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DEDICATION

To my Lady Millicent for all that she taught me and the legacy she left for me.  I dedicate all of my success to her thoughtful insight, tutelage, and wisdom.  Also to Charlene for her obedience and devotion to my blissful pleasure.


PREFACE.  To My Readers

There is a whole world that most people are not aware of.  I was fortunate through an odd twist of fate to stumble into a world where persons of wealth and influence indulge in sexual games that most of us never experience.  These people are not the “headline” wealthy but rather those still powerful yet normally living “beneath the radar” so to speak.

Time has passed since these events occurred.  I felt that the story had to be told.  Some of the names have been changed here to protect reputations and the lifestyle that they enjoy.

I suppose that I should feel guilty for what I did to Charles.  In truth I feel no such thing.  Men should be aware of the repercussions of their relationships to women and be prepared to suffer the consequences of their actions.  As Charles has learned, the place for a male is in service to the female.


PROLOGUE.  My Life Of Leisure

I am sunning myself by my pool in my black one piece swimsuit.  It’s a warm sunny day and I think I’ll have lemonade so I reach for the servant’s bell.  Within seconds Charlene, one of my maids, curtsies in front of me and asks if she may be of help.  I think that all women should live like this, a life of luxury served by eager submissive maids.

Charlene is wearing a short French maid uniform that shows off her legs nicely.  Her white apron matches the white hat that is over her shoulder length auburn hair.  Her face is made up nicely with smoky eyes, blushing cheeks, and ruby red lipstick that match her nails.  She wears three inch heels to complete the picture.  I like my maids to be dressed in formal attire; I feel that it helps to promote a manner of meek servitude that pleases me.

Charlene is one of three maids who serve me.  Charlene is my junior maid while Yvonne is my senior maid.  I also have Sheila who works in the kitchen and prepares all of my meals.  Generally the maids go about their duties of caring for the domestic work of my mansion while I bask in the luxury of my life of leisure.

If you were watching Charlene bring my lemonade on a silver tray you might not think much of it—a rich lady being served by her domestic help.  There is just one thing you might not realize about Charlene—the lovely maid serving me lemonade is not a woman, but rather a submissive male.

You might wonder how this miracle occurred.  I was once just as naïve and simply wouldn’t have been able to understand how this could have possibly happened.  Was it possible to have men serving as domestic help in maid’s uniforms?  It was once difficult to imagine let alone comprehend.  Yet, there is Charlene, testimony to the servitude of the male to feminine authority.

After a whirlwind of a year I spent with my Aunt Millicent I am now a different woman.  Informed, changed, and yet much better for it.  I have learned unimaginable secrets about how to control the male.  Control as in taking charge of their sexual urges to train them to obey and serve me.  The poor submissive dears, they simply can’t contain themselves when confronted with a dominant woman.  How totally amusing and deliciously decadent for the knowledgeable female! 

Any woman who has experienced unrequited love will understand and sympathize with my story.  There was a time when Charles paid no attention to me.  Once I found out about Charles little secret, well, I made a few changes.  Now, as Charlene, she is at my beck and call—literally a slave devoted to serving and pleasing me.  She can’t help herself.  As a submissive she is totally at my mercy.  She is unable to resist herself as she lives in a world where I am the center of her attention.

The irony of the situation is intensely gratifying to me.  I have had Charlene on her knees in front of me begging to kiss my feet.  If you have ever wondered what it would feel like to do that to an inattentive suitor I hope to share that delightful sensation with you.  I can assure you that it is sheer bliss.

I take a sip of the fresh squeezed lemonade that Charlene has just made for me.  I find it acceptable.  “Dear”, I say, “I found a hair in my sink this morning.  I want the whole bathroom scrubbed from top to bottom.  Add that to today’s chores.  Remind me to paddle your bottom later.  Twenty swats I should think!”  With that Charlene is off on cleaning duty for the rest of the day.  I imagine her in her French maid uniform on her hands and knees washing the tiled bathroom floor and I smile to myself.  What a wonderful day this is.
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CHAPTER 1.  Lady Millicent

When I was in high school I was not the most popular girl in class.  While all the other girls in school dated every Friday night I stayed home by myself and read romance novels.  I suppose that I was just late to develop.  During my high school years I was a little bit overweight and pretty much a wallflower.  I didn’t mind so much being the girl on the outside of the “in” group of girls as much as I minded the boys simply ignoring me.  As a freshman I dyed my hair blonde because I thought “Blondes would have more fun”.  It may have worked for those sexy girls in the commercials, but it never worked for me.

Many women had a high school sweetheart.  A true love at a moment in life when we are first learning about our sexuality.  It is not unusual to date in high school then marry that first love and enjoy the wonderful feeling as it blossoms to ardent passion as time passes by.  If you had that in your life then you were blessed.  I had something else.

I was head over heels in love with a boy named Charles.  He had wonderful long blond hair, dreamy blue eyes, a trim stomach and firm buttocks.  A young girl could get lost in those blue eyes.  I often imagined running my fingers through his hair and kissing him passionately on the mouth.  In my fantasy he would ask me out and we would spend long hours together in passionate love.

Charles was oblivious to my feelings for him.  He never paid any attention to me and an invite to that breathtaking first date turned out to be a pipedream.  His interest was in a girl named Darlene who had a bit of a shape to her which he apparently found more interesting than mine.  I admit I was jealous of Darlene and it broke my heart to see them together in the hallways and kissing in the parking lot after school.  I would have given anything to be the object of Charles attention and I spent many lonely weekend hours wondering what he was up to.

I never got over Charles.  After high school I continued to long for his touch.  You could say that I pined for his presence.  The summer before college I worried that I would never see him again.  It wasn’t fair, all I wanted was attention from Charles, was that so much to ask?  I would often fantasize about our relationship before falling asleep.  I would lie in my bed at night thinking of him totally aroused at the delightful thought of his tongue down in my throat.

I spent many lonely nights making use of a phallic shaped vibrating massager imagining that the sensations I was feeling came from his skilled exploration of my body in every intimate way possible.  In my dreams Charles would explore me with his tongue and send me off into blissful shuddering orgasms.  I wasn’t interested in anyone other than Charles; he had stolen my heart without so much as a single tender touch.

We went our separate ways after graduation.  I heard that Charles was starting his own business, some silly thing on the Internet.  I had no such aspirations.  I hadn’t given much thought as to what I wanted to do.  I found myself at home pondering my future when I was saved from the possible dread of corporate work.

I thought I was going to be saved from real employment when my Aunt Millie offered me a position as her live-in maid.  My mom always called her younger sister Millicent, but to me she had always been Aunt Millie.  One day she was talking with my mom when we I was offered the position.  At the time she insisted I drop the formality and just call her “Millie”.  My mother allowed me to leave home but only on the condition that I stayed with Millie and worked for her.  She thought I would mature that way in the safety of Aunt Millie’s watchful eye.  I’m not sure that she knew what she was saying when she insisted on that.  If she thought that Millie was going to keep me out of trouble, well she couldn’t have been more mistaken.

Millie was the youngest of my mother’s family and she wasn’t that much older than I.  The name “Millie” might conjure up for you an image of that of a dowdy old aunt wearing an apron.  If you think so then you certainly never met my Millie!  She was a youthful twenty eight and she dressed like, well like someone much younger, like me.  She always featured tight leggy skirts and see through blouses.

That summer after high school as my mom liked to say, I “filled out”.  I hoped that would mean no more wallflower for me.  My bust and hips blossomed while I dropped some of that “baby fat” that I hated so much.  By mid-summer my new figure more resembled Millie’s than my mother’s.  Millie was shapely to say the least and if you met her one of the first things that might cross your mind would be “How is it possible that such a beautiful woman was never married”?

Aunt Millie was happy to take me in.  I agreed to work for her for a small wage plus room and board.  It was a modest start, but it was a start away from home.  I was so happy to get away from home and to be on my own that I didn’t give much thought to the work that Millie might require.  Sure, I could do dishes and throw laundry into the washer.  How much work could it be to clean up behind one Aunt?

I agreed to start that fall.  Over the summer I had let my hair grow out to my natural brunette and I felt myself losing some weight.  At the same time my body was doing things all by itself that I obviously had no control over.  Better late than never I suppose.

By the time I was ready to move in with Millie virtually none of my clothes fit my new figure.  Even my lingerie now barely fit tightly as I had filled out in all of the right places.  Millie surprised me by telling me not to worry about a wardrobe; she said that I didn’t need to bring anything.  If I brought along just personal items she would be happy to provide me with all of the other things I would need.  I dreamed of one giant shopping trip with my Aunt and returning with a whole new chic look that would drive the boys crazy.

Millie lived outside of town in a large home that some might call a mansion.  It was private and secluded, completely surrounded by a dense wooded area on land that she owned.  I was told that the family never knew the source of Millie’s wealth, only that she had plenty of money.  She had never married and lived alone in the large country estate.

I was in for a big surprise when I arrived at Millie’s and knocked on the front door.  The cab drove away leaving me standing alone on the steps of the intimidating mansion.  I don’t know what I was expecting but the reception I received was certainly not what I thought I was getting into.  I had presumed that I was spending my time at the mansion as Millie’s’ niece who would also do some housework.  What I found out was that I was to be the housekeeper who just happened to be her niece.

The formalities started as soon as I walked in.  Millie immediately took on the countenance of some sort of governess.  Now that I was employed by her she said that I would be required to address her as “Lady Millicent”.  She also said “Ma’am or Madame would also do so long as they were always preceded by the word “yes”.  I was not to speak unless spoken to when I was on duty.  Of course since I was living at the mansion I was always on duty except when I was asleep.

What followed was perhaps the greatest indignity of all.  I thought that I would be enjoying the extravagance of living the good life in one of the lavish bedrooms of the mansion.  Instead I was taken down a long hallway to the back of the house and shown to my room in what was clearly meant to be servant’s quarters.  As if the tiny room with the small bath wasn’t enough of a disappointment, Lady Millicent opened the small closet to show me an array of maid’s uniforms that I was required to wear when I was in service.

I had only brought the clothes I was wearing and here was Lady Millicent showing me a closet full of maid’s uniforms.  Okay, there was more than just that.  I shouldn’t forget the aprons, pinafores and matching accessories that included mob caps.  My heart sank when she showed me the dresser drawers.  It was filled with corsets, slips and stockings.  I had thought I would be cleaning in a tank top and cutoff jeans.  Apparently I was to be dressed in formal servant’s attire while I was staying with Lady Millicent. 

To that point I had not envisioned myself as domestic help.  The traditional maids uniform with its white collar, white trimmings, and white apron quickly eliminated any misconception I may have had.  Mistress Millie pointed out the white cap and black heels that completed the uniform. 

Somehow I felt like a refugee from some stuffy country club.  She instructed me to immediately change into uniform and then she would explain her expectations.  She left my modest quarters with a final word to report to her back in the entrance foyer when I was “appropriately dressed”.


CHAPTER 2.  Maid Lisa Rose Farrow

I couldn’t believe what I had gotten myself into.  I thought perhaps that Aunt Millie was playing some sort of cruel joke on me.  As Lady Millicent left my room I looked into the closet at the uniforms that hung there.  It didn’t take long looking at the garments to determine that she had meant what she said--this was for real.  Since I did not bring anything else to wear the realization set in that I had nothing else to wear except what had been provided.

There were several types of uniforms and more than one of each kind.  They varied from a tiny lacy French number to a classic Victorian that provided modesty.  I supposed that I was expected to wear different styles for different occasions and since there was no attire other than maid’s uniforms in the closet I could see that the only acceptable wear in the mansion for me was to be that of a serving girl.

The thought crossed my mind to leave and return home.  If I did that however my dream of starting out on my own would end in immediate failure.  I decided I could look for other work later and in the interim I would save some money while staying with Lady Millicent.  The excitement of a new job had worn off quickly but I reminded myself that even if the job wasn’t the best I was still on my own away from home.  I pulled off my jeans and dropped my blouse on the bed.  Taking a deep breath I reached into the closet and selected one of the more modest uniforms.

I struggled trying to wiggle into the uniform and then tried a second and third before I realized what a cruel joke had been played on me.  Apparently Lady Millicent had ascertained my measurements precisely.  No matter which of the dresses I tried they were all sized and proportioned the same.  They were perfectly fitted at the hips and bust but tight in the waist.  It was evident that none of the choices in the closet would fit me without a reduction in my waistline.  Regardless of any preference I might have, if I wanted to get into one of the dresses I would have to wear a corset to compress my waist!

I had come hours before from the world of iPods, cable TV and Twitter and now here I was dressing in some nineteenth century corset so that I could put on an out of date serving dress.  I wasn’t sure if I should laugh or cry.  I started thinking that Lady Millicent was probably waiting for me so I took the corset that seemed easiest to wear.  I pulled it tightly around my waist and had to take a deep breath and hold my stomach in before I could clip it closed in front.  The half cups pushed my breasts upwards into a lewd position I would have never thought possible.  There were six garters hanging from it and I attached them to the stockings that I smoothed up my thighs.

I put on one of the half-slips that also hung in the closet.  I was sure that I had somehow time traveled and I had dropped into a different era as I zipped up a French maid uniform.  The nylon fabric form fit exactly to my curves and seemed to exaggerate my shape.  The cups of the corset pushed my breasts up but did not cover my nipples.

When I zipped the dress tight the nylon dress formed to my breasts and my nipples showed right through.  The result was that my breasts were held up and obscenely displayed by the tight corset while my legs were on full view.  How was I ever to do housework wearing something like this?

I would never go out in public wearing something that so blatantly revealed so much.  Fortunately the uniform would only have to be worn here while I worked so as uncomfortable as I was I didn’t worry about it too much.

Lady Millicent had obviously done some homework on me as all the clothing was form fitting and exacting in size.  I stepped into a pair of black heels I thought far too high and then tied a white apron on around my waist.  I moved over in front of the full length mirror that was on the back of the door to my room and I couldn’t believe my eyes.  I had been instantly transformed into Maid Lisa Rose Farrow—a sexy French housemaid from another era.

At that moment I heard a bell ringing and thought I had better hurry to Lady Millicent.  Upon reaching the foyer I saw Lady Millicent standing—holding the bell with a look of scorn upon her face.  She gave me a quick look up and down and her lips almost smiled at the picture I presented.  Apparently a lewd French maid was exactly what she had in mind when she hired me.

She told me to stand at attention, which I did, and she walked once around me as though it were a formal inspection.  She then began to cover the “house rules” that would apply to me while I was in her service.  She also handed me a small binder that contained more rules as to how I was to behave, where and when I could go, and the location of supplies.  She said she would set up a bank account for me and wages would be directly paid to the account, so I would have no need to leave the mansion to take care of my check.

The conversation seemed rather standard to me until she was finishing up setting down the rules.  First she told me that I had to curtsy when I came into her presence.  I thought this rather odd since she was my Aunt, but then again I was her employee and she was the one setting the rules.  Once she mentioned it, after a quick thought I carefully curtsied before her, being careful not to lose my balance in the heels I was wearing.

Now there was no remnant of the scorn that had greeted me earlier.  Her lips turned up to a smile.  I thought I had pleased her until she continued, then I realized that the smile might just have been sinister.

She said she wanted her maid servant to be pure.  That I was to conduct myself like an untouched virgin.  There were to be no boys in the mansion, she said.  Furthermore, I was not to engage in any sexual practices, including no masturbation of any kind.  She added with a sly smile that should I disobey and not follow these rules that I would be punished.

I was somewhat flustered by these rules and hardly knew what to do.  As I had said earlier I had not dated any boys, nor had I engaged in sex.  Much to my dismay I had not even kissed a boy or seen one naked.  But I didn’t think it was right for my Aunt to set down these rules for me.  One of the reasons I had wanted to leave home was precisely to engage in these practices—wickedly delightful I was sure and I was eager to get my first taste of them.

When she asked if I understood her orders I fear I failed my own resolve.  Not wanting to challenge her authority and be tossed out of the house on my first day, I simply bowed my head, curtsied and replied “Yes Lady Millicent”.  I didn’t realize it at the time but this act was my capitulation to the dominance of Lady Millicent.  I had relinquished my freedom and any possible chance I had of escaping the fate that was waiting for me.

She rang her bell again and two maids came down the hallway into the foyer where I was already standing.  The two maids curtsied before Lady Millicent and then positioned themselves next to me.  The three of us stood at attention in front of Lady Millicent like soldiers waiting for their marching orders.  Of course these soldiers were dressed for service for some elegant ball.

Each of us were in maid uniforms with no doubt left as to our position in life.  The other two girls were dressed identically in uniforms as revealing but far more ornate than what I was wearing.  They were little nylon numbers with white lace trim at the hem and bust with lacy white caps and aprons.  I looked and felt like a “plain Jane” by comparison.

Their fancy attire made me feel inferior.  Both women were immaculately made up and their uniforms were well pressed.  They stood proudly in their heels as though they were honored to be domestic servants to Lady Millicent.  I thought it unusual because I was far from honored to be standing in such a subservient manner in front of my Aunt.

One of the maids had shoulder length auburn hair and the other wore an identical cut but in blonde.  Lady Millicent introduced the maid with auburn hair as “Yvonne, my senior maid” and the maid with blonde locks as “Carol, my junior maid and cook”.  Carol curtsied to me with her introduction while Yvonne looked me up and down as though haughtily evaluating me for future use.

It would seem that I was to report to Yvonne.  She was to be my supervisor and have total authority over every aspect of my work.  I could tell that she enjoyed her position as the senior maid and that I would have to be careful to obey her and not earn her scorn.

Delighted that her new servant was ready for duty she dismissed me for the day.  She told me to return to my quarters and review the material I had just been handed and report to Yvonne for duty tomorrow at 6:00 am sharp.


CHAPTER 3.  The Rules Of The House

I was tired from the day’s events as I returned to my tiny bedroom.  I had trouble finding the servant’s wing again so I wandered around the mansion a bit looking for the right hallway.  The heels I was wearing were not as comfortable as my usual shoes so the mansion seemed to be much bigger than it really was.

I wondered why I had been required to dress as formal as I had for such a brief introduction.  I opened the door to my room and couldn’t believe my eyes.  I had only brought one suitcase with me and there it was on the bed—opened up!  Was it possible that Carol or Yvonne had been in my room while I was in the foyer?  One of them must have entered and apparently was a thief.  Regardless of who it was, while I was away someone had gone through my personal suitcase.

It didn’t take too long to determine what was missing—there wasn’t much left behind.  Just about everything that I had brought with me had been taken.  All of my clothing, including my brassieres and panties had been removed!  Even my vibrator was gone.  I was left with personal effects, makeup, baby powder, perfume, shampoo, deodorant, comb, brush, razors, toothbrush, toothpaste and some tampons but nothing else.  The only things I now had to wear were those clothes that Lady Millicent had provided me.  Even my comfortable shoes were gone.

I sat down in a huff.  Things were not going the way I had planned.  I picked up the rule book that Lady Millicent had provided me with.  I thought if I read a bit it would help calm me down.  It definitely didn’t help.  I paged through the book trying to remember all of the rules for future use.

I was to report to Yvonne for work every day at 6:00 am.  My day would end when Yvonne decided it ended at which time I was to return to my room and not leave again until 6:00 am the following day.  My first task every day was to report to Yvonne to receive my daily list of duties.  My last task was to report to her again for permission to be dismissed.  In between I was to be constantly cleaning the mansion on a schedule that was solely determined by Yvonne.  Breaks were only at the assigned times.  I was not allowed to go into Lady Millicent’s study, her home theatre room or into the basement as it was unsafe to do so.

It seemed like a lot of fuss over nothing.  I was to wear a different maid’s uniform each day, and each uniform had a matching prescribed apron as well as heels.  For instance Monday I was to wear the long Victorian uniform with the matching long apron and 5 inch heeled boots while on Friday I was to wear the French maid with tiny lace apron and 6 inch stiletto heels.  I suppose this was so that all three of the maids would look the same.  I thought that next I would be expected to have my hair cut just like the others.

By the time I finished all of the reading I was exhausted.  I decided that Lady Millicent must be crazy; this explained why most of the family ignored her and why she generally was not spoken about.  This thought was confirmed when I realized that my nightgown was also taken from my suitcase.  I ventured back to the closet where I thought I saw a nightgown and that’s where I found the proof of Lady Millicent’s total craziness—a see through pink babydoll nightie.  She expected me to wear this to bed?

I was too tired to complain about it now so I decided that I would talk with Lady Millicent in the morning.  I pulled the silly thing over my head and smoothed it out.  It came with a matching lacy pair of panties that I found somewhat uncomfortable but I thought that since she went to the trouble to buy the ensemble for me I might as well wear it.  Glad the day was finally over I climbed into bed and went to sleep.

When the alarm went off the following morning I looked into the closet again hoping that I had imagined the day before.  It was all still there just as I had left it the evening before.  After my shower I reluctantly succumbed to my fate by slipping on the tight corset and stepping into the uniform of the day.  This was no joke, I was now a formal maid and my new employer was expecting me to perform like one.

Before reporting for duty I reached for my makeup kit and applied a new dramatic look.  I wanted to fit in with the other two girls so I would not be as intimidated as the day before.  Finally happy with my appearance I stepped into some heels and went to report to Yvonne.

She was waiting for me in the foyer with arms crossed looking at her watch.  While I was exactly on time I immediately began to wonder what would have happened had I been late.

Yvonne set me to work immediately that first morning.  The first chore on the list that she wanted me to complete was to scrub out her own bathroom.  She said she wanted to check how well I performed before I did other chores but I suspected that there was something else to it than that.  Nevertheless I headed off to her quarters carrying my cleaning supplies to begin my new career.


CHAPTER 4.  A Maid’s Place

I learned in a hurry that working as a maid in the mansion was not going to be an easy task.  Yvonne was a cruel task mistress seemingly intent on working me as hard as she could in as humiliating a manner as possible.  She decided early on that I “Displayed my attributes best” while wearing a tiny French maid uniform and so she changed the rules and that became my everyday uniform.

The skimpy attire had a plunging neckline and an impossibly short hemline.  The outfit left little to the imagination and it was impossible to do any type of work without putting on a racy display.

I wouldn’t have minded too much except that in spite of Lady Millicent’s rules regarding males at the mansion there were still males coming and going.  The lawn care company, maintenance workers, and delivery personnel were all young men who made no effort to hide their admiration for my uniform.  To make matters worse Yvonne seemed to always make sure I was working in sight of these males.

For instance packages regularly arrived at our front door daily at 11:00 am.  Yvonne had insisted that all floors be hand washed so a great deal of my time was spent on my hands and knees cleaning the floors.  It always seemed that I was cleaning the entrance foyer at the same time postal delivery arrived.  Yvonne would typically see to the delivery and I was forced to stay in the humiliating position of washing the floor while the delivery man “checked me out”.  I am sure that in that position that I was exposing the frilly undies I was required to wear but there wasn’t much I could do about it.

In the same manner I could feel the eyes of the lawn crew as I cleaned windows outside on the deck and then from the inside.  The long deck extended for the entire length of the back of the mansion giving a beautiful view of the grounds.  The row of windows required weekly cleaning and it was my job to do it.

When I went out on the deck to do the windows the crew had a clear view of me as I bent and stretched cleaning the windows.  When working on the inside they could see my cleavage.  I knew that any time I reached or bent over I was putting on a panty show but Yvonne always insisted that I work outside when the crew was present.  As embarrassing as this was I thought I had a certain amount of payback to the ogling group as I am sure I was quite a tease for them and a peek was all they were ever going to get.

Nothing was ever cleaned to Yvonne’s satisfaction.  It was not unusual for me to hand wash floors and windows two or three times before the job would pass her inspection.

In the laundry room I was required to hand wash all of the lingerie and then hang each piece separately to dry.  Each bra and panty was to be hung on a hanger.  All dresses, skirts, and blouses had to be ironed to perfection.

While performing these tasks I was required to keep my uniform immaculate at all times.  If the slightest stain should appear or a single wrinkle show on my dress or apron I was required to change into a clean freshly pressed uniform.

Yvonne made sure that all of the tasks were done to perfection and all rules followed without exception.  Yvonne took great joy in ordering me about like some sort of indentured servant.  I resented the way she treated me and the air of superiority she flaunted at every turn.  She was the senior maid and I was just the junior maid and she took every opportunity to make sure that I understood the difference.

Perhaps this was best demonstrated on one occasion when I tried to relax the discipline just a bit.  Lady Millicent had gone out of town for the week.  She had taken Carol with her leaving the mansion to Yvonne and me.  She had appointed Yvonne in charge, calling her “Lady Yvonne” as she went out the front door telling her she was to take advantage of everything the mansion had to offer and enjoy herself.

It seemed silly to me to be dressed in the maid uniform while Lady Millicent was away.  Lady Yvonne had immediately tossed aside her maid uniform and was dressing daily in an outfit similar to Lady Millicent’s daily wear—a short tight skirt with a form fitting blouse.  Her blouse was in black while Lady Millicent always wore white.  Lady Yvonne ordered me about fetching drinks and making snacks for her all that week.

By the time landscaping day arrived I thought I would ask to dress more conservatively for my outside window cleaning.  So I told Lady Yvonne about my reservations of being seen in front of the male crew and asked if I could wear something more modest.  She looked at me strangely as though I had broken some strange code.  Finally she smiled and told me to return to my bedroom and take my uniform off.  She said she had “Just the thing” and would bring it by for me.

I was delighted not to have to endure the ogling for at least one week.  I returned to my bedroom and quickly took the dreaded French maid uniform off.  A few minutes later Lady Yvonne entered.  I was a bit surprised; she was not holding a uniform or really any clothing at all.  She just had a small box in her hand.

She instructed me to strip completely leaving only my maid’s cap on.  I thought that the box must contain more modest lingerie and that surely she would leave me with it and return with a more suitable outfit.  So I did as I was told.  She handed me the box and told me to put it on.  Excitedly I opened the box only to be somewhat confused by what I found inside.  It appeared as only a small clump of fine chains which I slowly removed from the box.

Finally it became apparent to me what this was.  I started to form a word in protest but she quickly interrupted before I could speak.  “That will teach you to think that you know better than I what you should be wearing.  Keep your cap on and wear the six inch heels.  Don’t ever forget that you are the junior maid around here and your job is to serve both Lady Millicent and myself in the manner in which we choose.  I will be out on the deck sunning myself.  You are to bring me fresh squeezed lemonade and then get on with your window duties”.  With that she left me with the tiny “garment”.

It takes a stretch of the imagination to describe the tiny chains as a garment.  I stood in my bedroom looking at myself in the mirror wondering how I was to ever appear in front of the landscaping crew wearing only this.  The ensemble was a tiny string bikini made out of thin gold jewelry chain.  Aside from the chain and the clasps that closed them together, the only other features were three small round gold plates.  When I was “dressed” in the attire two of the gold plates barely covered my nipples and the third barely covered my clitoris.

The chains fit tightly so that there was no slack or movement at all and in fact a small amount of pressure held the gold plates against all of my more sensitive parts.  The final piece was a chain collar that had chains which dangled from it to the top of my breasts.  To say that the outfit was lewd and suggestive would be a gross understatement.  For all purposes I was standing naked with my body completely on display.

I thought it silly to even attempt to work outside looking like this but with Lady Millicent out of town for the week Lady Yvonne was in charge of the mansion.  I had no idea what she might do if I refused her instructions and somehow that seemed more important to me than putting on a show for the male groundskeepers.  I presumed that Lady Yvonne would give Lady Millicent a report on my behavior and I thought that maybe by asking to wear something other than my uniform I had already pushed things too far.

So I put the heels and maid’s cap on, checked my makeup, and proceeded to the kitchen to make the lemonade for Lady Yvonne.  Just as I was putting the drink on a tray to serve her I could hear the voices of the groundskeepers reporting promptly for work, on time as usual.

I took a deep breath and left the safety of the mansion to serve Lady Yvonne on the deck.  I couldn’t help but notice the look on the faces of the crew when they saw me.  I’m positive that had they not had such a lucrative grounds keeping contract I would have been raped repeatedly on sight.  I put my best face forward as the catcalls announced my presence to Lady Yvonne.  She was sunning herself in a lounger and took the drink without looking up.  Then she ordered me to work on the windows much to the delight of the drooling audience.

I have to say I had never been so humiliated in my life.  I could feel their eyes examining every inch of my body which was on full display for their pleasure.  Cleaning the windows normally took a maximum of a couple of hours but it seemed like the task lasted all day.  The lawn crew lingered in the back yard where they had a good view and even stopped to take a break while observing my every move.  I desperately wanted my French maid uniform back and promised myself that I would never question my attire or challenge the authority of Lady Millicent or Lady Yvonne ever again.

I survived the humiliation of that day on the deck, thankfully without being raped by a member of the grounds crew.  I served Lady Yvonne for the rest of that week in my French maid uniform as though she were Queen Cleopatra.  She seemed to gloat about her authority over me and from that day on would make every effort to make sure I understood what “junior” meant when it was your title before “maid”.

In spite of all of this I had to admit that there was a certain comfort to working every day.  I knew what my tasks were and I simply had to follow directions.  This allowed my mind to wander to other things such as what Lady Millicent did to pay for the extravagant mansion or even occasionally back to Charles.

For her part Lady Millicent basically treated me like a hired servant.  If she did not require service then she simply ignored me.  It seemed to work out well for us both even though it was not what I was expecting when I took the job.

There were other things happening at the mansion but I was too busy working to investigate.  Mostly I heard women coming and going.  I could tell they were women by the echo of their heels on the ceramic tile in the foyer and the vague sound of voices drifting through the corridors of the mansion that I could hear at the same time.  Lady Millicent had made it clear that I was not to talk to strangers so I didn’t particularly worry about the visitors.


CHAPTER 5.  Best Kept Secrets

I will never forget when chance intervened on one cool autumn afternoon.  It was after lunch and I was supposed to be on the second floor scrubbing out Lady Millicent’s bathroom.  By mistake I had forgotten to bring the shower cleaner with me and so I had to go back downstairs to retrieve it from the supply closet.  The stairway descended from a balcony overlooking the first floor entrance foyer and as I approached the balcony I could hear voices below.  Had that quirk of fate not happened that day Lady Millicent’s secret would have remained so, possibly forever. 

Hearing the sound of visitors wafting from downstairs I just had to satisfy my curiosity.  This was my chance to see who was visiting Lady Millicent and possibly find out what was going on in the mansion.  I quietly peered over the balcony to get a view from above of the foyer.  I have to say that the sight I beheld was not at all what I was expecting.

There was Lady Millicent dressed in her sheer white blouse and short leather skirt talking to another woman similarly dressed.  Both wore extremely high heels and each held in their hand what appeared to be a riding crop.  However unusual this sight was, this was not what shocked me the most that morning.  The woman talking to Millie was holding a leash in her other hand which led to a collar around the neck of a young man.  The handsome man had both of his wrists fastened to the collar.  He was silenced with a leather gag around his mouth.  Otherwise he was totally naked.

He stood next to the visiting woman as though at attention and I might add that his male organ certainly was.  It was my first view ever of a naked man and I found it quite intriguing.  I could not divert my eyes from the spectacle.  I immediately understood why they called it a “hard on” because the organ was quite rigid.  If he was being held against his will you wouldn’t know it by the condition of his male sex.  The organ was lewdly saluting the women for what they were doing to him as it pointed lustfully up in willing appreciation of the situation. 

Finally the two women walked together out of the foyer down the hallway towards the door to the basement with the prisoner walking a few steps behind in tow.  As they walked towards me he momentarily looked upwards and I do believe he saw me watching though he made no effort to signal for help.  Instead he lowered his head and walked obediently behind the two ladies.  The women seemed unaware of my presence.

If that weren’t enough of a mystery from my position I could see part of the hallway that led away from the foyer.  As they turned and walked that way I could clearly see the bare behind of the male—it was striped red no doubt from the attention of the riding crop that was held by the visiting lady.

I was further fascinated by the condition of his rear and I decided that I simply had to find out what was going on in the basement.  As the three disappeared down the hallway I started down the stairway to the first floor.  I heard the door to the basement close and the voices of the two women disappeared below.

I followed down the hallway and put my hand on the doorknob expecting it to be locked shut.  To my surprise it was unlocked and when I turned it the door opened for me.  When I peered in I could see a dimly lit winding staircase that was begging for further exploration so I ventured in.

At the bottom of the staircase I slowly peeked around the corner into the basement and was stunned by what I beheld.  Lady Millicent’s basement was not a safety hazard at all; it was what appeared to be some sort of medieval dungeon!

Now I could see Lady Millicent and the visiting woman taking the man over some sort of bench and strapping his legs and wrists down.  It left him in an extremely vulnerable position with his striped backside up in the air apparently waiting for more attention from the crop.

I took a few moments to carefully peek around the room.  It was bizarre and amazing all at once.  There were all sorts of whips, chains, collars, and other contraptions of which I had no inkling for their purpose.  Then I saw the visiting lady put down her riding crop on a table and pick up a large black leather paddle.  It looked like an instrument one might have used to play Ping-Pong only it was much larger.

Smiling, the lady walked up behind the prisoner and began to smack his upraised buttocks.  As it was applied to his bare bottom it made a loud noise that seemed to echo throughout the huge cavern.  Strapped down as he was and silenced with the gag the captive had no choice but to slightly flinch with each whack of the instrument and willingly accept the punishment.

After the third wicked blow I let out a slight gasp and the women turned as though they might have heard me.  I immediately retreated back up the staircase and went back to the upstairs balcony as quickly as my heels allowed.  I was sure that if they followed me that they would find out I was watching because I couldn’t move particularly fast in the high-heels I was required to wear.

Fortunately I made it safely to the upstairs balcony where I stopped to ponder my next move.  I found myself breathing hard from the quick movements up the stairs and at the same time somewhat aroused by the image I had just witnessed below.  I suppose it would not have excited me so much except that I had been following the rules of the house and had not satisfied myself since I had arrived at the mansion well over a month ago.

I don’t think that my mind was particularly clear at that moment.  I stood still for some time deciding what to do.  I returned to my cleaning duties but after a short time I returned to balcony hoping to get another glimpse of what was going on.  As I pondered my options Lady Millicent and her friend emerged merrily chatting and laughing from the hallway leading to the basement and then went out the front door.  I heard two car doors close and a car drive off.  I can’t say if my curiosity determined what I did next or if it was the aroused state of mind that I was in.  I decided to sneak back downstairs to find out what had become of the captive male.

I expected to see the basement still lit up and the prisoner still held over the bench in the vulnerable position.  Instead, after descending the dimly lit staircase I found all the lights out except one.  There way in the back of the basement was another strange bizarre scene that at first I had difficulty comprehending.

I saw one flood light shining down from the ceiling.  I slowly walked towards the light until I could see the details of a female figure standing in the light on a small pedestal.  Apparently there was a second person in the basement, a woman.  She had long black hair and was dressed in a corset similar to the one I was wearing.  She had a lacy bra covering her generously endowed breasts.  Just like my own, her stockings were attached by six garters and she was wearing high heels.  Other than that she was quite naked and I could see her bottom was reddened much like the captive I had seen earlier.  Her arms were held together at the wrists by black cuffs and suspended above her head to the ceiling.

Similarly her legs were cuffed and anchored to the pedestal, her legs held wide apart.  I thought that the position must have been terribly uncomfortable.  I felt sorry for the poor woman to be displayed in such a lewd and demeaning manner.  As I drew nearer I could see that the captive woman was facing three floor length mirrors arranged so that no matter where her eyes went they saw a vision of her suspended in the vulnerable position.

In the mirror I could see that she had a black leather gag over her mouth and a large collar on that held her fully made up face in such a position that she had no choice other than to look straight ahead at herself in the mirror.  In addition there were three mirrors behind her so that she could also see her reddened backside also reflected in the front mirrors.

My immediate thought was to rescue the imprisoned woman, to set her free and then find out what happened to the male that I had seen previously.  As I approached her from behind I stopped in surprise at what I saw in the mirror.  There in full view between the widely spread legs were not the female genitals of a woman, but a fully erect penis just like that of the prisoner I had seen earlier!

I stopped just behind the captive and was now visible to him in the mirror.  I suppose I should have been more concerned at what effect my sudden appearance might have.  I could tell when my reflection was seen in the mirror as the confined male started to pull at his restraints and murmur into the gag.  None of this was of any use to him though, as he was tightly constrained.

I moved around in front of him.  Standing on the pedestal as he was, his male organ was easily observed and I noticed that it was still at attention and was oozing precum.  I imagined for a moment that it was doing that just for me.  After all, on this day I was wearing a frilly French maid that was quite revealing.  I was playing the part of a heroine with my breasts lewdly displayed and my legs in full view in the tiny outfit.  What an odd moment, the French maid rescuing the male who was bound, gagged, and dressed as a woman!

I was about to step up on the pedestal to release the helpless captive when I noticed a silver chain around his neck that held a plate.  The plate was just below the collar on his cleanly shaved chest.  Elaborately inscribed on the plate was the word “Sheila”.  Observing this I also noticed that he did not have any hair on him at all—not only was his chest cleanly shaved but so were his arms and legs.  He was hairless from the neck down and even his eyebrows had been plucked so as to resemble that of a woman.

It was at that moment that I made a dramatic logic leap.  I don’t know why, but the words just came to me as I spoke.  “You are enjoying this, aren’t you?” I asked.  With that he moaned and I stepped back to take a more measured look at what was in front of me.

A helpless male suspended in front of a mirror dressed up like a woman.  He was brought to the dungeon by two attractive women, and we were surrounded by all sorts of unimaginable instruments of torture including whips, paddles, chains, and collars.

I thought then that perhaps I was being too quick to attempt a rescue.  I reached and gently touched the tip of his male organ, “Do you like this?” I asked.  From beneath the gag I heard a muffled moan; there was no doubt in my mind that the “prisoner” was enjoying the situation immensely.  In his eyes I did not see fear or panic, I saw arousal and pleasure.

I went over to the table and returned with a riding crop that had been left there.  I used the crop to slowly touch and tease the stiff member that was lewdly saluting my efforts.  The moans from beneath the gag continued as I gently caressed the inside of his stocking covered thighs with the instrument.

I found myself turned on by the power I held in my hand.  As I tantalized “Sheila” my appetite to control the captive before me grew.  As precum began to dribble from the tip of his helpless organ I realized what he wanted and I stopped.  “You naughty boy, you are enjoying this way too much, you need to be punished!” I playfully told him and then I moved around behind him.

I don’t know if I should be proud or embarrassed by what I did next, but it only seemed natural.  Sheila was treated to the sight in the mirror of Lisa Rose Farrow, maid, whipping his bottom with a riding crop!  Tied as he was he had no choice but to accept the twenty or so stinging lashes with the crop that I administered in an aroused dominant flurry.  His body only twitched slightly followed by a muffled moan with each strike to be repeated again and again at my sole discretion for my sole pleasure.

Pleased with my display of female dominance and flushed with arousal I stepped back in front of the hapless feminine clad toy and proudly proclaimed “There, that should teach you a lesson!”  Then I decided to put the crop back down and leave the dungeon before Lady Millicent might return and find me there.

Proud of myself with my first real intimate encounter with a male, I returned to my quarters.  Upon entering and sitting on the bed I raised my dress, lowered my panties and slowly rubbed my clitoris until a wave of blissful orgasm flowed over my body.  At that point I really didn’t care what rules Lady Millicent had put down, after what I had just experienced in the basement I had to find some relief.     


CHAPTER 6.  The Morning After

I awoke the next morning feeling wonderful about the exploits of the day before.  My arm was a bit sore from wielding the riding crop but I decided it had been worth it.  I had satisfied a sexual urge that had been longing for over a month to come out.  Now I was eager to somehow return to the forbidden dungeon and find out if Sheila was still there waiting for more female dominance.  I imagined myself playing with his manhood like it was a girl’s toy and then whipping his bottom for his arousal at it.  What fun that would be for me!

In anticipation of another adventure after my morning shower I slowly rubbed baby oil on my pubic area.  It was wonderful foreplay for another possible adventure in the basement.  Satisfied with the blissful feeling I pulled on my panties just before I was about to be overtaken with an intense orgasm.  I took a French maid uniform out of the closet and wondered what Sheila had thought when she saw me wearing it.  Normally I thought the uniform somewhat drab but today as I pulled it on over my corset and stockings I felt both sexy and powerful.

I left my quarters and barely took a few steps in the hallway when I heard the bell summoning me.  I quickly proceeded to the foyer where Lady Millicent would be waiting for me; I thought no doubt with some dull instruction on how to clean bathrooms.  I couldn’t have been more incorrect.

To my surprise Yvonne was there and she instructed me to follow her.  We went together into Lady Millicent’s study—the room I had been told I was forbidden to enter.  To say that the study was a large office would be an understatement.  The huge room had a fireplace, many chairs, a bar, many bookcases, and a large desk where Lady Millicent sat in a plush executive chair.  As I approached her I noticed she was looking at a large flat panel television that hung on the wall.

To my dismay, there was a video playing—one of me bringing myself to orgasm the night before.  I flushed with embarrassment as I came up to the desk and curtsied.  Lady Millicent was definitely angry as she sternly lectured me.  “You disobeyed my instructions girl.  Do you realize what you have done?”  She pointed to the screen and when I looked there I was whipping Sheila.  The pleasing sight brought a smile to me but still more scolding from Lady Millicent.

“You have not only disobeyed me, but you have broken the rules of the society!  My rules were there to protect you and they must be obeyed at all times.  You can only hope that this stays between us!  Now you must make a choice, you can leave now or face the consequences of your actions.”  She waited for my response.

I thought the question was unfair.  She knew that I had no place to go and would have to accept whatever punishments she deemed necessary.  How bad could it be?  I didn’t think too long because I had no choice.  “I will stay”, I said and waited to hear my sentence.  With that she motioned to Yvonne who was instructed to “Teach the girl a lesson!”

I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, but when I looked over to Yvonne I got the idea in a hurry.  I don’t know which bothered me more, the mean looking paddle she was wielding or the apparent look of joy on her face no doubt expressing her enthusiasm for the task at hand.  Yvonne then sat in a straight back chair, pulling her skirt up slightly exposing her legs in an apparent attempt to keep her dress from being wrinkled.  She motioned for me to come over and indicated where I was to go with a tap of the paddle on her lap.

I slowly moved towards her with the realization that I was about to be paddled like an errant school girl.  I hadn’t been spanked since I was a child and it had never occurred to me until that moment that I would ever be spanked again.  In retrospect I should have known, after all I had witnessed Sheila the night before suffering from a similar treatment and in fact I had added to the punishment myself.

I decided to accept my fate without complaint.  The sexual play with Sheila and the shuddering orgasm that followed had been worth it.  If this was the only penalty I was to see then I thought I would happily endure it again for the chance to play some more with Sheila.

If I thought that this punishment was going to be easy I should have known better.  No sooner was I over her lap when Yvonne tugged my panties down to my knees.  She held me in that position and casually inquired of Lady Millicent, “How many should I give this slut?”  I was annoyed at being called a slut and barely heard the reply of “Forty at least” as the first smack landed on my behind.

I should have thought a full grown woman could have endured this treatment better.  I was wrong.  By just the fifth strike of the paddle my bottom was burning and I tried to escape.  Yvonne held one of my arms behind my back pinning me to her lap while her other hand continued the assault.  I started to kick with each stinging slap and eventually I started to cry like a child.  I lost track of the number of spanks and eventually fatigue set in and I simply surrendered.

My bottom stung and I cried like a little girl helpless against the punishment meted out with haughty glee by Yvonne.  She taunted and teased me as the relentless paddling was carried out.

When she finally finished, Yvonne ordered me to get up and without touching my “naughty bottom” I was to stand in the corner holding my dress up.  I took a quick glance at them both and saw Lady Millicent smile, seemingly pleased with the result and Yvonne smugly grinning also satisfied with herself.  I would have thought that I was entitled to some compassion from my supervisor but I saw none in her at all.

The two chatted together regarding household issues as though I were not present.  I don’t know how long I stood in the corner but my sore bottom begged to be rubbed.  I was forbidden to do so and so instead I endured a stinging sensation while they conversed.  Finally the session was interrupted by a ring of the front door bell and Yvonne was dispatched to answer.

When she returned she informed Lady Millicent that Lady Camilla was here and that as they both had anticipated she had come “To claim her due”.  Lady Millicent then told me to pull my panties back up and come over to her.  I did as I was told and stood contritely in front of her.  “Now you will see girl, I have no choice now.  You must pay for your actions.  Whatever you do don’t tell Lady Camilla that you are my niece.  Do not resist, things will go better for you if you don’t.  Follow me.”  She sounded so ominous.  I wondered what was in store as we left the study and walked to the foyer to greet Lady Camilla.

I should have known better, but was still surprised nonetheless.  There stood the woman I had seen the previous day along with her maid.  The maid was wearing the same attire as I, a French maid uniform complete with apron and cap.  The only difference I could see as we approached was the necklace she was wearing, and as we walked up to the two ladies I recognized both the maid and the necklace that read “Sheila”.

I was embarrassed to be standing there with my makeup running and my bottom still sore in front of the visitors.  Lady Millicent greeted Lady Camilla, ignoring Sheila as if she wasn’t there.  Finally Lady Camilla said “Shall we go downstairs and prepare the girl for transport?”  Lady Millicent replied “Of course” and Sheila, Yvonne, and I followed the two women down the stairs into the confines of the dungeon.


CHAPTER 7.  Undressed With Someplace To Go

The basement somehow looked more ominous than before as I was led across the dimly lit room.  They brought me over to the pedestal and I stood in the same flood light that Sheila had been standing in yesterday.  The fun I had flashed through my mind as the two women sat down in some chairs close enough to observe the platform.  They looked like two queens overseeing their domain and apparently it would be Sheila who was to do their bidding today.

If I thought Lady Millicent was going to be protective of me, I had another thing coming.  It was Lady Camilla who seemed to be in charge and she calmly instructed Sheila to “Remove her dress and restrain her arms”.  With that Sheila unzipped my French maid uniform and it fell to the floor.  She wrapped leather cuffs around my wrists and with a click they were attached to an overhead chain.

Her next command was to “Strip her” and Lady Camilla watched as Sheila methodically removed every last bit of clothing I had on leaving me standing in my heels.  When Sheila pulled my panties down Lady Camilla commented on “The nice job of correction” Lady Millicent had done on my still red behind.

With her next order of “Restrain her” I found myself in the same position that Sheila had been in just the day before—My head held rigidly up by a posture collar forcing me to look into the mirrors stationed in front and behind me where I saw myself naked.  I could not move my head up or down, left or right.  Only my eyes could move and view my helplessness in the mirrors.

Sheila had inserted a large dildo gag into my mouth and as a result I was unable to produce a sound other than a soft whimper.  My arms were held tightly above me while my legs were spread wide apart firmly chained to the floor.  The spotlight shone brightly on me as if to underscore my nakedness while Lady Camilla and Lady Millicent sat dimly in the background.

As humiliating as it was to be seen by the group in this pose I found it to be strangely arousing.  Sheila had taken her time removing my lingerie and I had enjoyed her attention.  I thought she must certainly be aroused by me since I knew the effect I had on her before and I found this to be satisfying.

To this point I had decided to heed Lady Millicent’s warning and offer no resistance.  That was about to change as Sheila was given the order to “Shave the slut”.  Dreaded thoughts entered my mind and when Sheila moved in front of me holding an electric razor I decided that I had enough of this little game.  As she snapped the device on and it began to buzz I tried to slip the bonds that held me.  Unfortunately she had done an extraordinary job of restraining my body.  Much like what I had seen of Sheila yesterday, try as I might I could barely move an inch in any direction.

Had I not been observing in the mirrors I would never have believed what happened next.  I had worked so diligently on my beautiful auburn hair.  It was long and flowing and was meant to draw the attention of admirers.  In seconds Sheila had run the razor through it and it was piled on the floor—and only stubble remained on the top of my head!

I tried to scream but the dildo gag did its job perfectly.  When I tried to yell the effect was simply that my mouth sucked on the dildo and no tangible noise came of the effort.  My arms started to ache from straining against the chains.  My legs ached too and I suppose I would have simply fallen to the floor except I was balancing carefully on my heels held upright by the chains holding my wrists above me.

Lady Camilla smiled as Sheila swept up my locks.  She had that look of supreme triumph attained only by defeating an overmatched opponent.  I would have liked to wipe the smug look off her face but my attention was immediately drawn elsewhere.  Sheila had finished her cleanup work and now she had returned with the razor, only this time she was down on her knees taking aim at my pubic hair.

I stopped struggling in exhaustion and watched in horror as my mound was reduced to that of a pre-adolescent girl.  Lady Camilla grinned arrogantly as Sheila was intently engrossed in her duty carefully shaving away every vestige of my womanhood.  I would have thought that this shameful hair loss would be enough to satisfy Lady Camilla but it was not to be.  After sweeping away the vestiges of my womanhood Sheila returned with the same scented shaving lotion I use on my legs accompanied by some hand razors.

I heard Lady Camilla laugh and say that I had better hold still or I could have regrets later.  Sheila spread the lotion on my head and carefully removed every last remaining hair.  Now I could see the naked bald lady in the mirror with her mascara running still fully restrained but now looking exhausted from the struggle.  I tried to hold as still as possible as Sheila repeated the same procedure, but this time working carefully around my vulva and clitoris.

Now I heard more laughter from Lady Camilla as she suggested “A bit of lotion would seem appropriate”.  Sheila then took a bottle of baby lotion and gently applied it to my head.  I knew what was going to happen next.  Even as she rubbed lotion on my bare scalp I found myself totally aroused at all of the intimate contact that had taken place.  Sheila brushed my nipples as she touched my scalp and I could feel their hardness against her uniform.

Again she went to her knees only this time she worked far more slowly than before as she rubbed baby lotion all around my shaved pubic region.  A muffled moan escaped the gag and Lady Camilla giggled with delight.  “Sheila, she seems to like that.  Perhaps you should continue a bit longer.  Remember if she comes you will be punished!”  I so wanted to scream at the haughty Mistress but I was unable to.  Instead muffled moans of ecstasy purred from my muzzled mouth as I sucked on the dildo restraint.

True to her instructions Sheila stopped the heavenly attention just as a strong orgasm was beginning to well up within my skillfully teased body.  My mind was blank filled only with thoughts of an orgasmic surge that was now being denied.  I faintly heard Lady Camilla telling Sheila to “Apply the paddle” and then I was brought back to reality with a loud smack accompanied by another stinging sensation on my buttocks.

It briefly occurred to me that I had decided my own fate.  Sheila had teased me much like I had teased her and now she was finishing up with a paddling just like I had done to her the previous day.  I don’t know how many strokes were applied to my backside, but when the paddling ended I was completely physically exhausted.

Had the collar not held my head up I’m sure it would have drooped.  My arms and legs ached, my bottom burned and yet I was still frustratingly aroused.  I would have given anything for an orgasm right there and I would have accomplished the achievement myself if I were not restrained.

The three left the room and I could hear Lady Camilla laughing as they went up the staircase to the first floor of the mansion.  As I stood looking at myself in the mirror I knew that this was the same condition I had left Sheila in.  There was not a trace of hair on my head or between my legs.  It felt blissfully fulfilling but at the same time I was left with an intense longing for more.  I hated Sheila for what she had done to me but I didn’t want her to stop.  As the voices faded away I tried to scream for Sheila to come back and make me orgasm but only a muffled whine was audible as I sucked on the dildo.


CHAPTER 8.  Humility

I don’t know how long I stood in the spotlight with my gaze fixed on the humiliated caricature in the mirror.  The erotic teasing followed by orgasm denial left me in an exhausted state of sexual arousal.  With my legs held apart and my arms restrained I had no means of satisfying myself so I helplessly remained sexually aroused.  I was certain that I had endured the most degrading treatment possible simply for the entertainment of Lady Camilla.  I was expecting Lady Millicent or Yvonne to arrive at any moment to set me free.  When I finally heard voices on the staircase I was relieved that the ordeal was finally over.  Somehow working as a maid would never seem to be so difficult ever again.

Lady Millicent and Lady Camilla seemed to be finishing up a conversation as though Lady Camilla was getting ready to leave.  Sheila unclipped my legs so I could put my feet together and support my weight better.  Then she unclipped my arms and fastened each wrist to a side of the posture collar.  She then latched a leash to the front of the collar and told me to step down from the platform.

I did as instructed thankful to be rescued from the platform and we walked behind the two Mistresses up the stairs with Sheila leading me by the leash.  When we arrived in the foyer I started to realize that something was wrong.  I was not being set free; my leash was still held by Sheila.  Lady Millicent said goodbye to Lady Camilla and then my expectations were dashed.  I wasn’t about to be set free, I was going home with Lady Camilla!

When the realization hit me I wanted to put a stop to things immediately.  But unfortunately I was in no position to do so.  I was standing naked in heels in the foyer of the mansion with my arms tethered to a posture collar that held my head firmly in a position pointed up and straight ahead.  I could barely walk when led by the leash attached to the collar so I wasn’t likely to go anywhere on my own.  My voice was muted by the hideous dildo gag that I had to suck on any time I tried to make a sound.  I was helpless to do anything and I was at the mercy of Sheila who held my leash and was obviously the obedient servant of Lady Camilla.

Just as I decided I had to do something, Sheila tugged my leash and led me towards the front door.  In a final effort I tried calling out to Lady Millicent but with my muted voice it was to no avail.  Sheila led me out the front door and I stood outside naked next to a limousine that was parked in the circular drive near the door.  The uniformed chauffer was a woman who stood at attention holding the back door open for Lady Camilla.  She paid no particular attention to me as though she saw a sissy maid holding the lease of a naked woman all trussed up every day.

Once Lady Camilla was inside the car with the door closed the chauffer went to the back of the limo and opened the trunk.  To my total disbelief Sheila led me to the back of the car and the two of them picked me up and placed me into the trunk before closing the lid and leaving me in total darkness.  I heard the doors close and the engine start up and then we began to move.

I have no idea how far we drove.  It seemed like hours though it could have been minutes before the car finally came to a rest.  I thought they had forgotten about me as the car was stopped for quite some time before the trunk lid finally opened again.  Sheila and the chauffer helped me out.  Lady Camilla was nowhere to be seen.

I didn’t get much of a look at the house we were parked out in front of as I was immediately led through the front door by my leash.  From what little I observed the home was definitely large and the front entrance was flanked by two large cupid statues, one on each side of the steps leading to the doorway.  Once inside Sheila led me down a hallway to a stairway that had a familiar feel to it.  At the bottom of the stairs I found myself in another medieval dungeon not too different than the one I had just left behind.

I soon found myself in a familiar position, standing in a spotlight with my arms held above my head, my legs spread apart, and the collar in place with the penis muzzle keeping me quiet.  I could see my entire situation in the mirrors that reflected my image both front and back.  What followed was the most humiliating day of my life.  During the day I was never left alone.  Even my trips to the ladies room were accompanied by the watchful eyes of Sheila.  I was constantly teased and tantalized but at no time allowed to orgasm.

Sheila was instructed to give me a “sponge bath”.  She seemed to relish every moment using a tiny sponge and warm fragranced water that she touched every inch of body with.  First she removed my makeup and then she lingered over my breasts and clitoris.  In the position I was held in I was in no condition to protest the lewd handling.  As aroused as I was I wasn’t certain that protest was what I really wanted to do anyway.

I was breathing heavily when Lady Camilla arrived with the woman who had previously acted as chauffeur.  Now she was dressed identical to Lady Camilla only in a black blouse with a short tight black skirt.  It was as though it were some sort of uniform for Mistresses.  Now Sheila addressed the chauffeur as “Lady Nora”.

Lady Camilla was holding a riding crop and stepped in front of me.  As if to exhibit her power her crop gently rubbed my clitoris as she spoke to me.  Even with the dildo gag she could tell I had let out an amorous moan and she laughed at my predicament.  She continued to tease my privates with her riding crop as she spoke.

“Don’t worry dear, you’ll have your tramp stamp soon enough, you’ve certainly earned it.  Let me introduce you to my trainee, Lady Nora.  She is a recent graduate from a school of cosmetology and she needs some practice and I think you will be perfect for this assignment.  It will be her job to sex you up a bit.  I’m going to leave you in her capable hands.  If I find that you have given her any trouble you will be punished.  Do you understand?” 

I tried to move my head up and down the tiny amount that the collar allowed as I could only imagine what punishment could be worse than what I had already endured.  With that she gave my clitoris a final flick of her crop and she walked away leaving me in the hands of Lady Nora and her sissy maid assistant Sheila.  Lady Nora moved in front of me into the same position vacated by Lady Camilla and I could see in the mirror Sheila picking up a paddle and moving behind me.

At this point my bottom was so sore I don’t know if I could have endured another paddling.  Lady Nora seemed to sense this and spoke a soft warning to me.

“Dear, I’m going to make you up today and give you a whole new look.  To do this I need to take that lovely dildo gag off of you and I need to remove your collar.  You must stay perfectly still or you will ruin my makeup work.  If that happens I will look bad to Lady Camilla.  If you so much as blink or start to form a single syllable Sheila is going to teach you a lesson with that paddle she is holding that you will never forget.  Do you understand?”

At that point I would have done anything to have the phallus removed from my mouth and eagerly tried to agree even though the gag prevented that.  Slowly Lady Nora removed the gag and collar and I dutifully stood exactly as I had been instructed as Lady Nora began to work on my face.

She really was quite skilled in applying the makeup to my face though the look was well overdone.  As it began to take form I could see that my look was to be identical to that of Sheila.  I now had dark smoky eyes with rosy cheeks and red lips.  This was a sexy look that I would never have chosen for myself.  I thought it was more suitable for a harlot than for anyone else but I had no choice but to stay still while it was applied to me.

They took a few minutes away and returned with more brushes.  I thought they were going to do more with my face but they seemed satisfied that everything had “dried” so Lady Nora instructed Sheila to put the collar and penis gag back in place.  Once that was completed they both went around behind me and began to work.

It seemed like hours went by during which I could feel light brush strokes all over my back and buttocks.  When they finally moved back in front of me I could see the reflection of my backside in the mirrors behind me.  I couldn’t believe my eyes, there on my back were three cupids complete with traditional red hearts and bow and arrows.  There was one cupid on each of my buttocks and one large cupid above the others on my back.  Under the large cupid in elaborate script were the words “Property Of Lady Camilla”. 

I tried to scream in protest but the mouthful of penis gag prevented sound once again.  Standing in front of me Lady Nora smiled.  “Sheila, did you hear anything?  Was the bitch asking for a spanking?”  Immediately I became quiet.  Eagerly Sheila moved around behind me waiting for the order to begin spanking.  “No, I think she was overcome with joy at her new tat, and I think she was thanking me!”  Lady Nora laughed, and then told Sheila to blindfold me so that she could “Finish her artwork.”  She added, “Don’t worry about the tramp stamp fading dear.  It will take years of daily washing for the ink to fade just like your makeup.  Even if you wash it every day with soap and water everything I have applied here today including your makeup won’t start to fade for at least four or five years.”  She laughed haughtily then added, “You can always come back here for a touch up if need be.”

I tried to struggle to keep them from doing anymore to me but the straps still held firm.  Now standing helplessly in the dark, again I had no sense of time as hours seemed to pass.  I could feel more brushing around my breasts and vulva regions and even some flicks on my clitoris.  I would have given anything for those attentions to my clit to continue but it only lasted a few minutes.  I remembered what Lady Nora had said about moving so I stood still while the process was completed.

It seemed like forever, but finally Sheila removed my blindfold.  I saw Nora standing and admiring her work.  There I was in the mirror with my body now covered with graffiti like the outside wall of a cheap nightclub.  Above the nipple on each breast were two more cupids.  Above the cupids across my chest in the same elaborate script as on my back was “Property of Lady Camilla”.  A red arrow pointed to my now blue labia and clitoris.  Above the arrow on my stomach in script was neatly lettered “Tease Here”.

As if all of that weren’t enough, Lady Nora then proceeded to add more script to my forehead.  When she finished “Slut” had been carefully lettered there.  She then put a heavy metal Turian collar around my neck that had a ring at the front.  It was a round slave collar similar to that you may have seen on slaves in the pre-civil war era.  It locked tightly behind my neck and Lady Nora then took what appeared to be a key to the device and put it on a chain.  She proceeded to put the chain with the key around her neck as though proving that she was in total control of the slave in front of her.

As tight as the collar was I would never be able to remove it without the key.  She stood back and admired her finished product.  Satisfied with her work and my silence Sheila was sent to bring Lady Camilla back for a final inspection.  While she was away on that errand Lady Nora busied herself by continuing to tease me by gently using her riding crop on my clit.

Lady Camilla laughed when she first saw the artwork adorning my body.  “Certainly suitable for a slut”, she chuckled.  She walked around me admiring my “tramp stamp”.  As though I was not humiliated enough, she also commented on “My beautiful blue pussy”.  As much as I wanted to say something back, I remembered the warning regarding the paddle so I kept silent and endured the humiliation.

After much hilarity at my expense Sheila locked a leash to the ring at the front of the collar and they led me upstairs to be “dressed up and sent home”.  I was so delighted to hear “sent home” from Lady Camilla that I gave no thought to what “dressed up” might mean.

Back upstairs I was led into a room where I stood in front of another mirror.  They seemed intent on showing me over and over again what they had done to me and what my position was.  It was difficult not to feel like an inferior slave after the treatment I had received.  The two women and their maid were definitely enjoying the party as they continued to laugh and giggle at my predicament.

It turned out that “dressing” consisted of adding a long curly red wig, a new pair of ridiculously high heels, and a tight hobble skirt.  The wig was a full “Lady Godiva” style with curls that cascaded down to my waist.  They might as well have tied my legs together for all the movement I had in the skirt.  Between the tight skirt and the heels I would barely be able to mince a few inches at a time.  Then they took my arms behind my back and clipped them together at the wrists.  Bringing my arms together in this manner forced my breasts outward and put my hard nipples prominently on display.  Lady Nora took notice and flicked a nipple with her finger.  “Look at that”, she mocked, “The slut is still excited!”

The last thing they did to me was to add a sign around my neck.  It was lettered in red on a white background and came to just above the words “Property of Lady Camilla” on my chest.  The red letters proudly proclaimed “Free Fuck”.  When I saw the lettering I started to protest and it was just then that Sheila forced the penis gag back into my mouth silencing any objection I may have made. 

Sheila then led me behind the two Mistresses towards the front door.  There was no point in trying to struggle.  Between the leash and the restraints I had no choice but to go where I was led.  I was trying not to fall in the heels so it was a slow process of tiny steps.  By the time I reached the front door Lady Camilla was already seated in the back of her limousine and Lady Nora was waiting with the front door open for me.  Thankfully it was now totally dark outside so I could not be observed by anyone outside of our group.  Sheila helped me carefully down the steps and into the car.  At least I wasn’t going to travel in the trunk this time.

As Lady Nora drove she explained what was going to happen.  I was struck with terror as I realized what their plan was.  Lady Nora was giving me directions to Lady Millicent’s mansion.  The scheme was to drop me a distance away from the home and I would have to walk on my own the rest of the way.  Lady Nora snickered that she “Would not be responsible for anything that might happen along the way”.  Still pleased with herself she added that “As late as it is chances are that you won’t be seen by anyone”.

I wanted to beg and plead for mercy but the tight phallus in my mouth prevented any words to escape.  I tried to repeat the directions to the mansion over and over in my head so that I didn’t forget them.  I was gripped with horror and for a few moments forgot about the excitement still seething between my legs.  What if someone saw me in this condition?  What would happen if I ended up at the wrong house?

The car stopped and Lady Nora put me out into the night.  She gave a final cackle of hilarity, left my leash dangling over my shoulder and slapped me on my buttocks before leaving me on the sidewalk and getting back into the car.  There was no time to be furious at my captors.  As the limousine speed away I started taking as many tiny footsteps as my skirt allowed taking the route I had been given towards the mansion.  I could only hope that the directions they had given me were correct.


CHAPTER 9.  A Stroll In The Dark

I didn’t really know how far they had left me from the mansion.  I do know that when I finally reached the long driveway only one car had passed me in the night.  Fortunately for me it came from behind me and not from in front.  Passing from behind I’m fairly sure that my long red hair had hidden the fact I was gagged and topless.  My heart leaped as the headlights lit the pathway up and cast my shadow in front of me, but whoever was driving didn’t seem to notice anything strange about me and simply continued down the road.

I can only imagine how I must have looked.  I have seen women patrolling the streets in red light districts and I remember commenting how slutty they looked.  As I walked I would have given anything to look as modest as any of them.  I don’t think that it was possible for them to have made me look like any cheaper of a harlot than I did at that very moment.

Perhaps the most humiliating part of the experience was the excitement that the situation was generating inside of me.  While part of me feared that the car was going to stop, another part had a strange desire for it to do just that.  The thought occurred to me that had I been forcibly taken at that moment it would have been a welcomed relief.

The time-consuming walk in the high heels caused my legs to ache.  When I reached the long driveway of the mansion I was relieved that I had made it so far without notice.  Still topless and still prominently displaying a “Free Fuck” sign around my neck I slowly made my way towards the mansion.

As I approached I found it more difficult to concentrate.  I had been so terrified on the main road that I had not fully realized what was happening to me as I proceeded along the route.  Without panties the tight hopple skirt was brushing my clit and teasing me as I walked.  I was so horny when I arrived at the mansion I would have done anything for relief but with my hands tied behind me and the hobble skirt holding my legs tight there was no possible release for my condition.

I stood in front of the mansion when the reality of situation hit me.  With my legs bound the way that they were I could not get up the steps to the front door.  I couldn’t utter a sound nor did I have any other way of notifying anyone inside of my presence.  Standing in the dark I wasn’t even sure that I was at the right house.  I had no choice but to wait until morning and hope that someone would come outside and release me.

The night seemed to last forever.  I was elated at dawn when the front door swung open and Yvonne stepped out.  The senior maid was dressed in a modest Victorian uniform that seemed imposing to me in my condition.  She didn’t seem the least bit surprised at my state as though it was a common occurrence to find a bare-breasted woman with a “Free Fuck” sign around her neck in front of the mansion.  Instead she laughed at my predicament and came over to help me into the house.  “I see your true personality has come out!  That look is becoming you!” she flaunted.  She took the leash from over my shoulder and used it to lead me towards the door.  In doing so she made no effort whatsoever to free my hands.

My legs could barely support my weight as we stood in the large entrance foyer.  To my surprise Lady Millicent was standing there waiting for us.  We stopped in front of Lady Millicent and we both stood at attention as Yvonne held me by the leash, still tied and gagged.

She took a long look at me and I couldn’t help but feel as though I had somehow betrayed my Mistress.  “Perhaps now you will obey all of the rules, dear.  I hope you followed my instructions and did not protest too much.  Now that you have seen what we are all about here I will give you a choice.  You can leave now and never return or you can stay and find your place here.  In a way Lady Camilla has done me a favor, I needed to know if you were interested and if you were dominant or submissive.  I can see that you are quite submissive indeed, as expected.  If you decide to leave I will wish you goodbye right now and send you on your way.  Should you choose to stay, I will make you a part of the household.  You must make a choice if you stay here.  Did you enjoy your humiliation dear?”

My eyes dropped betraying my arousal.  I couldn’t speak but my eyes spoke volumes for me.  Lady Millicent continued.

“You need not be embarrassed by your submissive desires.  There is nothing to be ashamed of dear.  Such treatment can be highly arousing to even a dominant Mistress.  The real question is do you want more of this treatment or do you desire something else?  You should know that it was Yvonne’s duty to warn you of the consequences of fondling the servant of another member of our society.  I trust that she did not caution you before you took liberties with Sheila.”

I wanted to speak and started to yell that I had not been warned but of course I could only suck on the penis gag and make muffled sounds.  Lady Millicent went on.  “I’ll take that as saying that you weren’t counseled.  Well, as you have seen the penalty for taking liberties with another club member’s merchandise is a day of enslavement.”  She looked over at Yvonne and then back to me.

“Now that you know the circumstances around your humiliation I will have you make your choice.  Should you decide to stay you must decide if you are to be dominant or submissive.  A true submissive will always yearn for the attention that you have received.  If you decided to be submissive I will assign you to Yvonne as her slave to do with as she pleases.  You will spend your time in your maid uniform serving her as her slave.  Look inside of yourself.  A submissive would never turn down such a generous offer.  Will you?

However, in the event you decide that you are dominant you will be trained in the art of becoming a Mistress.  I will train you myself.  You will learn how to control a submissive and make others grovel at your feet begging for your attention.  You will enjoy the full privilege of living in the mansion and your needs will be tended to.  I will train you as my apprentice and you will have a special position in the society as a member.

This is not a decision to be made lightly.  Now I will have Yvonne take you back to your quarters and clean you up.  Be in my study in two hours and be ready with your choice.”

Lady Millicent walked off down the hallway towards her study leaving me with Yvonne.  With that Yvonne said “Follow me slut” and tugged on my leash leading me slowly down the hallway to my servant’s quarters.  Judging by the way she treated me undoubtedly Yvonne was certain of my submission.  When we were inside the quarters she continued my humiliation.  Without freeing my hands she tugged my hobble skirt down to my ankles and then slowly teased my clitoris.  She continued until I started moaning inside my gag and then she mocked me for “Being a horny slut”.

After the continued teasing she removed the sign and had me stop out of my heels.  She tossed the sign to the floor and laughed “Dear, wishful thinking on your part.  You can forget about being fucked here because as my slave you will live a life of aroused chastity”.  She casually watched while I used the ladies room and then she pulled my wig off and led me into the shower still arms bound and still gagged.  She then slowly bathed me much in the manner that Sheila had previously done.  She was careful to gently arouse with the soapy washcloth but not enough to induce an orgasm.  

Satisfied with her teasing she finally removed the penis gag from my mouth warning me not to say a word as it came off.  Finally my hands were freed and she gave my body a final rinse.  I was far too exhausted to resist any of these attentions.  The shower had felt wonderful after all I had been through even if it had been administered in such a humiliating fashion.

After I emerged from the shower Yvonne had set out a French maid uniform for me to wear.  Without giving it a thought I dressed in the short revealing outfit that showed much cleavage and my “Property of Lady Camilla” script.  I pulled on the stockings and frilly panties and added the long Lady Godiva wig and my heels.  I felt inferior displaying my legs and breasts standing next to Yvonne in her Victorian uniform.  I suppose that was what she wanted.

Yvonne was still intent on humiliating me as much as possible.  She took my hands and brought them behind my back and secured them before putting the gag back in my mouth.  I thought that Lady Millicent wanted me that way so I offered no resistance.  Confidently Yvonne attached my leash to my collar and led me off down the hallway back towards Lady Millicent’s study.    


CHAPTER 10.  A Tough Decision To Make

We entered the study and Yvonne led me to stand in front of Lady Millicent.  She sat at her desk working with papers and took her time before looking up at us.

“Well Lisa Rose, aren’t you a vision of submission” she smiled.  Yvonne proudly held my leash and smiled as though presenting her new trophy.  Lady Millicent continued.  I trust you have made your decision and it looks as though you have decided to stay with us.  I’m sure that Yvonne will enjoy putting you to work.  A maid’s work is never done.  Well dear, what do you have to say for yourself?”

She nodded at Yvonne and my gag was removed.  Finally I had the opportunity to speak.  It was with great satisfaction that I told her it was my decision to stay.  Lady Millicent smiled.  “Do you wish to belong to Yvonne and be her slave?”  She didn’t wait for my response.  “You know Yvonne is actually somewhat submissive and had you decided you prefer dominance I was going to assign Yvonne to you to do with as you please”.

A little surprised by this revelation Yvonne looked strangely at Lady Millicent.  I didn’t give her much time to ponder this situation further.  “I am not submissive, I am dominant, and I wish to be your apprentice.”

If ever there was a “Kodak moment”, this was it.  The look on Yvonne’s face was priceless as she definitely realized the implication of my decision.  Lady Millicent spoke up immediately.  “Well, well, you surprise me Lisa Rose, I thought you different than that.  Perhaps I should have known.  Very well done dear, so it shall be.  Yvonne unbind her hands.”

As soon as I was free I took the leash from Yvonne’s hand.

“You should know that here the title of “Lady” is very special.  It is used only by those who dominate.  All others are considered submissive before them.  I have been looking for some time for a potential apprentice but it has been difficult to find one with the right attitude.”  With that she looked at Yvonne who immediately lowered her head.

“You entered this room as Lisa Rose but you will leave it as Lady Lisa Rose.  From now on everyone will know by your name and title where you stand in my household.  You are now my apprentice.  Yvonne then is yours as your servant and she must now obey you as though you are me.  Now rest yourself for the day and report back here in the morning for your first lesson”.  She looked over to Yvonne and pointed towards the door.  “Maid, show Lady Lisa Rose to her new bedroom, the one I had reserved for you.”

With a curtsy Yvonne turned and we walked back into the hallway.  We walked to the wing where Lady Millicent had her chambers and I was shown the room across the hall.  It was a huge bedroom that had a balcony overlooking the grounds complete with a private bathroom.  It had not one, but three walk in closets.  I could only marvel at the extravagance.  I had never seen such opulence before and was totally impressed.

Yvonne, realizing the magnitude of the mistake she had made tried to smooth things over by “showing me the room”.  She couldn’t have taken more time to do so had she been a trained tourist guide.  When she was finished she stood before me with her head bowed down waiting for further instructions.

I slowly walked around her in the same manner I had seen Lady Millicent perform during inspections.  It was difficult for me to grasp how quickly our positions had changed.  Now I was the senior maid and Yvonne would work for me.  I wasn’t certain that this was really true.  What would happen if I gave her an order?

“Bring me breakfast girl, and be quick about it!”  I gave the command and waited for her response.  To my delight she curtsied while saying “Yes Lady Lisa Rose”, before quickly leaving to fill my decree.  I smiled as she left the room.  It had been a dreadful lesson in humility but now I was going to be in charge.  Things were going to change and I was certainly going to like it.


CHAPTER 11.  The Key Is Submission

The next morning I dressed in the attire of a Mistress in training.  Yvonne had seen to providing an outfit in my size with a promise to fill the closet as soon as possible with a full wardrobe selection.  She seemed intent on being extra nice now that her situation had changed.  My maid uniform was a thing of the past.  Now I was attired similar to Lady Millicent.  While Lady Millicent had a lacy white blouse, mine was identical but in black to signify my status as a trainee.  I had the same short black nylon skirt and the same heels.

I still had some issues to deal with before I felt like a true Mistress.  It was hard to get into the mood while still wearing the slave collar from Lady Nora and with the word “Slut” clearly visible on my forehead.  I was thankful that Yvonne provided me with a new wig.  This one was a “Cleopatra cut” in my natural auburn that easily covered the script on my forehead making me much more presentable than the “Lady Godiva” look that Lady Nora had set me out in the dark with.  

Fortunately the lacy blouse covered up the rest of the “artwork” that had also been provided courtesy of my visit to Lady Camilla.  There was no way to remove the Turian collar without a key so for the time being I was stuck wearing it.  Nonetheless it was with great excitement that I entered Lady Millicent’s study for my first lesson in domination.

Lady Millicent gave me a smile of approval when she saw my new attire.  Her demeanor was now different—she seemed warm again like the aunt I had known before I had come to be in her employ.  She pointed to a lovely chair; I had not been seated in her presence since I arrived at the mansion.  I seated myself eager to learn more about being in charge.

“The key to everything we do here is submission”, she started.  “Sexual submission and sexual domination go hand in hand.  These are the two groups everyone fits in to, though some can become excited at both roles.  Those who are submissive are highly aroused by acts of domination.  Those who dominate are aroused by acts of submission.  Since you decided to be a Mistress I think you know about the excitement of domination so we will start by talking about submission.

Women in particular find it difficult to grasp submission.  That’s because we are expected to be submissive.  For sure, that is why society may not approve of what goes on here.  Of course we don’t care what other people think.

Those who are submissive, or as I might call them subs, underlings, slaves or servants, are highly aroused by service.  They become excited at being ordered about and treated like servants.  They enjoy pleasing a dominant.  The more that you require of them the more pleasure that they will experience.  The great secret is that once they have tasted this level of high arousal it becomes like a drug or narcotic.  They simply can’t get enough and crave more.

As a Mistress your objective is to take the subs and give them a taste of this addictive behavior so that they crave it more than anything else.  You identify with each individual the treatment that causes them the most intense arousal and then repeatedly administer it to them.  After a time this treatment renders the submissive helplessly in your power and you are free to do with them as you please.

Take Yvonne for example.  In spite of the pleasure that she received in bossing you around, she is still submissive by nature.  When she first came here I found out quickly that she is turned on by being paddled while wearing a French maid uniform.  Have you noticed that she usually is dressed in a Victorian uniform?  She needs to do that in order to maintain control over her submissive nature.  I’ll demonstrate for you.”

With that she used the bell on her desk to summon Yvonne.  She must have been nearby because she quickly entered.  Again today she was wearing a long Victorian maid uniform.  Lady Millicent instructed her to return to her quarters and change into a French maid uniform and to bring a paddle back with her when she was changed.

Yvonne blushed, curtsied and quickly went back out the door before Lady Millicent continued.  “The poor thing knows exactly what awaits her when she returns but she has no choice to obey.  Believe it or not she is aroused by the mere thought!  Did you notice how she flushed with arousal?  While she would never admit her excitement I discovered what it is and now I can use it as I please.  I should think that after the way you have been treated by her you would like to see this for yourself.”

I nodded in agreement.  “It is important that you paddle in a sexual manner,” she continued.  “You employ humiliation while delicately encouraging arousal.  A submissive craves humiliation so it is important that you provide it.  This combination is tremendously powerful.  Once you learn how to wield it properly you will have great influence over those around you.  All that you see here, the grounds, the mansion, and the servants are all here as a result of exploiting this potent knowledge.  Submission is truly a magical power over those engulfed by it.”

She paused for a moment and then continued.  “As a Mistress you have a great responsibility not to abuse this tremendous power.  Your submissives will do anything for you.  While you will be treated with great respect and tended to as a queen you do need to be somewhat mindful of your underlings.  A benevolent Mistress if you will”.

Just then Yvonne reentered the study.  Now she was dressed in a French maid outfit identical to those she had required that I wear while working as her junior maid.  She was carrying a black Ping Pong type paddle and was now unmistakably flushed a deep red.  Lady Millicent stood, took the paddle from her, and then took her hand and led her over to a sturdy armless chair that I hadn’t previously paid much attention to.  Lady Millicent sat and had me move my chair closer so that I sat facing her while Yvonne stood at attention to her side.

The woman who had been the senior maid and who had so confidently bossed me around suddenly didn’t look quite so confident.  She shyly stood next to us as Lady Millicent continued giving instructions as though she were blandly describing to me a family recipe for the holidays.

“Maid Yvonne here is quite submissive and I have taught her exactly how I want her to behave.  When I tap my lap with the paddle she has been trained to immediately go over my knees”.  With that Lady Millicent tapped her lap and obediently Yvonne complied with her short dress now showing her white panties over her garters and stockings.  Lady Millicent continued.

“I have found that it is most humiliating to the submissive to be paddled on the bare bottom as this is an extremely childish position”.  With that she pulled down the maid’s panties exposing her naked bottom to our view.  Yvonne let out a low moan with the action.

“Did you hear that reaction?”  Lady Millicent asked.  “Do not be mistaken, that was a moan of arousal, not protest.  She has already started to increase her breathing as she is extremely excited just at the humiliation of being presented in this position.  I do suppose that it is even more embarrassing for her to be put in this position for instructional purposes in front of the woman who was just a day ago her junior maid but who now is her Mistress.”

I thought how Yvonne must feel to be humbled like this in such a degrading manner.  She made no attempt to resist, instead just obediently waiting over Lady Millicent’s lap for whatever punishment was coming her way.  I felt my own arousal and crossed my legs in anticipation of what was to come.

Lady Millicent went on.  “An over the knee spanking is extremely shameful particularly for an adult.  This treatment is normally reserved for errant school girls but is quite effective on adults as well.”  Lady Millicent took the Yvonne’s right hand with her left hand and pulled it tightly behind the maid’s back.  This motion pinned her in place giving her no choice but to endure whatever punishments Lady Millicent might decide to deal out.  The reticent maid squirmed slightly in an attempt to test her ability to move but the position left her quite helpless.

“It is important to start slow and build up the speed and force of the spanking.  Your subject can’t endure your full force at the start but you will be surprised how much can be tolerated if you build it up slowly.  I like to alternate between cheeks to give each a chance to absorb the previous shock before dispensing more.”

With that Lady Millicent slowly tapped one of Yvonne’s cheeks and then the other.  Yvonne let out a soft moan that was more arousal than pain.  Lady Millicent continued to methodically alternate back and forth with the increasing smacking sound attesting to the increased force that was being applied.  After just a few minutes the spanking increased in intensity and now Yvonne was helplessly kicking her legs trying to avoid the continuing assault.

Lady Millicent was oblivious to the attempt to evade the paddling and continued on as though she was beating a carpet with a stick.  I watched silently as Yvonne’s milky white bottom turned a dark red right before my eyes.  Lady Millicent stopped for a moment and I could hear Yvonne starting to cry.  Lady Millicent put the paddle down on Yvonne’s crimson bottom and then stroked her between her legs.  Yvonne let out an aroused moan and attempted to press down into Lady Millicent’s lap.  Satisfied with this added humiliation and show of authority Lady Millicent continued with the spanking.

A flurry of extra hard smacks followed during which Yvonne made loud orgasmic sounds.  When she screamed in ecstasy Lady Millicent finally stopped and turned her attention back to me.  Yvonne continued to breathe heavily still held in place with her bright red bottom over the lap of the instructive Mistress.  “Do you have any questions dear?”  She calmly asked as though she were a math teacher who had just shown a student the secret of multiplication.

I thought for a moment feeling the excitement of the scene I had just witnessed.  I was still angry at Yvonne for how she had treated me and I felt that I still needed to assert my authority.  With this in mind my question was “Can the subject endure multiple treatments?”  Lady Millicent smiled as though proud of her understanding apprentice.  “Would you like to take a turn yourself?” she offered.

With that she handed the paddle to me and let Yvonne off her lap.  Her face was moist from tears and she held the tiny French maid hem up still presenting her naked bottom.  Faced flushed and clearly embarrassed at the picture she presented Yvonne could not look me in the eye but instead stood and looked down at the floor.  “I want an apology girl for the way you treated me”, I demanded.

“I am so sorry Lady Lisa Rise”, she murmured.

“You are so sorry for what dear?”

“I’m so sorry for the way I treated you Lady Lisa Rose.”  Her apology sounded sincere.

“Do you think you should be punished for your behavior?”  I teased.

“Yes Lady Lisa Rose, I am so sorry, and I should be punished for my behavior.”

“Show your obedience and ask for a spanking!”  I could hardly contain my glee as I thought of the pleasure of my revenge on my new servant.

“Please Lady Lisa spank me for my bad behavior”.

Then I tapped my lap with the paddle and the well trained maid went over my lap where I held her in place precisely as I had been shown.  I started spanking in the same manner as had been demonstrated.  Clearly Yvonne was “primed” for the second phase of the punishment as it took far less force before she began to squirm on my lap for release.

To my delight not only was her bottom more sensitive but apparently she was more easily aroused the second time as well.  When I repeated the teasing of her clit as I had been shown Yvonne made no attempt to hide her arousal at her predicament and tried to wildly press her clit into my hand in an effort to orgasm.  When I took my hand away she moaned in protest and then I continued to paddle her behind.

With a libidinous final scream she had her second orgasm and I stopped the spanking.  Lady Millicent exclaimed “Well done Lisa!” as though I had just been awarded a prize at a carnival game.  As per Lady Millicent’s tutelage I instructed Yvonne to stand in the corner with her dress up so that we could both see her “naughty bottom”.

Somewhat dazed from the forced orgasms Yvonne managed to make her way into the corner and obediently stood with her dress up exposing her deep red buttocks to our casual gaze.  I knew that Yvonne had now been shown her place and would never be able to challenge my authority over her.  I felt the sense of power over my new submissive and I basked in the glow of it.


CHAPTER 12.  The Best Part

Over the next few weeks Lady Millicent used Yvonne to demonstrate for me all types of methods of dominating a submissive.  Yvonne was whipped, paddled, tied, teased, and forcibly masturbated in every way possible for instructive purposes and for our amusement.  She served me dressed as a Playboy bunny and I had her beg me for an enema.  The girl was definitely submissive and true to Lady Millicent’s word Yvonne seemed to be totally addicted to the pleasure of being dominated.  Even after weeks of the most humiliating treatment possible she appeared to crave more of the same.

For me the most pleasurable experience was the first day we brought Yvonne down into the basement.  Lady Millicent wanted to demonstrate for me the “spotlight treatment”.  The “Mirrored wonder” as she called the pedestal was a delightful way of asserting your authority over any submissive.  Once the subject was strapped with her arms above her head and legs spread apart the submissive is yours to do with as you please.  The true beauty of this treatment is that the submissive was forced to watch as you take whatever liberties you deem appropriate.

This reinforces your dominance and causes the submissive to consciously and subconsciously accept that you are in charge.  Lady Millicent thought it was important that I dominated Yvonne in this manner to emphasize to her the new hierarchy.  At the same time she wanted to instruct me as to the proper way to exercise this authority.

Like any willing submissive Yvonne offered no resistance as I had her strip naked in front of the mirror.  I noticed that she began to breathe more heavily as I secured her arms and legs.  Once I locked the collar and penis gag on her she was totally at my mercy to do with as I pleased.

That first day Lady Millicent wanted to demonstrate “rope tricks” for me.  Her show and tell demonstration was both powerful and erotic.  Giving precise instructions along the way she skillfully wrapped nylon rope around Yvonne’s breasts in what she called a “Breast harness”.  She crisscrossed the rope across her heart and pulled the bindings tightly.  The effect was to both raise the breasts and cause them to protrude lewdly.  Yvonne was further aroused by this as demonstrated by her taught nipples.  Lady Millicent flicked the nipples a few times with her fingernails eliciting an erotic moan before moving lower down to work.

This time Lady Millicent demonstrated a “Clit harness”.  She wrapped the nylon binds around Yvonne’s waist before crossing them in front and bringing them up behind.  She continued winding the rope while carefully avoiding contact with the clitoris until the very end.  With her vulva now tightly held and protruding prominently Lady Millicent carefully tied a large knot and placed it directly against the clitoris.  She then pulled it tight and fastened it into place.  The effect was deviously effective.  Any movement whatsoever would cause the knot to gently move against the clitoris while the breasts were held firm and tight.  Pleased with the work she had done Lady Millicent then secured a couple of breast clips on the erect nipples and stood back to admire her work.

Lady Millicent then took some time to explain how Yvonne came to be “In service” for her.  Typically Lady Millicent would deal with male submissives but somehow Yvonne had found out about the service that Lady Millicent provided and the desire to be dominated overwhelmed her.  Her background was in cosmetology.  She had trained and worked professionally until she acquired several salons.  As owner she had become independently wealthy.

As a submissive she was smitten with the lifestyle of Lady Millicent and had offered her entire fortune for the opportunity to work as a submissive maid.  She had been quite useful in transformations with new clients.  While she did have the ability to be dominant, she was hopelessly submissive and it took very little to have her groveling at the feet of a dominant woman.

Yvonne continued to squirm to no avail as Lady Millicent shared the story.  Obviously she did not want her story shared.  Yvonne knew that with her secret came total control over her.  Control that I would now enjoy as her new Mistress.  I could tell that she never wanted to me to know the story behind her submissiveness but there was nothing she could do as Lady Millicent filled me in.  As the story concluded Yvonne sighed in capitulation, a surrendering whimper, her secret now unveiled.

For me this was going to be about sweet revenge.  It was quite evident to me that a submissive was extremely easy to control, unable to resist authority.  Yvonne was now going to be my total slave.  As Lady Millicent talked to me about the benefits of subduing a slave in this manner Yvonne again was squirming and moaning in total ecstasy.  She simply couldn’t resist herself.  The humiliation of the revelation was erotic to her and it turned her on.  The binds were just enough to cause extreme arousal but not nearly enough to bring orgasm.  In the end all she could do was look at herself in the mirrors making every possible erotic noise through the penis gag while futilely attempting to grind her hips against the rope.  She was erotically transfixed by the situation and was unable to do anything but squirm in blissful arousal.

I was totally amused by the spectacle of Yvonne making a total slut out of herself for our amusement.  She struggled helplessly like an overturned turtle that knew what it wanted but was unable to make it happen.  Just when I thought the moment couldn’t be more fulfilling Lady Millicent added to the merriment by presenting me with a riding crop and telling me to take out my frustrations on Yvonne’s bottom.  She made a point to tell me that Yvonne liked to be paddled and hit with the crop.  For her this was all part of the submissive game.

Just the sight of me with the punishment tool seemed to drive Yvonne into a sexual frenzy.  I thought it might cause her to orgasm but even after I cropped her a dozen times it was apparent that there was no way that she could possibly gain enough friction in her current position to bring about an orgasm.  So I continued to apply the punishment enjoying the sight of her bottom turning a striped red.  The woman who had tormented me was now at my mercy and I was enjoying every moment.

That day we cropped, paddled, and teased Yvonne to complete exhaustion.  Unable to free herself and unable to orgasm she accepted every touch and titillation without complaint while displaying lustful enthusiasm for each lewd temptation.  Her eyes glazed over watching the skillful manipulation of her body in the mirrors.  When we finished with the “spotlight treatment” Yvonne was totally defeated and in no way could offer any resistance to whatever further attentions I might have decided to apply.  She was completely at my mercy.

We left Yvonne to ponder her servitude in silence while we enjoyed a nice lunch.  Of course the true purpose of a submissive slave is to pleasure and please a Mistress so I was more than pleased when Lady Millicent decided to follow up the morning demonstration with a presentation of Yvonne’s skilled tongue.

We decided to take Yvonne to my bedroom chambers.  She was still bound in the ropes and we had her hands cuffed behind her back.  I led her by a leash that was attached to her collar.  She could barely walk from the effort she had produced in blissful arousal but she obediently followed with the clit harness urging her on with every step.

I took off my panties and skirt and lay down on the bed.  Holding her leash I spread my legs wide and pulled her lips to my labia.  Lady Millicent warned her to proceed slowly and to give me maximum pleasure using only her tongue.  The tart obediently complied slowly driving me to total ecstasy before bringing me to a blissful wave of an orgasm.  It was the very best part of being Lady Lisa Rose.

Exhausted from the effort we took Yvonne back to the basement where she spent the evening on the pedestal in the spotlight, still erotically charged but totally unable to bring satisfaction to herself.  I laughed as we left her gazing into the mirrors.  That should teach her who is in charge around here I thought in amusement to myself.

From that day on Yvonne filled the role as my housemaid very nicely.  I assigned all of the chores she had previously assigned to me to her and she was to do them in the same manner that she had insisted for me.  It was not an unusual sight in the mansion to see Yvonne on her hands and knees scrubbing floors or outside on the deck washing windows.  I required her to wear a French maid uniform at all times.  I thought it made her look cute especially when she was making beds and doing laundry.


CHAPTER 13.  The Supreme Mistress Society

Having learned the art of domination over a submissive it was with great interest I sat with Lady Millicent on the day she decided that I was ready to learn her greatest hush-hush wisdom of all.  She had just demonstrated some bondage attire on Yvonne and the maid was now dressed in her French Maid with six inch heels.  Her ankles were chained together limiting her walk to tiny steps and she was wearing a penis gag for silence.  Her arms were tied behind her and a serving tray was fastened around her neck providing a way to serve us without using her hands.  The device enabled her to get to the kitchen, have the kitchen maid load the tray, and then carefully return to serve us.  She was capable of little more than that restrained as she was.  Yvonne had just served us tea and was mincing back to the kitchen when Lady Millicent began to speak in an almost whisper—ready to reveal the great clandestine information that only a few on earth were privy to.

“Now dear Lady Lisa, it is time for you to learn the information of greatest importance.  I am a member of a secret society so to speak, an exclusive club of only eight members.  We call ourselves the Supreme Mistress Society, or SM for short.”  I smiled at the acronym SM which of course is also the abbreviation for sadomasochism which we had certainly been successfully practicing on Yvonne.

“I am the founding member.  Also in the club is Lady Camilla whom you have already met.  In addition we have Lady Donna, Lady Karen, Lady Sandra, Lady Kristy, Lady Julia, and Lady Katherine.  Each of these Ladies has a home similar to mine.  We rotate meetings every month when we get together for the business of the club.

While you have experienced employing sexual domination on Yvonne, the business of the club is a bit different.  While each member of the club has an apprentice just like I have, and while there are women involved as submissives just like Yvonne, the purpose of the club is to identify and provide training of male submissives.”  She paused for a moment to let that sink in and took a sip of tea.

“Have you wondered how I pay for this large estate?  It is quite simple really.  Our exclusive club issues invitations to only wealthy single submissive males.  They are brought to our club and they offer tribute to us for our service.  Quite simply our service is to turn them into submissive sissy maids who serve us and see to our pleasure.  They are unique in that they crave the forbidden fruit of wearing women’s clothing and they crave serving us as our maids.”

Again she paused to see my reaction.

“Male maids that serve us, are you joking?”

I tried to suppress a giggle but was unsuccessful.  I could tell by her thoughtful reaction that she meant exactly what she said.

“I’m absolutely positively sincere dear.  Let me show you how this works.  Come with me.”

We went down the hallway to her home theatre room.  I was previously forbidden to go into this room so I had been curious as to what was inside.  It was not at all what I expected.  When we entered I saw a large room with a large oak semi-circular conference table that had sixteen chairs around it.  The table was oriented to look towards an elevated stage.  The stage had the familiar chains I had seen in the dungeon hanging from the ceiling with the corresponding latches on the floor.  We walked together and sat down at the table.

“Here is where the serious business of the club takes place when it is my turn to host the meeting.  Each Mistress of the club attends with her assistant and we sit at this table enjoying a lavish meal served by the host’s servants.

It is the job of each club member to find suitable males for treatment.  Males may only attend the club when invited.  Nine males are invited to each meeting.”  Now she spoke even softer signifying the importance and weight of her words.  “Each male is invited based on his desire and suitability as a submissive.  You have seen the effect domination has on Yvonne, so you can imagine the effect it has on the underling male”.

Now she pointed to the stage and the chains that were dangling from the ceiling.  “The males are displayed on stage for our amusement during dinner with their arms held high and their legs spread.  They are naked of course and they are suitably blindfolded and gagged.  I believe you have had experience with the phallic gag that we use.”  The thought of the silencing penis gag went through my head along with a dreaded feeling of never wanting to experience that effect again. 

“In order to appear here the males must show their desire to be dominated by shaving their legs, underarms, and chest for a more feminine look.  Then there is the best part.”  She paused for dramatic effect and smiled.

“Each male has a card around his neck with the names of each of the Mistresses printed on it.  Before he is subdued on stage he must write a dollar amount next to each name.  His nakedness and proximity to the Mistresses helps encourage his bidding.  So when everything is ready, you have all these males subdued on stage each with a list of eight Mistresses with a dollar number next to them representing the slaves desire to be dominated by each Mistress.

After dinner the cards are reviewed.  The Mistress with the highest bid chooses a male first and so on down the line to the last.  As you might imagine it is flattering to have the highest bid and somewhat disappointing to be last.  Of course the Mistress picking last usually will take this out on her slave.  That’s why often a submissive will often bid the same amount for each Mistress so as not to anger the others.  In the event of a tie, the Mistress selecting is chosen at random.

Since the club meets once per month, the slaves are owned by the Mistress for the entire month.  As you might think slaves become familiar with their Mistresses and will often bid high to retain their relationship at the next month’s meeting.  During the month the Mistress will feminize the male and train the submissive in proper maid behavior.  No sex is exchanged, though the slave may be teased as much as you desire.  This is strictly exploitation of the submissive tendency of the males, there is no intercourse allowed. 

There aren’t a whole lot of other rules; the Mistress is free to do as she pleases with her slave.  However, as you have found out, it is forbidden to touch the slave of another Mistress without permission.  There are severe penalties for that, as you have personally found out.”

At this point I had many questions and hardly knew where to start.  I couldn’t help myself with that first question though.  “How much do you receive from the submissives for this treatment?”  Lady Millicent smiled.  “These are very wealthy men.  They have an inner desire to be dominated by a woman.  It is not unusual to collect a seven figure sum for a month of intense domination.  We also get an enormous amount of repeat business and we have a waiting list of potential subs”.

Suddenly I understood how Lady Millicent could afford the large estate.  It still didn’t seem possible to me that men would want to be treated in the manner she described.  I had seen how submissive Yvonne was, but men?

“Lady Millicent, do men really desire to be treated like that?  Like domestic servants?  They are willing to pay to be treated like that?”  Lady Millicent seemed to understand my disbelief.  “It is not as uncommon as you might think.  It is more unusual for the submissive to be able to afford us.  It does take a certain amount of success.  I assure you that these men do exist as I have had many of them serve me as my personal sissy maids.  The poor dears can’t help themselves.  Some are submissive by nature and simply unable to resist any command we might give.  They are easily dominated and controlled by their sexuality and by your charm.”

I thought about my encounter with Sheila and strangely it seemed to make sense.  If they wanted to be dominated so much then why shouldn’t we take advantage of that and give them what they wanted?  A vision of a sissy maid making up my bed in the morning flashed through my head.  I guess I could get used to that!

It occurred to me that at the meeting there would be one extra submissive, so I asked what happened to the last male.  “Oh, that’s part of the fun of the meeting.  There is always one male leftover, usually the newest who bid way too low for our services.  The last male is given to the maids who served the dinner.  They are allowed to humiliate him in front of the group before dressing him up and sending him on his way.  It’s all part of the fun.  You’ll see for yourself, I’m taking you to our next meeting which is tomorrow.”

Lady Millicent went on to explain the humble beginnings of the society.  Years ago she had tried to work her way through college as a waitress in a men’s club.  She had heard that the pay was great.  When she met the owner, a handsome young man named Carl she thought it would be pleasant to work for him and possibly have him succumb to her charms.

It was a highly exclusive and profitable club.  With the exception of the owner it was staffed entirely by women.  Not only were the dining room and bar areas well-appointed there was even a full locker room complete with showers for the women to use to change into the French maid serving uniforms that they were required to wear.  The tiny uniforms displayed too much leg and too much cleavage for comfort but the women wore them because their jobs were contingent upon it.  The club was so sexist it even provided a variety of wigs for the women to don so that they could cater to the individual preferences of the patrons.

The men’s club was frequented by wealthy young men.  In less than a week Millicent had grown tired of the constant groping and fondling that occurred every night.  While she had thought she was there to waitress clearly the patrons had other ideas.  At the end of an exceptionally difficult evening Millicent had to deal with a particularly difficult customer.  He had clearly had too much to drink and was intent on taking Millicent home with him.

Millicent finally fought him off with a loud slap to the face.  The patron retreated but filed a complaint with the owner before leaving the club.  Carl told Millicent to come to his office early the next day, to be reprimanded for her behavior.

Millicent decided that she was not particularly interested in being reprimanded for what she felt were justifiable actions.  She arrived early the following day, but it was to confront Carl with what she thought of the sexist arrangement.  Her intention was to tell him off and quit.  What happened that evening was completely different and unexpected.

Millicent arrived early and burst into Carl’s office.  He was seated behind a large desk and he pointed to a chair for her to sit.  As angry as she was she decided to stand.  Carl started on a speech of how the “Women in the club were supposed to provide service to the customers without complaint”.  This only served to enrage Millicent further and it wasn’t long before she began shouting at Carl and asking him how he would like it if he were to be forced to be a sex object to be groped by the patrons.

His response to this question was odd.  He said nothing but his face flushed red.  Deciding she had him “on the run” Millicent went around behind the desk and stood in front of him to berate him at close quarters.  When she moved behind the desk she couldn’t believe what she saw.  He had an LCD monitor on his desk that she had presumed was for security in the club.  It was attached to cameras alright—which were stationed in the ladies locker room for a clear view of the women changing into their maid uniforms!

That revelation caused Millicent to “lose it”.  She scolded Carl for his “dirty perverted mind” and told him that he was now going to tell all of the waitresses what he had been doing and apologize to them.  He offered no resistance when she took him by the hand and led him to the locker room where the waitresses were arriving for the evening’s work.

It was Friday evening so in anticipation of a large crowd the full staff of waitresses was on duty that day.  They all listened attentively as Carl meekly told them about the camera system and apologized for his voyeurism.  He promised to have it removed and never to infringe on their privacy again.  The apology accomplished little except to anger the women for the violation of their dressing room.

Sensing the hostility of the group Carl offered pay raises and other incentives for forgiveness of him to no avail.  Finally he made the statement that he would “do anything” for forgiveness as long as they all agreed to continue to work.

It was then that the scheme occurred to Millicent.  Taking charge she said that there was in fact something Carl could do to earn forgiveness.  He quickly agreed to do anything she desired and that was the initial spark for the Supreme Mistress Society.

Seizing the moment Millicent came forward and demand that he strip naked for them right there and then.  A silence came over the previously angry group of women as they waited to see what would happen next.  At first Carl refused but with further prodding from Millicent he was soon standing naked in front of the group of laughing women.

Millicent continued to berate Carl, noticing that the more she reprimanded him the stiffer his member became until finally it was at full attention.  This caused further amusement to the ladies and Millicent added “So how would you like it if you had to parade around in one of these outfits for the pleasure of men?”

This was the final titillation for poor Carl as precum began to ooze from his engorged member.  This brought further hilarity to the women who then derided him for liking the idea.  It was Millicent who spoke again, this time causing the room to grow quiet again.  “Since you like it so much I think it would be an adequate apology if you were to work as a waitress tonight”.

Carl was not at all enthusiastic about that idea but at this point it didn’t really matter.  The group now had a mind all of its own and despite his objections Carl was quickly ushered into the shower for a total body shaving.  There were still several hours before the club opened, more than enough time for a total transformation.  The ladies made good use of the time working together to quickly create a lovely new waitress.

His finger and toenails were painted, his eyelashes plucked and he was made up like a harlot.  One of the ladies brought out a waist cincher, shaping panties and a bra, another provided stockings and a garter belt.  One of the ladies used ice to shrink his member and then she pulled it between his legs while another pulled up the shaping panties tightly to hold it in place.  The effect was a nice lady-like front that added to the illusion.

They found a shoulder length auburn wig and made great sport of putting it on him.  They padded out the bra and zipped him into a tight fitting uniform.  After they found heels that fit he stood shamefully in front of the group ready to be of service.  In the dim nights of the club it would impossible for anyone to notice that the charming new waitress was anything other than that.

Millicent showed him how to walk.  She assigned him his job for the night which was to clear tables so that he would not have to speak a word.  As opening time arrived the women took the new waitress by the hand and laughing hilariously brought her out into the dining area for the evenings work.

Patrons of the club treated the new waitress like one of the girls.  She was groped and fondled all night as she went about clearing tables.  One patron who had been drinking even backed her into a corner and stole a long French kiss.  When the night finally ended the exhausted waitress found herself back in the ladies locker room where Millicent proclaimed that her services would be needed again the following night.

Carl meekly complied and the Supreme Mistress Society was born.  Lady Millicent took over the club and kept Carl as a waitress.  Each of the waitresses who witnessed the original episode eventually became Mistresses.  The ladies became proficient at identifying the submissive men.  Initially only about one in ten were submissive, but as word got out about the club mostly submissive men frequented it.

The club was then used to exploit the submissive men.  Only single men with few family ties were selected to be trained.  They were dominated, feminized, and they would turn over large sums of money for the privilege.

Eventually the women moved out on their own and each built a country estate with the largess that accumulated from practicing domination.  The women became wealthier and more selective as the years went by, and this was the state of the society when I came along.


CHAPTER 14.  The Thrill Of Shopping

Yvonne acted as chauffer and drove us in Lady Millicent’s Limousine over to Lady Katherine’s home.  Perhaps home is not quite the right word.  The vehicle slowly rolled up to a huge mansion that was located on large grounds with a long circular driveway leading to the entrance.  We were dressed in our usual attire which turned out to be the uniform of all the Mistresses at the club.  I actually fit in quite well with the other apprentices other than the slave collar that I still wore around my neck.  Fortunately no one could see my “owner’s artwork” underneath, although Lady Nora recognized me immediately and giggled when she saw me still with my collar on.

It was customary for all of the Mistresses to make an entrance together into the “showroom” as Lady Millicent called the home theatre room.  After exchanging pleasantries the group started down the hallway to the showroom.  Though I was prepared for what I was to see there it still came as somewhat of a shock.

The room had the same semi-circular table as Lady Millicent had in her home.  All of the Mistresses and their assistants were all well dressed in their sexy attire for the evening and continued to mill about the room discussing various topics.  Tied helplessly up on the stage were the nine submissives.  Each was blindfolded, gagged, and tied with his arms above and legs spread apart.  I would have thought that being displayed in this manner in front of the women would have been abhorrent to the males.  Instead, their stiff organs showed their willing submission and reflected all of the excitement of the moment.

Lady Millicent offered me a better view.  She said that it was acceptable for us to “check the merchandise” so we went up on stage for a closer look.  As we slowly walked down the line Lady Millicent pointed out the sexual attributes of each underling making a point out of pinching each bottom, feeling each breast, and fondling every penis.  The males in turn would groan in response their sounds muffled by the penis gag.

I took note of the cards around each slave’s neck.  It was as though they were wearing price tags but in this strange store the shopper was actually being paid to take the merchandise.  I thought how humiliating it must be to offer to pay to have yourself turned into a common housemaid.  Then I thought how delicious it would be to have a maid of my own.

This thought passed happily through my mind just as we approached the end of the line.  I sensed a familiarity in the last submissive in line that caused me to take a closer look.  He was shaved as they all were with a tight stomach and firm buttocks.  His obedient cock was valiantly saluting but it was his rather long locks that caught my eye.  Then I gasped in disbelief as I realized that there naked before me tied and spread in a most lewd and obscene manner was Charles.

At first I thought it was not possible but I could not deny the obvious.  Even gagged and blindfolded I knew it was Charles.  Though at this point I was somewhat past my obsession with him I was not past the hurt I had felt from his failure to take notice of me.  As I stood with Lady Millicent I realized that this was a once in a lifetime opportunity for a wonderful payback that I would most certainly enjoy.

I took the tag around his neck in my hand and examined the figures on it.  All of the Mistresses were listed and the same figure had been hand written after each.  I suppose that Charles had done quite well in his business pursuit as the hapless submissive was offering the sum of half a million dollars for the “privilege” of being trained as a domestic for a full month.

As though I was sold on the goods by the “price” that was offered I let go of the tag and gave a pinch to his bottom.  “Lady Millicent, this one catches my eye; may I have him as my own?”  She smiled fondly at me and nodded her approval.  I half expected her to call a sales clerk over to have her “Wrap him up to go”.

The stage curtain closed while we were served dinner.  I knew now that I was made for this as the excitement within me built.  I felt like a child who couldn’t wait to get her new toy home—I wanted to start playing with Charles now!

The order of selection was determined by the highest bid, with the hostess receiving first choice.  We were to pick third and I was more than relieved when Lady Katherine and Lady Camilla both selected and chose to ignore Charles.  As each selection was made a pink tag with the word “SOLD” was placed around the neck of the selection.  I felt extremely powerful when Lady Millicent announced our pick and Charles had a “sold” tag hanging around his neck.  When the final slave was assigned, the serving maids took pink towels and used them to dry pre-cum from each highly aroused underling. 

After attaching a leash to each collar they were then led while still gagged and blindfolded to stand next to the Mistress who had selected them.  I took hold of Charles leash as Lady Millicent insisted that I take possession of my new charge.  He stood next to me with his pink tag around his neck just waiting for me to play all of the games I desired with his body.

As I had been told after all the choices were made the leftover was awarded to the maids who had served us dinner.  Each maid took turns making great sport at taking the would be submissive over her knee right on stage and administering a spanking to the delight of the ladies in attendance.  Once he had been chastised sufficiently they embarked on performing a dramatic makeover right in front of the audience.

In a matter of just a couple of hours while the Mistresses sipped wine and leisurely talked the hapless unclaimed submissive was transformed before our eyes.  The powerless male was so overwhelmed by arousal that he offered no resistance.

They started by applying scarlet red nail polish to his fingers and toenails.  Next he was dressed in lacy underwear that was padded out to extremes at the bust and hips.  Garters held sheer stockings in place.  Then he was put into a tight red nylon dress that hugged every curve.  The dress was ridiculously revealing at both the bust and hemline making it impossible for the poor thing to move without suggestively showing a hint of lacy lingerie underneath.

The two maids were not finished with the humiliation just yet.  By the time they removed his blindfold and gag to place a wig on his head the defenseless submissive could only stare straight ahead, no doubt overcome with total arousal.  The wig was a mammoth creation of lovely red curls that covered her shoulders.  The two maids then did what could only be called a professional makeover creating a dramatic look that any woman would be proud of before an evening on the town.  The final touch was a pair of red strappy six inch heels that displayed both the toenail polish and her legs beautifully.  The result was spectacular.  The shapely redhead was a perfect imitation of a harlot and would be irresistible eye candy to whoever might see her.

Having been primped, padded, and made up to perfection the feeble submissive was told to curtsy to the room of Mistresses which she obediently tried to perform.  She tried to lift the hem of skirt while bending at the knee but her hem was so tight she could not raise it and the group laughed at the effort. 

Then she was given a tiny handbag that we were told contained only some makeup, a tampon, a couple of quarters and the key to her apartment.  With great fanfare it was announced that the submissive was to be stranded several miles from her home and left to journey back on her own.  With a flurry of applause the submissive was escorted from the stage presumably off to whatever adventure awaited her.  I was reminded of my own nocturnal adventure and I could only imagine what might happen to her all alone dressed as she was.  It was not my concern though, as it was time to head home with Charles in tow.


CHAPTER 15.  Charlene Blue

I was far too excited by the prospect of dominating Charles to sleep so I decided to begin immediately.  Still blindfolded and gagged I led him by the leash down the steps into our little playroom.  I have to admit that my heart began to beat a little faster as I pondered what I was going to do with him.  We put him in the spot light and fastened him arms up and legs apart in the familiar pose.

I stood back for a moment taking in my prey.  There was a time when I would have bedded him had I seen him like this.  His erection begged for attention and his firm body was everything a good girl could want.  However I was still angry at how oblivious he had been to me and I planned on being anything but good to this submissive captive.

Sensing my excitement Lady Millicent was gracious enough to offer that “I’m a bit tired; I’ll leave you to your new toy”.  With that she left me with Yvonne to explore my new submissive at my own discretion.

I thought I might start out by getting his attention and at the same time take out some of my own frustrations.  I picked up a riding crop and swished it past his ear before pausing and then applying it to his bare bottom.  With each stroke he sucked on the penis gag in an attempt to speak.  The room remained silent except for the swish of the crop and the slap on his bottom as I turned his white flesh into a red striped portrait of feminine superiority.

I thought that this would relieve my frustrations but the whipping only made me desire further retribution.  I walked around in front of my captive and flicked his penis with the tip of my riding crop.  “You will no longer be Charles.  In this house you are my servant and you will be called Charlene, Miss Charlene Blue.  You will respond to Charlene and you will be taught to act and serve like a female servant.  You will be dressed and treated like a woman.  You are now my maid.  Do you understand?”  I flicked the erect organ again and it bobbed helplessly in agreement.  She was unable to nod with the collar on so she attempted to speak and of course the result was a muffled moan that I took as a definite yes.

It will forever be my secret pleasure that even when I was standing in front of Charlene there was not a hint of recognition in her eyes.  Apparently the change in my hair color and my slimmer body was enough for permanent deception.  Or perhaps Charlene just never noticed me at all in school.  For whatever reason she was never to be privy to my motivation for my treatment of her “special needs”.  Charlene would only know me as Lady Lisa Rose Farrow, her Mistress.      

With agreed compliance I decided to begin the feminization process immediately.  Yvonne and I stood back and looked Charlene over carefully before deciding the best way to transform her.  Charlene offered no resistance as we unchained her and led her over to a salon chair in another area of the dungeon to begin our work.

Charlene had always had beautiful long hair and it only took a bit of shaping to turn it into a lovely feminine look.  We plucked her eyebrows turning them into fine lines and then glued extremely long lashes on her lids.  I was impressed with the skill Yvonne possessed as she was definitely astute at the transformation process.  She made quick work at applying the long lasting makeup leaving Charlene with semi-permanent smoky eyes with luscious red lips and with blushed cheeks.  While the makeup set Yvonne went to work on a manicure.  She affixed long nails that would make it almost impossible to do even the most basic work and then polished them to match the lipstick.  With a pedicure Charlene had toenails that also matched. 

Perhaps the most interesting work Yvonne performed was with electrolysis.  She performed her “first of many” procedures to both facial and chest hair.  Yvonne explained that Lady Millicent always had her thin the hair but always leave behind a certain amount hair on both legs and underarms so that “Our underlings would still have to shave just like a lady”.

Yvonne was simply an expert with body paint.  I hadn’t realized that there were different kinds of makeup ink available until she asked me if I wanted to use the permanent stain or the semi-permanent type like Lady Nora had used on me.  For Charlene I wanted only the best so I had her use the permanent type.  Charlene received red roses above each nipple on her breasts, a rose on each buttock, and a larger rose in the middle of her back right below her “Property of Lisa Rose” script.  Above her breasts she also proudly proclaimed that she was the “Property of Lisa Rose”.

The best part of the artwork without a doubt was the work that I had done on Charlene’s genitals.  I couldn’t help but giggle when she received her bright blue balls and penis.  I had her penis pink tipped.  I also had Yvonne put a tiny red rose on the glans just because I thought it would look sweet.

It was early morning when Charlene was laced into her corset and fitted for her bra.  I had decided a full figure D cup would be sufficient and Yvonne slipped the forms into the garment as the docile girl stayed silent.  We joked that Charlene would have to shop for full figured girls and that the boys would adore gazing at her full breasts.  After adding some strappy heels we chained Charlene back up in the spotlight and made a decision to finish up in the morning.

Lady Millicent had often referred to this procedure as forcing the submissive to “Face her desires.”  With nothing to do but observe themselves in the mirror, the reality of their submission would sink in.  Of course submission was what they really desired; they had just never allowed themselves to admit the reality of their impulses.  The mirrors helped them give in and take away any notion they might have to deny their hidden yearning.  They would see themselves for what they were—a submissive longing to be like a girl and to serve the women they adored.  They would learn that they no longer controlled their own fate and that their future was now completely in the hands of a supreme woman.  Charlene still displayed an aroused erection as we complimented her with a laugh at how cute she looked before we left her alone to contemplate her fate.  Charlene would now be facing the reality of serving me in full submission.


CHAPTER 16.  A Maid’s Maid

By morning I decided that I knew exactly what I wanted to do with Charlene.  The first thing I did when I returned to the basement was to have Yvonne put her into a French maid uniform.  Charlene presented a cute vision of a sexy French maid.  I could hardly believe the transformation myself—there was no way in this world that Charlene could be mistaken for anything other than a well-endowed woman.

Yvonne zipped Charlene into the uniform and turned her to face me.  “Presenting Miss Charlene Blue, Ma’am,” She announced with a certain amount of pageantry.  She looked over at Charlene and whispered “Curtsy for your Mistress honey”.  Charlene performed a rather clumsy curtsy which Yvonne observed and then snickered, “Lady Lisa Rose, I think we have some work to do”.

We then made a great spectacle out of putting Charlene through her paces.  We had her twirl to show her uniform and perform one curtsy after another until she had it down straight.  We taught her to bend her knees when picking things up off the floor and how to sit with her legs together.  We made her practice walking like a lady and practice how to prance around in her six inch heels like a good girl.

Eventually I ordered her to her knees to kiss my feet.  Without hesitation she immediately fell to her knees and kissed both feet.  She then waited on the floor for further instructions from her new Mistress.  I thought about the sight of Charlene making out with Darlene and ordered her to lick my shoes clean.  She worked diligently with her tongue to make sure I was satisfied with her effort.  The sight of the obedient sissy maid at my feet was absolutely fantastic.  Charlene was now mine to do with as I pleased and it pleased me to have her work for me as my servant.

Yvonne finished up the tawdry spectacle by suggesting we “teach the girl some manners”.  I agreed wholeheartedly and I took Charlene over my knee and administered a well-deserved spanking.  My Rose insignia on her buttocks were helpful —when her cheeks became the same color as the roses I knew that I had taught enough good manners for the time being.  Like a good submissive Charlene made no effort to elude the paddling, instead even after all the humiliation she had endured she could only moan in ecstasy at the pleasure of the attention on her bottom.

From that morning on Charlene was in service as my domestic maid, working for me under the same strict tutelage of Yvonne that I had been subjected to.  With the estate the size that it is there was never a lack of work to be done and Yvonne would always see to it that the sissy maid was hard at work.

Charlene scrubbed toilets, cleaned bathtubs, dusted bookcases, and cleaned windows.  She made my bed up in the morning and served me breakfast.  She did all of the laundry for all of us and was taught how to iron and fold to perfection.  I took no mercy on the submissive and saw to it that Yvonne always gave her more work than could possibly be completed in the time allowed and that she had to work extra hard to accomplish the task.

Floors were cleaned on her hands and knees using a toothbrush.  All lingerie was hand-washed and placed on hangers when dried.  Every bit of clothing was ironed and carefully placed on a hanger.  Her uniform had to be kept clean and pressed at all times even when performing the dirtiest of jobs.

When she wasn’t cleaning Charlene was busy serving me.  She turned down my covers on my bed every night and helped me into my nightgown before bed.  In the morning she would run my bath, bring a cold drink while I soaked and then towel me off with a warm towel when I finished.  I had her assist me into my clothes and place my shoes on my feet.  I had her bring lemonade to me poolside while I sunbathed.

As close as she was to me she was forbidden to touch or caress my body.  I made sure to tease, taunt, and deny her at every possible turn.  The funniest part was that the hapless dear was simply unable to resist any of my instructions.  At the end of the first month she begged to stay on permanently.  She turned over a huge sum of money just so she could remain my permanent house maid.  She was truly a total submissive, completely obedient without question to her supreme Mistress.  Charlene belonged to me and what a delightfully intoxicating power trip it provided me with!

When mistakes happened I saw to it myself that Charlene was appropriately punished.  There are some pleasures that a girl just has to take for herself.  I always enjoyed it when Yvonne would approach me with Charlene following a few steps behind.  Yvonne would explain what infraction had been committed and after a good scolding I would have the reticent maid over my knee.

Paddling a sissy maid is a powerful statement of your feminine authority indeed.  Once the errant maid has her panties down you are free to indulge yourself in a fantasy of supreme power by applying as many “attitude adjusters” as you see fit.  The hapless maid has no say in the matter and can only willingly accept whatever punishment that you choose to dole out.

I have to say that Charlene received a good number of punishments.  I paddled her for not hanging panties correctly, for missing a hair when cleaning my sink, for wrinkles in her apron, and for just about anything else real or imagined that Yvonne or myself could come up with.  On one occasion I just felt like spanking her so I took her over my knee and indulged myself.

It was clear from the beginning that Charlene was aroused at being punished with a good spanking.  She offered no resistance to this treatment as she willingly succumbed to my authority.  Since she was forbidden to orgasm I suppose it was a substitute form of arousal that she needed just to contain her sexual excitement.

The constant teasing and denial that I played with Charlene led to a most blissful day for me.  I suppose that I had teased Charlene too much, but whatever reason led to the action, one day Lady Millicent came upon Charlene in the act of trying to relieve herself by leaning up against a countertop in the kitchen.

Fortunately Lady Millicent had interrupted the act before it reached its conclusion and brought the errant maid straight to me for a reprimand.  It was that day when I learned the very best use of a lady’s sissy maid.

As Lady Millicent explained, orgasms are only for Mistresses and servants are forbidden except when administered under the strict supervision of a superior.  I must admit that I had been so excited by my new servant that I had failed to satisfy myself since that first time I had been caught by Lady Millicent herself.  So it was with great wonderful relief that Lady Millicent showed me how to deal with an errant servant trying to satisfy herself in violation of house rules.

I wasn’t at all sure what was about to transpire when Lady Millicent took us both to my bedroom chambers.  She then proceeded to lecture Charlene about her place in the home and how orgasms are only for the pleasure of women, not for sissy maids.  The red faced Charlene could only stand in obedience with her head down as she was chastised by the words of Lady Millicent.

Finally after a stern scolding Lady Millicent turned to me and told me to take my panties off and make myself comfortable on the bed.  I did as I was told and lay on my back propping myself comfortably up with some pillows.  Lady Millicent then had me raise my skirt before instructing Charlene to get up on the bed and kneel between my legs.  Lady Millicent fussed over Charlene’s exact positioning.  She was to have her mouth right up against my vulva while on her knees with her bottom presented up.  Once in this position her panties were pulled down by Lady Millicent.

I could feel Charlene breathing against my privates and the warm breath felt nice.  I finally had Charlene in the position I had always wanted her in and I was immensely enjoying the moment.  Lady Millicent was strict with her instruction on what was to occur next.  Charlene was to be trained in how to properly service a woman.  She was to learn that her pleasure was not important, only the pleasure of the woman that she served mattered.  Lady Millicent was to supervise and give instruction during this initial training and Charlene would be expected in the future to provide service on request.  Should she not be satisfactory in the future, more training would commence.  She was then instructed not to make any contact with me other than with her tongue, and she would only do so when she was prodded to do so by Lady Millicent.

There was a brief pause as Lady Millicent left the room.  Charlene stayed motionless in position as my heart beat rapidly in expectation of ultimate satisfaction.  Lady Millicent returned with a leather paddle and moved into position to strike the upraised bottom.

The first smack broke the silence and the paddle was transmitted through Charlene to her tongue to me as she obediently gave a lick.  Lady Millicent than began her lesson.  “It is important to work gently and slowly”, smack, lick.  “A woman is superior and is to be treated as such”, smack, lick.  “You must always obey women, you are inferior”, smack, lick.

Lady Millicent was meticulously slow and thorough with her instructions.  Charlene improved her skill as she followed her tutelage precisely.  It didn’t take too long before I closed my eyes and could no longer hear the lovely instructions.  All I could hear was the paddle being applied and the delightful sensations that would follow.  As though my mind was read the spanking seemed to grow louder and more frequent as the moist tongue caressed my clitoris.

Finally with a flurry of whacks my heart pounded in my ears as the caresses intensified and I wrapped my legs around Charlene’s head holding her in position so she could not escape without fulfilling my desire.  The spanking continued and the tongue furiously probed every inch until I screamed in erotic ecstasy.

After a few moments Lady Millicent let Charlene up and she stood at the foot of the bed displaying her bottom by holding up her dress.  Lady Millicent insisted that I check on my underling so I reluctantly stood up and went over as ordered.

I had never seen such a red bottom before in my life.  It was made all the more strange by the erect organ that was proudly raised in lewd arousal dripping precum as if to punctuate its total approval of the treatment just received, seemingly begging for more.

Lady Millicent laughed and pointed out that the “Harlot enjoyed the lesson and was lusting for a further taste of the paddle”. 

This would be the first of many training sessions for Charlene.  Under the expert guidance of Lady Millicent I spent months perfecting the art of dominating a sissy maid.  My orgasms came more often and were more intense as Charlene soon learned all of the tricks of satisfying a lady.


CHAPTER 17.  Lady Millicent’s Legacy

It was the first of May, a warm spring morning when Lady Millicent summoned me to her study.  I felt like an experienced Dominatrix that morning.  I had been working for quite some time with Lady Millicent and we had enjoyed putting many clients through their paces.

Not only had it been personally rewarding, it had also been substantially financially rewarding.  I don’t know why but it never occurred to me that this wasn’t going to go on forever.

Lady Millicent sat behind her desk and beckoned me to be seated in front of her.  As the founder of the Supreme Mistress Society Lady Millicent had been enjoying the life the longest.  She had accumulated a substantial amount of wealth and now said that she had decided to retire.  It was a strange proclamation from a woman well short of thirty but she was sincere.  Obviously the decision had been well thought out.

She explained to me that she no longer wanted to work and that she was going to “Move down south with my male to someplace warm and enjoy life”.  What struck me the most was the reference to her male.  I didn’t even know she was seeing anybody.

“You have a male?”  I asked.  Who is he, and why haven’t I been introduced?”  I felt left out as though I hadn’t been privy to everything that I should have.  Lady Millicent laughed.  “You really don’t know, do you?”  I was puzzled and didn’t know how to reply.

She picked up the servants bell on her desk and gave it a ring.  Carol walked in wearing her usual French maid uniform with her high heels.  “Lady Lisa Rose, I’d like to introduce you to my husband.  He used to be called Carl but now he is Carol.”  She laughed while Carol gave me a curtsy.

I think my mouth must have just been open in amazement.  I thought I knew everything about the mansion but I had never managed to realize this little secret.

Carol stood at attention while Lady Millicent continued.  “There is one more thing Lady Lisa Rose.  This society is very important to me and I want you to take my place as head of this household.  I’m willing to give you the mansion, the grounds, and half of my fortune to start you out.  You can have it all provided you are willing to take over my position and continue the work that I have done here.”

I didn’t know what to say, I was stunned by this turn of events.  Finally I blurted out “Well of course I would like to continue your work.  Thank you!  Thank you!”  She stood up and gave me a hug.

Just a week later a moving van came up the driveway.  It took most of the day to have her belongings loaded.  As the sun was setting the van drove off and I assembled Yvonne and Charlene in the entry foyer to say goodbye to my mentor. 

It seemed so odd to say goodbye, but after more than a few tears Lady Millicent and Carol went out the front door to the new life that awaited them.  That was how I became the Head Mistress of the household. 


CHAPTER 18.  She Who Laughs Last

It was customary for the Mistress Society to have an annual banquet.  The banquet served two purposes.  The first was to toast the success of the group through the year by having an extravagant feast.  The second was when a new member was admitted to the society there was an initiation ritual of sorts that would take place—a kind of induction ceremony for the newest member.

For this occasion the Mistresses all dressed in evening gowns.  Preparations could only be compared to a wedding day in which all of the participants shopped for the special dress, had their hair done, and had manicures and special makeup for the evening.  Mistresses where accompanied to the banquet by their apprentices and their best sissy maid.  The apprentices were also dressed in gowns that would typically compliment the head Mistress while the sissy maids were dressed in formal Victorian maid uniforms. 

This year the banquet was held at the mansion of Lady Sandra.  Like all of the homes of the Mistresses the home was elegant.  I was impressed by the estate as Yvonne drove me up the horseshoe drive to the front entrance.  When I entered the home I immediately felt a bit intimidated.  While my gown was special I had selected one with maximum coverage so that my tattoos wouldn’t show.  The other Mistresses flaunted their assets to the max.  My makeup was fixed by the treatment I had received at the hand of Lady Nora and it really wasn’t to my taste.  In addition I was still wearing the slave collar that Lady Nora had locked on me.  Without the key that she still possessed there was no way to remove it.

Perhaps sensing my intimidation Lady Nora giggled as I walked by her.  She looked straight at my collar and touched the key that still dangled from around her neck.  As if I weren’t unsettled enough in these surroundings I had to attend the affair with this apprentice nearby who still held the key to the collar around my neck.  I found this rather humiliating.

Finally we sat down at the banquet table for the extravagant dinner.  The meal was prepared by the chef of the hosting Mistress and each Mistress and her apprentice were served by their own sissy maid.  The maids would stand behind their Mistresses during the meal and tend to any need that may come up.  It was a wonderful exhibition of beauty, elegance, and subservient behavior that highlighted the very best of being a Dominatrix.

Aside from the niceties of the evening my main concern was the initiation ritual.  Essentially the Senior Mistress had the honor of challenging the newest Mistress to a “contest of skill” that was held after dinner for the amusement of the gathered audience.  The idea was to test the abilities of the inexperienced Mistress---she was to prove her training abilities by testing them up against the very best.

In truth the occasion was an opportunity for the senior Mistress to raid the fledgling Mistress of her trained servants.  It takes years to train good submissives and the thought was any new Mistress should be forced to develop her own style with her servants by starting out fresh.  It would then be a challenge for her to start from scratch without the benefit of experienced submissives.  Of course the true benefit went to the Senior Mistress who was apt to pick up well trained submissives in the process.

Since I was the newest member of the society the Senior Mistress had the option to challenge me with the initiation rite.  Upon deciding to seize the opportunity, this year the contest would feature the “House of Lady Lisa Rose” vs. the “House of Lady Camilla” who had become the senior Mistress with the retirement of Lady Millicent.  The competition involved three tests of trained servants.  The caveat of the contest was that the winning house would claim the losing participants and the losing house would have to start from scratch.

The stakes couldn’t be higher as the loser was required to forfeit her senior staff.  Both her apprentice and best sissy maid would be claimed by the winner.  The contests had been tradition for quite some time, and it was with trepidation that I discovered that the Senior Mistress had always won.

After the most wonderful dinner I had ever been privileged to enjoy, the stage was set for the contest to begin.  There were to be three contests and the winner of the best of three would claim the losers as their own servants.

Yvonne took Charlene up on the stage for the first part of the competition where she was joined by Lady Nora and Sheila.  Lady Nora looked every bit the Dominatrix wearing a sequined black evening gown that was slit well up her leg.  As though to add to her air of superiority she wore the chain around her neck displaying the key to my collar.  The key dangled just above her cleavage.  No doubt she thought that tonight she would add my two servants to her bounty.

The first challenge was a spanking competition.  Each apprentice Mistress would take the opposing maid over her knee and administer spankings.  The apprentice applying the most swats in a set period of time was the winner.  It was necessary for the punishment to be substantially severe as each swat was judged by the volume of noise that it made and those not sufficiently administered wouldn’t count.

Both Yvonne and Lady Nora sat in a firm chair while lifting their dress slightly exposing their laps.  Charlene stood next to Lady Nora and Sheila next to Yvonne.  A serving bell chimed and both maids simultaneously went over the knee of their Mistress.  In a flash the maids had their dresses lifted and panties pulled down before the spankings began.  In the flurry of spanks administered I couldn’t tell who was winning.  The paddling was severe in both cases as evidenced by the glowing red bottoms that were quickly evident.

Both Charlene and Sheila began to kick and beg with both Mistresses oblivious to their begging for mercy.  It wasn’t until Charlene began to grind her hips into Lady Nora’s lap that the bell chimed again ending the contest and Yvonne was declared the winner.  The maids were allowed to pull their panties back up before the next event but were not allowed to touch their bottoms.  There was a muffled laugh from the crowd as the two maids grimaced while carefully pulling their undies back on.

The second challenge was a milking contest.  Facing the audience each apprentice stood behind the maid from the opposing house.  When the serving bell was rung the maids had to lift their skirts, pull down their panties, and stand at attention while the apprentices “milked” them.  The first apprentice to have her maid orgasm three times would be pronounced the winner.

The milking contest was an even more devious form of humiliation for the maids.  Since generally the maids were restrained from orgasms, they were highly aroused and had plenty of motivation to perform for the ladies.  In order for their Mistress to win they had to keep from coming as long as possible while being directly stimulated.  Despite any effort they might make there was no way that under these conditions that they could help but ejaculate as lewdly and helplessly as the apprentices might desire.  The fact that they had to do so in front of an audience of Mistresses who were entertained by their predicament added to the shame and degradation.

I suppose that I should have given Lady Nora more credit for possible success in this challenge than I did.  I think perhaps it was my jealousy in watching her milk Charlene that clouded my expectations.  Since Charlene was usually highly aroused by a good spanking I knew that she would still be excited from the first challenge and this would be a disadvantage.  When the serving bell rung Charlene was as quick as Sheila to expose her genitals and both Lady Nora and Yvonne went to work.  Lady Nora expertly pumped Charlene’s erect phallus.  It didn’t take long to see the effects of the frantic pumping on Charlene.

That first ejaculation came shamefully quick for Charlene who was unable to control her arousal after the spanking.  Lady Nora proudly held a wine glass and applause filled the room as Charlene helplessly spurted into the vessel.  Lady Nora paused for a moment before immediately resuming efforts towards forcing a second orgasm.  Charlene continued to obediently stand at attention while Lady Nora worked her magic.  Her second orgasm came almost as quickly and again the glass caught the prize.

Sheila was not quite as compliant for Yvonne and her orgasms lagged behind.  By the second ejaculation it was obvious that Yvonne was going to lose this challenge.  I still think that Sheila had been prepared for this event by masturbation before the evening started.  Technically this was prohibited by the rules but it seemed the only explanation for her slow response to what should have been a highly arousing situation for a submissive.

My heart sank as Charlene stiffened and then obediently spurted for Lady Nora for the third time.  I had been taunting and teasing Charlene for months and I had daydreamed as to when I would finally allow her relief.  I didn’t expect that relief to come from the hand of Lady Nora and it was particularly painful for me since it tied the contest back up.  Lady Nora held the wine glass up to Charlene’s lips and made her lick up the semen to the approving laughter of the crowd.

Seldom had the contest ever progressed to the third challenge, as generally the novice house had been defeated by then.  This time the third challenge would be held to determine who would be the winner and who would go home without their trained help.  I could see a bit of concern upon Lady Camilla’s face.  I don’t believe it had occurred to her until that moment that it was possible that she could lose this contest.  At the same time she held herself confidently.

The curtain closed and the contestants were prepared for the final round.  A few minutes later when it re-opened for both Yvonne and Lady Nora the fine evening gowns of the aspiring Mistresses were gone.  Now they were naked wearing only stiletto heels with their arms chained above their head and their legs spread wide apart chained to the floor—the same position so familiar to the submissives of the Supreme Mistress Society.  The only variation was that no blindfolds or phallus gags were provided.  Apparently it was thought to be more entertaining to have the audience hear the verbal pleadings of the reluctant women as they were aroused and to have them see the humiliation that they were about to endure.  

The maids had changed too.  Now they were both wearing French maid uniforms with their arms tied behind their backs.  The uniforms were particularly short and panties had been omitted so that half their red bottoms were still visible.  Charlene was kneeling in front of Lady Nora with her mouth at vagina level and Sheila was in the same position in front of Yvonne.

The final contest was simple enough.  It was a challenge to determine who had the best trained maid.  Each maid was to use only their tongue to attempt to bring an orgasm.  The first to orgasm was the loser and would immediately become the property of the opposing house. 

I knew that Charlene was well trained in this art as she had seen to my needs numerous times.  Her ministrations were simply wonderful beyond description and I started getting wet just thinking about that blissful feeling.  I would certainly miss those attentions the most should Yvonne be unfortunate enough to lose.  I felt at this point that I had vented sufficient retribution on Charlene that I would be satisfied even if I lost her.  I would lose no sleep should she become the property of Lady Camilla and Lady Nora both of whom were certain to humiliate her more than I had.  At the same time I had been looking forward to having her serve me for a long time as I didn’t think I would ever tire of having her submit to my authority.

The serving bell chimed and the final showdown began.  Both maids buried their head between the legs of their assigned Mistress and began to work their magic.  It appeared that two different strategies were in play.  Charlene appeared to be frantically plunging her tongue into Lady Nora as her head moved about while she worked.  Lady Nora gasped and seemed to stare off into bliss as the ministrations began.  Sheila on the other hand seemed to be slowly tantalizing Yvonne as her head was motionless.  Yvonne simply smiled and seemed to enjoy the attention.

Lady Nora began to succumb first to the attentions of Charlene.  Her face began to show a blissful glow while she started to moan “No, no, no!”  It was easy to see that she was slipping away and would soon be climaxing in defeat.  Yvonne turned to look at her and smiled as only a victor could.  As Charlene continued Lady Nora tried to order Charlene to stop--admonishing “Stop this instant tart or you will regret it!”  It was the last coherent phrase she was to utter.  It was followed by a winsome “ Stooooppppp”, and then she stared helplessly off into space moaning a final “Ohhhhhhh” before she shuddered and climaxed in defeat.

As if to punctuate her total conquest, Charlene continued the tongue lashing while Nora was blissfully absorbing the orgasmic sensations.  She continued to make amorous sighs as she was totally engulfed in ecstasy.  Finally Charlene stopped while Nora’s eyes half closed as she seemingly basked in another world oblivious to the room filled with women now laughing at her amorous exhibition.  Then her head drooped as she seemed to fall asleep from the lusty display.

Lady Camilla turned red in anger as applause came from the watchful crowd.  The senior house had been defeated and now would have to pay the price.  She had arrived with a full complement of servants and now would suffer the indignity of having to drive herself home.  No time was wasted as four maids immediately came up on stage, two each to tend to Nora and to Sheila.  Both were blindfolded, collared, and fitted with a phallic gag.  Sheila was stripped naked left with only her heels and then her hands were cuffed to her collar before a leash was attached and immediately handed to Charlene. 

Nora was still lost in her dreamy orgasm as she was released from her outstretched position.  As her hands were cuffed to her collar she slowly seemed to come back to her senses and then began to struggle in a futile attempt to free herself.  She appeared to be trying to yell something but the phallic gag suppressed any sound.  A leash was attached to her collar and with her prize won Yvonne victoriously led her from the stage by the tether.

Both leashes were presented to me amidst a final burst of applause.  With festivities over the group began to disperse and I led the naked bounty back towards the front entrance.  I talked with the other Mistresses at the door giving Yvonne a chance to get dressed and bring the car around.  I couldn’t help but giggle as Lady Camilla brushed by out into the dark night looking for her limousine. 

Yvonne brought my car around to the door and I led the two by the leash outside.  I knew that we kept restraints in the trunk of the car so I decided to start my payback right away.  I brought Nora over to the trunk and Yvonne opened it up.  I instructed Yvonne to secure Nora’s feet.  While Yvonne was winding rope down the length of Nora’s legs I noticed the chain with the key still dangling from Nora’s neck and I ordered Charlene to retrieve it and unlock my collar.

Charlene reached for the necklace but before removing it her hands roamed lingering at and fondling Nora’s breasts.  Her nipples were hardened from the cool night air and the caress drew a lewd involuntary moan from Nora as her feelings for the attention were betrayed by her body.  Then Charlene carefully unlocked my collar.  I told her to hold onto it for now and that Nora would be fitted with it later.

Yvonne had finished with the restraints and I was about to order her and Sheila to assist Nora into the trunk when it occurred to me to thank Yvonne for her excellent performance during the final event.  I did so, and inquired, “I know that you are submissive.  That last challenge must have been highly erotic to you.  How ever did you manage to make it through without an orgasm?”

There was a silent pause as Yvonne looked at Sheila.  Then Yvonne started to giggle before she finally spoke saying, “Don’t thank me, you need to thank Sheila.  She barely touched me with her tongue.  I think she sandbagged it so that she could be with you again!”

That was the ultimate humiliation for Nora and immediately frantic muffled sounds started coming again from behind her gag.  She furiously strained to get her hands free of the collar to no avail.  With her legs bound she could only stand naked in the night helplessly sucking on the penis restraint.  It made it all extra special knowing that she now realized that she had been duped by her own servant and that she was helpless to do anything about it.  It would give her something to think about in the months to come as she worked as my housemaid.

I laughed as she frantically tried to free herself while giving the phallic gag a good workout.  She certainly didn’t look so high and mighty now.  “Don’t worry dear,” I taunted, “You’ll have your tramp stamp soon enough, and you’ve earned it.”  I smacked her on her rear and I ordered Yvonne and Sheila to place the tart into the trunk.  I smiled as they quickly complied. 

Yvonne drove us home.  I had left with two submissive maids and now I was returning to the mansion with four.  What a wonderful evening it had been!  I still had Charlene to serve as my eager maid and I was to finally have another chance to tease Sheila.  I thought about that first encounter with Sheila.  It was sort of like that first love that you never get over.  I was eager to put Sheila’s tongue to good use.  Yes, it was going to be fun to play with Sheila again.

As a bonus I now had complete control over Nora.  I thought about her riding back in the trunk and my mind drifted to the pleasures I would experience dominating her.  I could see her on her hands and knees scrubbing floors.  I would make her curtsy to me after every command.  Naturally I would have to paddle her bottom if she displeased me in any way.  I could even see the red roses on her breasts just below the “Property of Lisa Rose Farrow” script.  Yes I thought, I had gotten my revenge on Charlene, and now it would be Nora’s turn to feel my wrath.
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