have to buy them for her. It’s only a couple of grand. You pay more than that for a suit.”

	Mister Deacon pondered the notion.

	“Oh, please,” Mrs. Deacon begged, “just for me?”

	Mister Deacon relented and agreed.

	Miss Steel expressed relief, suggested he leave the cheque at reception and was already marching them back to the door.

	“See you soon babe!” Mister Deacon called back to me.

	I felt it appropriate to curtsey and say “Yes, mister Deacon thank you mister Deacon.”

	His wife charged over to me and hugged and kissed me, “We are going to have soooo much fun Debbie.”

	Then they were gone.

	Miss Steel shook her head, as if she were suddenly tired. She wrote some notes on a form and then picked up the phone.

	“You can show Mistress Shania in now.”

	Oh! My knees trembled. My stomach churned like a teenager in love. Mistress Shania. How could I face her after she had so easily seduced me and then simply thrown me out?

	She entered and on seeing me smiled sweetly, “Can you sit down yet, slut?”

	I blushed to the roots of my hair and curtseyed, “yes, thank you mistress”.

	She laughed to herself and sat opposite Miss Steel who leaned against the desk.

	Miss Jaguar entered and closed the door quietly behind her. “The good doctor has stripped and had his first canning. I don’t think he will be too much trouble.”

	“They never are,” sighed Miss steel almost regretfully. She then beamed at Mistress Shania. “I think you should read this.”

	Oh my God, she was handing Mistress Shania my essay. Was there no end to my shame?

	Mistress Shania glanced through it and handed back seconds later without comment.

	“Sadly, the poor thing has no money and an operation like that can cost...”

	“One thousand, two hundred, I believe,” Mistress Shania added quickly. “We have been through this many times before in the past. I suspect that with a shaggable tramp like this,” she waved a hand at me, “getting folks to part with their hard-earned cash for her modifications is not difficult.”

	“Yes, well,” Miss Steel did like anyone getting the better of her and thumped the essay down hard on her desk. She then looked maliciously at me, as if I were responsible! Oh! how many smacks would I get for this! It was so unfair. But she tried one of her awful smiles and turned back to Mistress Shania. “These things do cost money and as someone who gets more than her fair share of pleasure from her...”

	Mistress Shania rose. “One thousand only.”

	Miss Steel shook her head sadly.

	“My final offer.”

	“Well,” the older lady said, as if resigned to defeat, “very well. Please leave your check…”

	“At reception, I know,” Mistress Shania was already walking towards the door. “But for that I want her ass bigger. It’s a bit boyish once you get her knickers off...”

	How I fumed.

	I could see that Miss Jaguar’s jealousy was getting the better of her. I felt so frightened and vulnerable in this room full of strong-willed ladies.

	“Well maybe for an extra five hundred,” ventured Miss Steel.

	“And some collagen for the lips. But I don’t want her deformed. Just a little touch. Is it Doctor Price doing the cutting and prodding?”

	Cutting and prodding! I felt feint.

	Miss Steel nodded.

	“Good,” said Mistress Shania as she left. “I like his work.”

	And then she was gone.

	Miss Steel lost her look of apparent disappointment and seemed quite impressed with the notes she had made.

	“A few more girls like you and I can retire,” she said to me without catching my eye.

	Miss Jaguar took hold of my arm and led me away. But I needed to argue. I could not let this happen. But how can I argue when I am not even allowed to speak?”

	Outside the door was scared looking Sharon in the firm grip of Miss leopard. She was shunted into the room leaving only a brief moment for us to share a look of mutual alarm and panic.

	5.

	I was taken to the same hospital section where Miss Evans had examined me before. And once again I stripped for the two nurse maids. I wondered if they were the same as the last time I was here. It was so difficult to tell any of us apart. They handed me the keys for my shoes and corset.

	Miss Evans entered when I was naked.

	“Onto the bed and lie on your stomach, slut.”

	She had lost none of her good manners!

	As I lay down on the trolly bed I saw one of the nurses preparing a syringe.

	“Please Miss Evans there has been an almighty mistake,” I said bravely fighting back the tears.

	I wondered how she would react to me speaking out of turn. I need not have worried as she simply ignored me and rubbed some fluid over my bottom.

	I felt the tears dribble onto my nose. “Please Miss Evans don’t do this.”

	“But you have asked for it. Inconsiderable detail if you remember.” Miss Steel pushed the syringe deep into my buttocks and I squealed.

	“No, please. I have been tricked. I want to get away from here.”

	“Roll over, slut,” Miss Evans said matter of factly.

	I did as I was told. My head was already swirling like I was half in a dream.

	“If you wanted to get away from here you would have already done so wouldn’t you.”

	“But I couldn’t,” I pointed out. “You would not let me!”

	Miss Evans chuckled. “They all say that and I always ask, who would not let you leave? Are there armed guards on the entrance? Why not just walk out of here?”

	Eh? Why had I not just walked out as she had put it. She was right. I thought back to the early days when Mister Deacon had dragged me outside to reprimand me for upsetting my wife’s night out with Paulo. I could easily have just walked off down the drive and back to the real world.

	Miss Steel checked my eyes, “And when you were alone with the guests or one of the Mistress cats, could you not easily have overpowered them if you really wanted to?”

	My eyes grew heavy with this strange logic.

	Why had I not escaped? Trish had spoken many times of escape but all we had to do was walk out. Yet every night after a date I dutifully returned to my dormitory and fastened my own body to my partner in bed.

	“Oh.” Was the last sound I made before the clouds of a heavy sleep enveloped me.

	But one thing I knew there and then. My very next opportunity I would escape either with Trish or on my own!

	 


Part Eight

	1.

	After a hectic day helping in the kitchens, I was back in the wonderful wardrobe room with Trisha.

	Miss Jaguar had listed the items she wanted me in for our date and I was thrilled. A neat short tight skirt, which looked really smart, along with a pair of ankle boots with a short, (for me), 3” spiky heel. A wonderfully silky, thin white, sleeveless jumper, that gave my new boobs a real sexy rounded shape. I was thrilled.

	The one bit that bothered me was, and this is embarrassing, but, well, my bottom. If you remember Mistress Shania had, rather spitefully, asked for my bottom to be increased in size. When I was at last allowed out of my hospital bed, I stood in front of the wardrobe mirror. My bottom swelled out like a football.

	I knew it would get attention. Girls with large bums on trim figures always stood out. Not least of course because it wiggles so much. I knew that men and women walking behind me would be drawn to its swaying. To be honest, you couldn’t miss it.

	For that reason, the one apprehension I felt in the wardrobe room was my backside. I stood side on to the mirror pressing the little skirt down at the front agonizing over my pert ass.

	Trish had just finished pulling on a shimmering blue dress and was squeezing the zip up.

	I turned to her, “Does my bum look big in this?”

	She gave it a good look over, as everyone seemed to since the operation, “Darling it would look big in anything.” She spread out her bared arms, “What do you think of this outfit then?”

	She was obviously delighted with her short dress, as well she might. It looked gorgeous on her. It was cut low at the front and she used a push up bra to enhance her new breasts.

	You have to have a push up bra for the first few months after the operation to help them stay firm and to prevent sagging.

	“It makes your legs look nice and long,” I said.

	She squealed with delight and admired herself in the mirror.

	“It does, doesn’t it!”

	I remained concerned about my bottom. But even the flared skirt of the maid’s outfit did nothing to hide it.

	Suddenly Trish gasped, as if she had suddenly remembered something important. “Oh, oh,” she said waving her hands around in a manner Miss Carrington would have been proud of, “We can escape tonight!”

	Escape! I had forgotten all about that. I had been so busy since getting back from the hospital. There was so much to my duties now I was more experienced.

	“It could be months before we both have dates on the same night,” she whispered, still turning around to admire herself and her blue dress.

	“Oh, I’m not sure,” I admitted with a grimace.

	“What you think it’s too short?”

	“No, no, the dress is lovely. Blue suits you.”

	“Thanks,” she was so conceited! Always admiring herself in the mirror. I could hardly see my outfit!

	“I am not sure about escaping tonight. I’m a bit scared.”

	“It’ll be fine. Anyway, do you want to stay here and wait for them to chop off your last bit of manhood?”

	“Oh! Would they do that?”

	“They seem to have done everything else that pleases them!” She pushed her boobs into position, something I found myself doing. The Mistress cats would slap our hands if they saw us, saying that it was not very ‘lady like’.

	But she was right. They did do whatever they liked with us. Oh, that was a worry.

	“We’ll meet after midnight near the fire escape on the maid’s quarter’s level. You sure it’s not too short? I don’t want him to think I am a total slut.”

	“He won’t think that,” I lied. They all thought we were sluts.

	Trish sat down to put on her heels and I examined myself again feeling that perhaps Miss Jaguar would think I was a complete slut looking as sexy as this for her.

	Fortunately, I had my hair done this morning. I have to go once a week now to the Hotel’s hairdressers. They also check for any signs of hair growth. There wasn’t any, I was a smooth as a baby.

	“Excuse me,” it was the voice of an American. One that was not totally feminine yet.

	I turned to see a rather gauche girl in a black dress.

	“Yes?” I asked. I was just checking that my boobs were well displayed. I might as well make the most of them until I am allowed to leave and have them removed.

	“It’s just that,” the American spoke softly fearful that the Mistress cat on the door might hear us. She need not have bothered they never listened to anything we had to say anyway. “It’s just that, there’s been a silly mistake. You see I am from the American government. I am here to witness the methods of induction used here.”

	Oh God! What a bore. Trish turned away pretending not to hear. I was wondering how I was going to get away without being rude.

	“And well,” he laughed nervously, “they think I am a queer like you. I mean not queer don’t get me wrong.”

	“No,” I agreed trying to appear concerned but desperate to get away.

	Trish picked up her handbag. The bitch was going to leave me alone with her!

	“It’s all a silly mistake and now no one will listen to me.”

	I patted his arm. “Don’t worry, honey they’ll work it all out for you.”

	I quickly grabbed my handbag and fled.

	Once you have had the operation for breasts you get a really nice handbag. It’s not leather of course, they would not want maids getting above themselves, but it looks neat and hangs over the shoulder. It’s black and goes with everything.

	Miss Jaguar was waiting in a gorgeous trouser suit. She looked very striking. I did the twirl and she was clearly delighted with me. I got a big hug and a kiss. Maybe a date with her was not going to be so bad after all.

	Trish threw herself into the arms of a man who was in his forties and balding, old enough to be her father. So, much for not wanting to look like a slut!

	Our new American friend was ushered away by a man and wife who cooed gently to reassure him.
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	We had a lovely time in the bar. She was really quite witty and kept telling me how wonderful I looked. I was getting really hot in my chastity belt and desperate for her to get me back to her room.

	I sat upright on the bar room stool crossing and uncrossing my legs, occasionally leaning forwards to show off my new boobs.

	She gave me so many compliments that I could have honestly forgone dinner and dragged her upstairs. I wondered if I would ever be allowed to take an initiative again with sex or whether I was always going to be dependent on an adult making all the moves.

	At dinner I was thrilled at the way the serving maids were so scared of her. It made me feel great to have enticed someone as powerful as her.

	She told me how she had always been dominant, even as a young girl she would fight and beat the boys. I giggled at the image.

	She asked me if I wanted another drink of wine. This is a difficult question. The answer is I don’t care just grab me, whisk me upstairs and have me is what I wanted to reply. But what does a girl answer? If I say yes then that will keep us downstairs for even longer. If I say no will she think that I don’t fancy her and take me back downstairs to the maid’s quarters?

	“Oh? I mused examining my empty glass.

	She sighed and laughed, “Can’t you airheads make a decision about anything?”

	I caught her eyes, “I prefer it when someone else tells me what to do.”

	It may sound brazen but it did the trick, she held my look until I had to bow my head.

	“Perhaps a drink some where it’s a bit quieter?

	I nodded.

	“Like my room?”

	I nodded enthusiastically.
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	In her room she made short of work of maneuvering me to her sofa and getting me onto my back. But to be honest she did not encounter much resistance.

	She was soon deep tongue kissing me and I really was getting horny and out of control. I was annoyed that she took advantage of my state by pushing her rock-hard muscular thighs between mine forcing my legs apart. I tried vainly to push her away but of course she was much stronger than I. Plus the fact that she was on top and I was a crushed by her weight. I felt totally helpless.

	I protested. “No.”

	I don’t know why I said it. Perhaps it was because I was getting frightened. She was so strong and I felt so compliant and weak.

	It was the wrong thing to say.

	Within seconds I was bent over her lap. How she had maneuvered me from lying on the sofa to being over her knee so quickly astonished me. I might as well have been a rag doll.

	She pushed me into the forward spanking position where your ass is high over the one knee, your legs are sticking straight out behind you and your face is touching the carpet.

	“Please no,” I squealed. “I am sorry, really I am.”

	You know Miss Jaguar as well as I by now so as you can imagine my pleas meant nothing to her.

	“Little tramp, slut, tease,” she kept repeating as she raised me into a position with which she was happy.

	It took her a few moments to squeeze my tight skirt up over my hips and to tug down the very lacey black knickers she had specially chosen for me. But then she set about me with passion.

	Oh, why can’t I keep my silly mouth shut!

	“You are,” she declared as she beat the life out of me, “a stupid, airhead, slut, who should keep her mouth closed and her legs open.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” I squealed. “Oh, yes of course. Sorry mistress!”

	The blows rained down as did the insults, “you are a complete tease. Oh, look at me she says and then you expect me to control myself!”

	“Ouch, no, ooof, sorry, yes mistress, owe!”

	“Now get up! Quickly!”

	“Oh, yes Mistress,” I tried to curtsey as I rose. I don’t think I looked particularly elegant. I reached for my knickers, which were now tangled between my thighs but a look of reproach stopped me and I left them where they were.

	“Now let’s get one thing straight,” she wagged her finger at me, “I selected those clothes for you.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I asked you out!”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I bought you a meal in the best restaurant!”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I didn’t molest you or humiliate you in front of your stupid airhead friends, the waitresses.”

	“Yes, Mistress… er I mean no mistress.”

	“You have been well looked after tonight.”

	“Yes, Indeed Mistress.” I curtsied on that one to show how pleased I was with my evening out.

	“And you repay me like this?”

	I shook my head, “I promise it will never happen again.”

	She took hold of my chin and smiled her awful, terrifying smile that made us maids shake in our heels. “Good,” she said quietly. “Good. It’s always good to clear the air.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Make sure we all know where we stand.”

	“Yes, mishhhhh.”

	She grabbed my hair and forced our mouths together. It was a ferocious kiss, on par with being punched.

	I was left helpless and breathless. My legs could hardly hold me up I leaned towards her for support and she laughed sweetly. “Got you!”

	And she had.

	For the next three hours she proved it.

	She made me crawl on all fours, purr like a cat, bark like a dog. I had to dance for her, sing for her and then lie totally still while she slowly stripped me and kissed every inch of my body.

	Very soon I was crying to be allowed out of my willy constraints. I offered her anything she wanted of me if she would permit me to cum.

	She stroked my cheek and pointed out, “Oh darling, I can have anything I want from you anyway.”

	“Oh, god Mistress please tell me what you want.”

	“Who do you belong to?”

	“You mistress, you.”

	“Who owns you?”

	I gulped at air as I tried to kiss her. “You Mistress.”

	“Who do you love?”

	“No, one but you.”

	She leaned close to my ear. My legs squirmed around her body, as if they had a life of their own. “And who is the best lover in the world?”

	“You, you, no one but you!”

	She laughed and tugged my knickers down my legs and off my ankles.

	“Yes, you are quite right,” she sneered, “I am and you are about to be fucked like you have never been fucked before.”

	And I was.

	*****

	After she had finished with me, she replaced my chastity belt and I was allowed to redress in the wonderful outfit she had chosen for me. I picked up my shoulder bag and felt her hand on my bottom gently patting me. I smiled at her and she affectionately kissed my cheek. I was ready to cum again for her and leaned into her muscular body

	She led me to the door. Our lovemaking seemed to sap the nasty aggression from her. I quite liked her in this mood. She seemed very protective.

	“Here.” She held out a small yellow carnation with a long stem.

	My heart missed a beat. What a wonderful thought! Oh, I would do anything to be on my back beneath her again.

	I kissed her cheek and made to accept it but she pulled it out of my reach. Her familiar wicked smile appeared. Suddenly I was frightened again.

	“Turn around and bend over darling.”

	Oh no. I did as I was told of course.

	“Grip your ankles but keep your legs straight.”

	I did as I was told feeling the blood rush to my head as I held the silky, nylon stockinged ankles.

	I felt the skirt being squeezed up over my hips. I knew there was no point in pleading not to spanked. In these situations, it is best for a maid to keep her mouth shut and get it over and done with.

	She pulled the knickers down, but only just below my bum cheeks. She pushed the stem of the flower into my mouth. “Get this wet, slut.”

	I sucked at the sour tasting shoot until it was dripping with saliva. Then she disappeared behind me. I felt my bum cheeks being pried apart and the wet flower was pushed easily into my rectum. As she had fucked me with the dildo only minutes before the flower slipped in easily.

	My knickers were pulled up with an elastic twanging flourish.

	“Stand up, rearrange your skirt and good night.”

	My cheeks flushing and feeling totally humiliated standing there with her flower up my bum I curtseyed ‘a good night mistress’.

	“Now when someone sends you flowers, I am sure that you will remember this and think of me.” She sneered in that horrible superior way of hers.

	“Yes, Mistress,” I curtsied knowing that I would not forget this ignominy in a hurry.

	“Let Mistress Shania send you flowers now!” She closed the door laughing.

	My first aim was to get permission from an adult to use the toilet. Then I could remove the offending flower. But it was late and apart from two maids carrying used glasses back on a tray and another obviously well fucked girl there was no else one about. All the adults were now in their rooms being entertained by their chosen dates.

	The sooner I could get back to the maid’s quarters and get to my room the better. Of course, I had forgotten something.

	“Where have you been!” it was a harsh whisper that met me as soon as I emerged from the lift on the lower floor.

	Trish was still in her blue dress. She could have done something more with her hair. I think the balding man must have given a very good fucking.

	“Sorry,” I started wriggling with the flower inside me.

	“Sorry!” She humphed and narrowed her eyes. “You are brave enough to escape, aren’t you?”

	Oh dear. The real answer was no, but I merely shrugged helplessly.

	She grabbed my arm. “Quick. In a few hours the sun will be up and then it will be too late.”

	The fire escape was at the end of the corridor. Trish pushed it open and then stepped back from the cool night breeze. I could hear the wind and smell the grass.

	She looked at me and suddenly she didn’t look so brave. “Go on then.”

	I looked outside and then back to her. The world out there felt strange and full of foreboding. In here it was warm and I knew what was expected of me.

	“Well let’s just go for a walk,” she ventured.

	A moment later our heels were clopping across the hard lawns surrounding the hotel.

	“Perhaps this will be better tomorrow night,” I tried.

	Trisha pouted in thought and nodded. “Yes, or maybe next week?”

	“Yes, next week would be best,” I ventured. “We’ll see how we feel then.”

	I felt total relief.

	We both giggled at our foolishness and headed back to the fire escape doors. We were only ten yards form them when they slammed shut. We stopped in mind numbing horror.

	My stomach somersaulted. “Oh!” I threw my hands up to shoulder height and saw that Trish had done the same.

	“We mustn’t panic,” Trish said tremulously.

	“No,” I agreed.

	“All the doors and windows will be shut now.” Trish thought aloud.

	“Yes. But there is always the main entrance.”

	“True.”

	“We’ll say that we went for a walk.”

	“Yes,” Trish agreed. “And we can pretend an adult gave us permission.”

	“Yes,” I said hesitantly, “but they might check.”

	Trish rubbed her bottom through her shiny dress. “Yes. Oh, dear. We can say that we came outside for fresh air. We felt ill. We surely don’t need permission for that.”

	I didn’t find that one very convincing. “Oh, Trish we’ll be banned from dates for a week. We’ll be beaten until we can’t sit down. I bet we will be on bin emptying duties for the rest of our lives!”

	“They’ll still let us use the wardrobe room though? Wouldn’t they? Deb? Deb?”

	I was standing with my fists on my hips pouting at her. “I’m never going to speak to you ever again!”

	“Oh, Deb listen. We can still get out. There is a gate in the far wall. We’ll get out and ring our wives and then they can put everything right.”

	I liked the idea of an adult being informed. At least they could come up with a few good ideas.

	I nodded but I must say that if there had been an open window, I would have climbed through it.

	There was a door in the surrounding wall as Trish had seen from the upstairs windows. Wheelbarrows and tools were near it.

	We stood staring at the huge rusty handle. Finally, Trish pulled it down and pushed.

	“Locked!”

	Oh no. I tried pushing with her. It just would not move. I felt another wave of panic. How stupid I was to listen to this stupid bitch. I could be tucked up in bed chained to some maid and be fast asleep with a dildo in my bottom. But here I was scantily dressed on a cool evening trapped outside the Hotel. Worse the flower was tickling my bottom making me squirm.

	Suddenly the door fell inwards revealing a man.

	“Having problems?” He asked eyeing us up and down. He was short and chubby.

	“Oh, we couldn’t open the door,” Trish had a big smile on her face and pulled her shoulders back to show off her boobs.

	Well, mine are every bit as good as hers in the tight jumper so I pulled my shoulders back and giggled to attract attention. “We were pushing and pushing but it wouldn’t open. You must be very strong.”

	He laughed, “Silly girls. You should have pulled. A door always opens inwards!”

	Oh. My first meeting with an adult outside The Hotel and I have already made a fool of myself.

	“I thought so,” Trish nodded looking at me, as if it were my fault we had been pushing. Oh, really!

	“Where are you going at this time of night? Down to the town?”

	“Yes,” Trisha said eagerly, looking at me. “Aren’t we?”

	“Oh, yes,” I agreed and then narrowed my eyes at her. I thought she was getting us into even more trouble.

	“Well get aboard and I’ll give you a lift.”

	He turned and headed back to a huge lorry parked in a layby that was right outside the door. I guess that this where they dropped off stuff for the park areas around the hotel.

	Trish and I stared at each other not knowing what to do.

	I looked back at the welcome yellow lights of the windows in the Hotel. Suddenly the thought of a beating and a week of punishments didn’t sound so bad.

	“Hurry up!” He shouted back at us as he climbed into his cab.

	As soon as he shouted, I found myself trying to run in my high heeled ankle boots. Trish was next to me, her boobs, like mine, were bouncing. We looked at each other and began giggling. Suddenly this was fun.
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	The ride into town was much smoother than I thought. The seats were huge. I felt like a child sitting there squeezed up next to Trish. Of course, I had squashed the flower and thought of how I would tell Miss Jaguar what had happened. She would find my humiliation very amusing and perhaps take me out and have me again.

	Trish flirted like a slut. She constantly twisted around in the passenger seat so that he could see her breasts in the low-cut dress. She crossed and uncrossed her legs continuously, and giggled at his every joke.

	As you know everyone likes my legs, so to show them off and top Trish I sat back and put my booted feet up onto his dashboard pretending to yawn, as if I was stretching out to sleep.

	I watched as his eyes came out on stalks and if it wasn’t for the shrill sound of the horn and brakes of the car, we almost crashed into I am sure he would have studied them for much longer.

	Trish the bitch, as I was now thinking of her, edged forwards in her seat so that he could no longer see my legs. What a cow! But now with her sitting forward I was able to shift up between her and the seat back and give him a look at my curvy, white jumper with their two swelling boobs.

	As we came close to two further accidents, I think the sweating, stuttering driver was pleased to drop us off at a phone box in the town center.
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	We waved him ‘bye-bye’ and Trisha was full of herself. “What a nice man!”

	We were left standing in the middle of a deserted town, in the early hours of the morning. I felt scared again. “What now?”

	“Well, there’s no point in getting all petulant.”

	I was losing my temper by now. I turned on my heels and walked to a bench. I was going to sit on it until I saw how filthy it was. Yuk. Imagine if I had sat my lovely black skirt on that!

	“Oh, I am sorry.” Trish followed me over, her blue dress glinting under the street lights. I would love to wear a dress like that. “Look, there’s a phone box.”

	There was indeed we rushed over to it as fast as heels and slippery pavements would allow us. “Right.” She looked at me eagerly.

	“Yes?”

	She tutted and rolled her eyes to the stars, as if I were the stupidest girl she had ever come across. “Change! Change for the phone.”

	“Why would I have any change?”

	“I thought you might.”

	“No, you didn’t. You didn’t think I might. You didn’t think of anything! Of course, we haven’t got any money. We are not allowed to have money!” I felt like crying.

	“Oh.” Trisha’s pursed her red lips.

	Just then we heard loud male laughing. We looked up and three drunken young men were staggering rowdily down the road.

	“Great!” squealed Trisha and dashed over to them, her heels clopping like machine guns in the night.

	“Oh, no,” I said out loud. I walked hesitantly after her. If they turned on her, I would run and get help.

	“Boys! Boys!” She waved.

	They stopped in their tracks ogling the leggy vision in a blue shiny short dress waving like a mad woman at them. “Boys have you got any money?”

	“Fucking whore,” one of them spat.

	“Piss off. We don’t need to pay for it. Slut!”

	Trisha backed away slowly. I thought it wise to pretend I was invisible. I stayed stock-still and held my breath. I had the childish notion that if I closed my eyes it would all go away.

	That was when I jumped high and squealed loudly. A hand had fallen heavily on my bare arm. My hands shot up as instructed in the classroom.

	I turned to see a big hunky police officer grinning at me. “Sorry madam. But is there a problem here?”

	“Uhm, no sir, no.” He was so big and powerful in his rough uniform with the handcuffs in his belt and his truncheon hanging from it. Wow. I found myself performing a little dip of a curtsey and giggling.

	“You lads. Push off home.”

	He was so commanding and dominant.

	“She’s a whore officer. Arrest her!”

	Trish beamed when she saw the officer and clip clopped over to us boobs shaking. Humph! I immediately turned so I was full onto him preventing his view of her in that gorgeous dress. His eyes fell onto my bosom.

	“Oh, officer. Wow!” She said.

	Perhaps the boys were right. She was a whore.

	She gripped my arm tightly and I leaned into her. It did feel exciting.

	“Oh, please sir,” she gushed breathlessly her eyes flickering, “I only needed some change for the phone.”

	He smiled coolly. “I think it’s a bit late to be phoning anyone miss.”

	“Oh, yes, yes,” we chimed together.

	“Perhaps you should get a room over there in that hotel.”

	Hotel! My heart sank until I saw that it was called The Milton and I knew it was a chain of large hotels throughout the country.

	“Good idea,” Trish smiled.

	“Yes,” I said. “Why didn’t we think of that? Thank you so much.”

	“All part of my duties Miss. Shall I escort you over there?”

	My knees turned to jelly. He led the two giggling girls to the hotel entrance.

	“We’re not whores,” I smiled sweetly at him.

	“I understand Miss.”

	“We haven’t even been trained for that yet.”

	I gave her a little kick and looked daggers at her. She grimaced as she realized what she had said.

	The officer laughed. “Trained for it. Very good.”

	I giggled with relief and Trish exhaled in relief.

	He led us to the doorman, “Take care of these girls. They need a room for the night.”

	“Certainly,” the doorman nodded.

	Now some of my actions I know come about because of the mind changing indoctrination I had been exposed to. Other actions came from some place I did not understand. Like this one ...

	I threw my arms around his huge neck and on tiptoe kissed his cheek gushing, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” As if he had saved my life.

	Needless to say, Trish was not to be outdone and I soon felt her next to me gripping his neck and kissing him. “If there’s anything we can do.”

	Oh! I grabbed Trish and pulled her away. God what had got into us?

	The policeman walked away grinning from ear to ear. We looked at each other, then burst out giggling.

	The doorman coughed. “Excuse me miss. A room for the night?”

	We giggled some more and followed him inside.

	He led us into the welcome warmth of the carpeted lobby. I must say I felt a few misgivings when we entered. But it was so different to The Hotel. There were no airhead maids rushing around. No Mistress Cats terrorizing everyone.

	We walked up to the deserted check in counter and he rang the bell for us. When I went to thank him, I saw him eyeing us up and down with his tongue sticking out. I started to giggle again.

	My giggles were choked short when the door behind the desk opened and a girl appeared.

	For all the world she was straight out of The Hotel. She had the same blond hair, pink lipstick, eager to please smile. In fact, she was about to perform the little dip curtsey when she saw us. The smile fell from her face like dishes crashing to the floor.

	The doorman left us with a “Find these ladies a room for tonight, Tania.”

	She humphed and checked a book before her. “A room for ladies is it?” She eyed us bitchily.

	I looked at Trisha who nodded and swallowed hard. “If that’s alright Tania.”

	“Have you an adult with you?”

	I looked at my companion and both our mouths fell open. I turned back to her, “you’re from The Hotel?”

	She gasped as if in pain. “No, I am a product of Harvard Law School!”

	The door opened again and a short man with a moustache in his forties bounced out. He liked the look of us. He was beaming.

	“Good evening ladies. Are you looking for work?”

	We were astonished. I apologetically leaned closer to him. “Just a room really. Sorry”

	“Oh, I’m sorry. Miss Rash, have you found these ladies a room?”

	Rash? Stupid name. I smiled sweetly at her as she blushed. I then put the T of Tania before the Rash and actually laughed out loud at her signature, Trash! “Sorry about the confusion Miss Rash,” I giggled.

	“Yes,” said Trisha, “awfully sorry Miss ‘T’ Rash.”

	She folded her arms beneath her boobs and stepped back to let her manager take over. “Sorry sir. I was just about to find them a room.”

	“Oh, now you know what I’ve told you about calling me sir,” he laughed, his cheeks reddening. “Jonathan will be quite alright.”

	“Yes, Jonathan, sir,” she gave a little bob.

	“Everyone from your agency calls me sir, really odd that.” He checked through his rooms. “Sharing?”

	“Yes,” we readily agreed.

	“Now then names?”

	Oh dear. I looked at Trish and indicated that she should go first. She nodded back to me and then distracted herself by hunting through her bag for something.

	They were now looking at me. “Debbie Umber,” I let the words trail off.

	I watched as the silly blond giggled. “Pretty name. ‘D’ Umber.” She narrowed her eyes at me and shrugged her shoulders, as if she had proved something.

	I just flushed.

	The man wrote something into his book, “Deborah...”

	“Oh, no, no sir, no. Debbie. I’m not a Deborah.” Silly man.

	“Oh, of course.” He clearly did not understand but corrected his entry. “And your name madam?” he asked Trisha.

	Trisha closed her eyes. “Trisha Art.”

	The receptionist giggled, “T Art, how sweet.”

	“There. Now room 171. First floor. And we can have some sandwiches sent up if you require them!”

	He offered us the keys and I looked to Trisha and she back to me. Were we allowed to carry keys? I took them between finger and thumb as if they were dirty and we headed for the lifts.
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	When we were safely inside the room we burst into silly giggles.

	Trisha picked up the key and said, “Oh, look at me I am a Mistress now. I shall spank your bottom and then let you cum.”

	I sat on the bed and laughed. “Oh, please yes Mistress. Please let me cum.”

	I wasn’t joking either. I don’t know if it was the ride in the lorry or the meeting with the authoritarian policeman or just being free but I felt incredibly randy.

	She dropped the keys and rubbed the front of her dress over her crotch. “Well, that’s one thing we won’t be able to get off tonight.”

	That took the wind out of our puffed-up sails.

	We had some sandwiches sent up. Simple ham ones.

	The maid who delivered them, as you have already guessed, was one of us, and not too thrilled at serving our room.

	“No, adult?” She said, with a sneer.

	“No, we’ve escaped!” Trisha said, somewhat foolishly I thought.

	She laughed, “you’ll be on your knees begging to be taken back by tomorrow lunch time.”

	“No, we won’t!” Trisha said defiantly.

	“Why do you say that?” I asked. She had spoken so confidently.

	“Well look at the both of you. What are you going to do in the outside world? Get back your wives or girlfriends? Ha. If they like lesbians maybe. And then only if they have the dildo! Get your old jobs back? Two blond airheads, all tits and ass. Who is going to take you seriously? Eh?”

	“Have you tried to escape?” I asked.

	“Once. Everyone tries once.”

	“What happened?” Trisha asked.

	The maid said, “you’ll see,” and then left us.

	I felt pretty deflated. “Oh, Trisha.”

	“Now don’t be frightened babe,” she said her voice quivering.

	We ate the sandwiches in silence. I removed my skirt and top but found I could not use the toilet. I came out flushed and let Trisha go in.

	“Babe,” she called out.

	“Yes?” I answered.

	“Give me permission to pee please.”

	I smiled. I was not alone. “You may use the toilet,” I said.

	I heard a relieved thank you and then a few minutes later she reciprocated by giving me permission. Perhaps we could survive in the outside world.

	We stripped down to our undies and Trisha looked so hot with her new figure and her sexy black lingerie.

	My penis hardened inside its chastity belt. As soon as we had escaped properly, I would get this belt off and wank all night.

	We climbed into onto single beds and turned out the lights.

	We said our good nights and I just lay there.

	I could not remember when I had last been in a bed on my own. It felt so cold and uncomfortable like lying in a huge vacant expanse.

	I don’t know how long I lay there but eventually I just had to get up and climb into Trisha’s bed.

	We hugged each other like long lost sisters. That felt a lot better and I could tell that Trisha felt better too.

	But still there was something missing.

	Trisha pushed me away and turned on her light. She rifled through her bag until she came out with a hairbrush. She looked at me, her cheeks reddening with shame. “Just for tonight, just until I get used to being away from The Hotel” she explained in a self-conscious whisper.

	She sucked the handle of the hairbrush with the familiar refrain of “Oh, yes, please, oh yes, yes.” Appearing to grow more and more orgasmic until her hips were pulsating. She then knelt on the bed, pried aside her knickers and pushed the handle inside her to more gasps and pleas, “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

	She then smiled as if satisfied and lay down next to me.

	I could stand it no longer. I got my hairbrush and did exactly the same.

	When I finally inserted it, I felt whole and satisfied. I was finally able to cuddle up to Trish, as if we were chained together. We hugged each other tightly and fell into a deep satisfied sleep.
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	The next morning, we got dressed. Shaving was not a problem after that hair remover. I was beginning to wonder whether my hair would ever grow back.

	“Yuk,” Trish came into the bathroom as I was doing my eyes, “I hate dressing in yesterday’s clothes.”

	“I know. At least at the Hotel you had a clean change of everything every day.”

	“At least once a day!”

	We looked wistfully at each other. It was eight o’clock and by now the school girls would be arriving for their first lessons and the morning maids would have started their rounds.

	When we were dressed, Trisha in her sparkling short blue dress and me in my tight short skirt and white sleeveless jumper, we sat next to the phone.

	“We phone our wives, and what we say,” Trish began, “is that we have left the Hotel. We won’t say escaped. We will explain that we are staying at another hotel and we need to pay our bill. So, all they do is give us our credit card number and we can do it over the phone.”

	She smiled at me and I thought that Trish had a good idea at last.

	“Well go on then,” she said.

	“Me?” I sat up straight.

	Trish looked away. “Ha, well. You see,” she spluttered. “I’d ring my wife but she met this really horrible man at The Hotel who always does everything he can to make me feel small.” She flushed red at a painful memory.

	“Well, it just so happens that I am in the same boat!” I squealed, thinking of the dreadful Paulo.

	She put her hands on to my bare arm and implored me with her eyes.

	Against my better judgment I lifted up the phone and selected an outside line. I closed my eyes for strength, opened them and saw my legs in a mirror opposite the bed. I crossed them and admired them. It made me feel good about myself and confident enough to dial my home phone number.

	“Yes?”

	It was a man’s voice. Shit it was Paulo!

	I almost screamed. Oh, God what should I say? “Uhm is Lind... er I mean Miss Johnson there.” I remembered to use her maiden name.

	“Debbie!” Paulo exclaimed. “How are you?”

	Oh. Why was he being so nice?

	“I’m fine. Thank you. How are you?”

	“We’re great. Everything’s fine here. Hopefully you can come and visit us soon.”

	Visit! Visit my own home! I narrowed my eyes in the secure knowledge that he could not see that and punish me for my cheek. “That will be nice. May I please speak with Miss Johnson sir?”

	“I’ll get her now.”

	What was going on? Why was he being so sweet?

	“Debbie?”

	Linda My lovely wife. “Hi Lind... er Miss Johnson. It’s me, Debbie.”

	“I know who it is silly you told Paulo!”

	Oh, why did I always look like a silly blond! “Please Miss I wonder if you can help me by giving me my old credit card number.”

	“Credit card number?” She sounded confused.

	“Yes. I haven’t got it with me but I need it.”

	“Oh, just see Miss Evans and I am sure she will look after you and help you with anything you need.”

	How patronizing! “No! I mean,” I giggled softly hiding my anger as best I could, “please Miss, I need to pay a bill and I would like my credit card number.”

	“Well, I don’t know what that is dear. I would not have thought that a maid who earns only a little money each week would be entitled to a credit card.”

	I stood up puling the phone with me and stamped a high heeled foot. “My old credit cards!” I exclaimed, as if she did not know.

	“Well obviously once you changed your name the old cards along with all your other stuff had to be destroyed. Seemed no point in keeping you on bank statements or the mortgage. Only Debbie exists. That’s what you asked for wasn’t it?”

	I took the phone away from my head and put a hand over the mouthpiece. “She says that our stuff got destroyed when we changed our names!”

	Trish threw her hands up and exclaimed “Oh, no!”

	“What should I do?”

	“How do I know!” Trisha raced to the bathroom in tears. “You always want me to make decisions. How should I know what to do!”

	Oh dear. I’m always the one left in the tough-spot. What would an adult do? What would I have done before all these changes?

	I raised the phone to my mouth and sat up straight like a female executive in a tough advertising environment. In the mirror I looked like a glamorous decision maker from some huge corporation. Just like on the television. I shifted my legs to admire them better. “Well, now Miss Johnson,” I asserted, “as it was you who destroyed the credit cards, I hold you totally responsible.”

	“Debbie,” giggled Miss Johnson, “now unless you want me to send Paulo over that to smack your bottom, I suggest you behave yourself.”

	“Yes, Miss Johnson,” I humbly agreed.

	“Now it seems to me, that it is you who has been naughty and you are looking to blame others.”

	“Yes, Miss Johnson.”

	“Now you don’t want Paulo to visit you, do you?”

	“Oh, no please Miss Johnson,” I shuffled to the edge of the bed.

	“Exactly. So, I’ll give you the number for The Hotel and you speak to someone in authority and they will sort you out.”

	“Yes, Miss Johnson.”

	She gave me the number, and I wrote it out on the hotel letter paper.

	“So, you will be a good girl Debs?”

	“Oh, yes Miss Johnson, definitely Miss Johnson.”

	“See you when I come for the bondage lessons.”

	“Yes, Miss Johnson, Goodbye Miss Johnson,” I stood and gave a little dip of a curtsey and put the phone down.

	Executive decision maker! When would I learn?

	Trish emerged from the bathroom redoing her eyes.

	“We must call the police,” she announced.

	“Oh, you silly bitch! Silly, silly bitch! We are the ones who cannot pay the hotel bill. It is the management here who will be calling the police!”

	“Oh,” she stopped doing her eyes. “Oh,” she repeated.

	She let one knee fall in front of the other and gave me ‘a little girl lost look’. “What should we do then?”

	I looked down at the phone number for The Hotel. Our adventure was almost over.

	8.

	It was Miss Steel who came to fetch us. We sat on the bed silent in our terror until she arrived.

	She opened the door without knocking and entered with a surprisingly sympathetic frown. I was expecting her to be ballistic.

	We immediately rose and curtsied as best we could. “Good morning Miss Steel.”

	“Oh, girls, girls, girls, what predicament have you got yourselves into now?”

	“Please Miss Steel,” Trish gushed, “it was Debbie’s fault. She said that…”

	I interjected straight away, “Oh, you lying bitch! Please Miss Steel, I simply...”

	Miss Steel held up her hands. “Girls, that is enough. It doesn’t matter how you got here, does it?”

	“No, Miss Steel.”

	“Only that you have run away from the Hotel.”

	Oh dear, I felt my knees buckle.

	“In breach of your legally binding and freely entered into contracts.”

	Oh God. I looked at Trisha, who had started to blubber.

	“Worse, if it anything can be worse in the eyes of the law, you have fraudulently taken a room in another hotel, knowing that you cannot pay for it.”

	I felt tears rise to my eyes.

	“And now you expect us to put it all right for you.”

	We bowed our heads, “Yes, Miss Steel.”

	“Now then. We are not a vindictive employer.”

	“No, Miss Steel,” we concurred.

	“I propose that you return with me. Wait,” she commanded, holding up her hand as we made to throw ourselves at her. “Wait. There must be conditions. Let us say that you are banned from dates or going to the wardrobe room for a period of no less than five days.”

	“Oooooh,” we whined.

	“I haven’t finished. That you are spanked six times before breakfast for those said five days, on top of any other punishments you might garner during the day.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel.”

	“That you compensate The Hotel for the cost of fetching you and paying your hotel bills here.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel.”

	“That to ensure that you pay your way, that you immediately sign a formal employment contract to remain with us for no less than a year, with a three-month’s notice clause.”

	“Yes, Miss Steel.”

	“Fetch your bags!”

	“Yes, Miss Steel”

	I was so relieved. I thought she was being quite generous to us. Though I didn’t like the bit about not going on dates or going to the wardrobe room for five days. That would be agony. But I suppose we deserved it.

	9.

	She took us to the High Street and the Hotels Solicitors. Oddly, the girl at the reception desk was clearly a maid from the Hotel. You could tell by the simpering, submissive, airhead appearance.

	The solicitor was a gruff woman in her fifties, who made Trish and myself feel like complete bimbos.

	She even asked us to add up all her charges for creating the new contract. Of course, using maid’s math got us both into a right state. We started arguing over adding 44 and 32 and Miss Steel and the solicitor thought this was the funniest thing they had ever seen!

	Miss Steel then humiliated us both by asking whether we were still wearing the same ‘stinking’ underwear from the previous night. The solicitor fell about laughing at our discomfort.

	Miss Steel then took us to a shop to get new underwear. What a treat! It was a real woman’s clothes shop. Even bigger than The Wardrobe back at The Hotel.

	Again, I noticed that all the lowly sales assistants were girls from The Hotel whereas the managers were middle aged women who took great delight in belittling the efforts of the little blonds.

	We left freshly pantied and walked down the street behind Miss Steel’s swift stride.

	Strangely every office we passed seemed to have a blond submissive airhead on the reception or typing but adults in charge.

	A chauffer driven Mercedes was waiting for us at the end of the street. A uniformed man got out and opened the passenger door for Miss Steel to get in. Trisha of course posed before him in her blue dress. She was incorrigible. I stood side on so that he could see my boobs and my huge bottom. I smiled at him.

	He smiled back but then went back to the driver’s side and got in.

	Miss Steel wound down her window. “Get in. Who do you think will open doors for tramps like you?”

	I looked at Trisha and we slinked into the back of the saloon before it tore away.

	In the car on the return journey, I turned to Miss Steel.

	“Please Miss Steel, may I ask a question?”

	“It’s not about adding up 44 and 32 again is it?” she laughed and the chauffeur laughed to.

	I giggled just to show that I saw the funny side. “No, Miss Steel. It’s just that everywhere in town there seemed to be places where maids have jobs.”

	She shrugged and looked at an insurance sales shop next to the traffic lights where we stopped. A middle-aged man and woman were working on their computers while one maid type girl was on the phone and the second was at the reception desk looking blankly at the door.

	“Yes, typical town I would say. Once we place one of our girls anywhere as temps, they always want them full time. Women find them easier to boss around and men think they are fun.”

	“But please Miss Steel,” I hoped I was not going to sound too stupid, “but you could never produce enough girls for all these places.”

	Miss Steel chuckled. “You’d be surprised how many we can produce. But no, we are not the only ‘hotel’ catering for such changes. There’s quite a few. They’ve spread to many different countries. Now that women want to have positions of responsibility and prestige there is a huge hole in the market for airheads like you and Trisha.”

	We giggled and flushed. I hated being called an airhead.

	Miss Steel turned to face me full on. “After all, who else is going to do the menial tasks obediently and efficiently,” she patted my stockinged legs, “because you are ever so good at being obedient and menial, aren’t you?”

	“Yes, Miss Steel,” I announced proudly. I was good at that and always would be!

	The End

	 

	 

	 

	More information plus many free stories can be found on http://blog.thehoteltransform.com
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