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Dedication

To hopeful sissy maids everywhere.  May your secret desires be revealed to just the right woman at just the right time.


Preface

Secret desires, secret feelings, secret lives.  We all have them.  Are we always honest about everything?  Of course not.  Crossdressers are perhaps the most secretive group of all.  Such embarrassment and humiliation would follow if everyone just knew the truth!

Of course, for many crossdressing types, the fear of humiliation can be a big part of the rush that they get from crossdressing.  It does beg the question.  What would happen if a special woman saw them in a sharp maid uniform doing chores?

Such embarrassment and humiliation would certainly follow!


Prologue.  Tillie The Sissy Maid

Many hopeful sissy maids toil away in private.  They are far too shy to tell a woman what they really want.  They fear what the girl of their dreams might do if she knew the truth.  So the secret stays hidden.

But what would happen if the secret came out by accident?  In Tillie the Maid, that’s precisely what happens to Gavin Stillwell.  Of course, things never go the way we think that they will go.

Read along, while Tillie learns that lesson for herself.


Chapter 1. Nice Deal

“Bye Honey, I’ll see you after work.  Don’t forget to straighten up a bit.  Mom is coming over for dinner.  It would be nice if you got a chef salad started before I get home.”

With that, Debbie went out the door.  Gavin Stillwell smiled to himself.  Even though he had such a beautiful wife, he really enjoyed being left alone for the day in their huge home.  That was when Gavin could really have some fun with his secret hobby.  He needed to be alone in order to do that.

The huge country estate he enjoyed came with the marriage.  It had been a gift from Debbie’s mother Suzette.  Working in the financial district had worked well for Suzette and for Debbie. New money.  Nice money.  Substantial money.

Gavin, on the other hand, worked as a lowly production assistant in a women’s garment shop.  Not so nice money. So he had hit the jackpot with a chance meeting with Debbie.  After a few hot nights of incredible bedroom play, they had been married.  One thing about Debbie, she loved sex.  So did Gavin.

Gavin walked into their bedroom.  That was the very same bedroom where he had first given Debbie orgasmic delight.  He smiled when he remembered that torrid night of lovemaking.  That night, Debbie couldn’t get enough.  When Gavin couldn’t perform any longer, he resorted to oral sex to give her the last of three orgasms that left Debbie totally exhausted, passed out in orgasmic bliss.  She slept for hours.  So did he.

It was the very same bedroom that allowed Gavin to keep his secret to himself.  One enormous bed, with two adjoining dressing rooms, one on each side.  Each with a private bath.  It was a perfect arrangement for Gavin to enjoy his secret hobby.  Time to play!  He went straight to his closet.

The large walk-in closet couldn’t have been set up any better.  His male clothing was in front, with his secret stash in back.  He quickly went to the back of the closet.

There he kept the bodycon dresses that he had brought home from work.  Since he worked in the garment shop, he always had access to the latest in fashion.  Next to them, his prize possessions.  Five maid uniforms, all neatly embroidered with Tillie The Maid.

The uniforms had been a custom order at the shop for a costume company.  The costume company had ordered 500 “Tillie The Maid” units.  The “Tillie The Maid” costume was high quality, sewed in the shop on the same equipment as their other quality products, using high grade materials.  The costume was manufactured for authenticity, as well as for appearance, and had everything necessary to turn any girl into a charming household maid.

The dress uniform was not quite classic French maid.  It was more of a combination of a French maid uniform and of a traditional housekeeping uniform. The hem fell just above the knee.  Still quite sexy, really.  Black, of course, with white lace trim in all the right places. The high-quality handmade mob cap, and the adorable coordinating apron, were included in the package.  Everything an aspiring sissy maid could possibly desire!

One could easily imagine a real maid wearing the uniform.  It was a bit sexy, but at the same time quite functional.  The outfit was made to last.  Precisely what Gavin had been looking for.

Gavin had made sure that 495 out of the 500 ordered units were delivered just like they had been ordered.  He had kept the rest for himself.

He quickly changed into his uniform so that Tillie could get to work.


Chapter 2.  Housekeeping

Tillie began by sanitizing bathrooms.  While she worked, she was thinking about how lucky she was that Debbie had brought such a large home to their marriage.  In addition to the fancy bedroom suite, the place had five full bathrooms, five additional bedrooms, a powder room, a library, an office, and a dining room.  There was plenty of work for the maid!

Tillie laughed to herself.  More than once Debbie had complained that the place had everything she needed except for a maid.  She had even joked that the house should have come with a maid.  She had no idea that Tillie The Maid was on the job!  She didn’t ever seem to notice how everything got magically cleaned while she was away.

Their schedules lined up perfectly. Debbie worked long hours, five days a week, in town.  While Gavin worked four ten-hour days at the women’s garment shop.  That meant that Tillie worked every Friday on her own with no fear of being discovered by Debbie.

When Debbie came home on Fridays, she occasionally commented on how nice everything looked, but she never quite seemed to realize just how much work had been done. 

When Tillie finished with the bathrooms, she went into the laundry room to get things done in there.  There was always a full week of laundry just waiting for Tillie to dive into.  She put on her pink latex laundry gloves, then she put the basics in the washer, before she set herself to work handwashing Debbie’s lingerie.

Tillie enjoyed handwashing lingerie.  The warm, scented, sudsy water, was captivating.  It was sheer delight to handle Debbie’s intimates, before rinsing them out, and then hanging them to dry.  Of course Debbie had no idea that such painstaking attention was being used on her frillies.  But Tillie felt that it was best to do them properly, so handwashing it was.

Having finished hanging panties, bras, stockings, and slips, to dry, Tillie looked up at the clock.  No time to waste!  She had to get moving if she was to do the dusting, vacuuming, and a load of dishes before Debbie returned.  Tillie quickly moved on to her next chore.

If there was anything that Tillie worried about, it was being caught by Debbie when she was in uniform.  How would she ever explain it?  Tillie had wanted to bring the subject up many times, but she couldn’t seem to find a way.  She was far too embarrassed to just blurt it out.

So instead, Tillie The Maid remained a secret.  Tillie didn’t even feel guilty keeping the secret from Debbie.  Since they had been married, Debbie wasn’t quite the same.  The torrid nights of sex they had before they were married quickly became a thing of the past.  It turned out that Debbie was more of a prude, reluctant to have sex.  You could say that she was more librarian than harlot.

So becoming Tillie the maid was somewhat of a way of making up for Debbie’s lack of sexual interest.  A guy does have needs.  Tillie found the role play to be erotic, even sexually fulfilling, in a strange sort of way.


Chapter 3.  Suzette

Tillie had finished dusting, and now she was running the vacuum.  When she passed the full-length mirror in Debbie’s dressing room, she paused to take a long look at the maid in the mirror.

Tillie was happy that her girlish looks allowed her to pull off her little masquerade.  Her fine features, embellished with a touch of makeup, gave her a distinct feminine appearance.  When combined with a black wig, she was unmistakably female.  Her cute maid uniform sealed the deal.  Absolutely nobody could tell the truth about Tillie.  No way! She smiled at the pleasant illusion before she continued vacuuming.  The pretty maid in the mirror smiled right back at her.

The drone of the machine caused her mind to wander to the evening’s guest.  Suzette Ravenwood was hardly your typical mother-in-law.  Most aren’t lucky enough to have a mother-in-law like Suzette.

While Gavin had never really been told the full story, bit by bit, he had pieced it all together.  Debbie had never said anything about her father, so Gavin assumed that Suzette must not have ever been married, particularly since Suzette must have been very young when she had Debbie.  The two could easily be sisters.  Suzette was that youthful.

Gavin had always felt that Debbie was smoking hot, and her mother was no different.  Suzette was a mature Debbie, with impeccable fashion sense, plus all the youthful looks that Debbie had.  He had fantasized about Suzette on more than one occasion.  In his day dreams, he would ravish her just like her had ravished Debbie.  He imagined his mother-in-law screaming out in uninhibited bliss with an intense orgasm.  Then Suzette would beg him for more.  He would give it to her.  Afterwards, she would demand that he put his maid uniform on and get to work doing domestic chores.  What a dream!

How could he not think that way about Suzette?  She always seemed to be leading him on. While Debbie dressed conservatively, her mother had a way of wearing tempting outfits, the kind that any guy would dream about ripping off of her in the heat of the moment.

Gavin was always distracted by the beautiful woman.  He often found himself tongue-tied in her presence.  It was embarrassing, but he couldn’t seem to avoid it.  Suzette pushed all the right buttons, just like Debbie did.  Only Suzette was a bit more sophisticated.  That served to make her that much more enticing.

Tillie continued to run the vacuum.  Again she looked at the clock.  She had to finish vacuuming so that she could mop floors.  Then she would go back into the laundry room to finish up there, before getting dinner started.

The truth was that Tillie enjoyed her work.  It wasn’t just the soft lingerie she wore under her uniform.  She enjoyed the feeling of working for Debbie.  There was something about taking the burden of housework away from Debbie that gave Tillie immense satisfaction.  Tillie didn’t really understand it herself, but she found great pleasure in her servitude.

Just when Tillie started mopping the kitchen floor, the doorbell rang.  Tillie peered out a front window just in time to see the delivery truck drive away.  She looked carefully to make sure that nobody was around before she went to the front door, opened it up, and then brought the package in.

Tillie felt a shiver of pleasure.  Opening the door and exposing herself to the outside while she was in her uniform always had that effect on her.  When you are engaged in something that is so taboo, when you are doing something sensually naughty, it is understandable.  Tillie liked the feeling, even if it was accompanied with a touch of fear.

What if somebody caught a glimpse of the maid?  It had never happened, but it could happen.  What if Debbie was asked about her maid?  That could bring a quick end to all of the fun.  That would be a disaster!

Tillie returned to mopping the kitchen floor.


Chapter 4.  Quick Change

The time was ticking down to when Debbie would come home.  Tillie worked diligently preparing chef salad for the evening.  Tillie didn’t have a wide range of dishes that she could prepare, but chef salad was one of them.  It was a favorite of both Debbie and Suzette.

Time was slipping away.  With salads prepared, and carefully moved to the refrigerator, Tillie quickly went back up to her bedroom to transform herself back into Gavin.  She slipped off her uniform at the same time she heard Debbie come in the back door.  That was close!

Tillie smiled to herself.  She often cut things close just so that she could enjoy the pleasure of being a maid just a little bit longer. There was also the sexual thrill of almost being caught.  But there really wasn’t all that much danger involved.  With a separate dressing room, complete with private bath, all she had to do was stay put until she was ready to greet Debbie.

One by one, she slowly removed her breast forms from her bra.  She was proud of them.  They filled out her D cups perfectly.  They gave her that awesome feminine form, similar to that of Debbie, that she admired so much.  Then she took her bra off before removing her garter belt and stockings.  She decided to keep her panties on, they just felt far too good to take away the pleasing sensation that they provided her with.

Gavin heard Debbie call from downstairs.  He quickly removed his makeup and then he did a quick check in the mirror.  He had done the routine so often, that he knew the importance of that last check.  He smiled. Oops.  Forgot the earrings and necklace again.  He took them off and put them away.    He chuckled to himself.  Well done.  He didn’t ever want to have to explain to his wife why he was wearing earrings and a matching necklace.

He quickly hung his maid uniform at the very back of the closet.  Then he took a last look at the closet before turning the light off and closing the door.  With everything tucked away, his secret was safe again.

He greeted Debbie in the kitchen with a big hug.  Debbie looked at the counter where she typically prepared meals.  She didn’t see any evidence of dinner.

“Honey, did you start the salads?”

Gavin smiled. He opened the refrigerator door and pointed to the salads.  Debbie smiled right back.

“You’re a love, darling, what would I do without you?”

Gavin couldn’t resist the opportunity for a one-liner.

“You’d have to make your own salads!”

They both laughed.


Chapter 5.  Girl’s Night In

Gavin knew when he wasn’t wanted.  Whenever Suzette visited, they would all sit down together for dinner.  There was always an odd silence while they ate.  No doubt about it. Clearly Suzette wasn’t comfortable talking when Gavin was in the room.

But then, while Gavin cleared the table, the ladies would go into the other room to talk.  Gavin never joined them.  Instead he would go to the library and browse the news on the Internet.  He would usually be able to hear them talking in the distance, along with their occasional laughter.  They were far enough away that he couldn’t make out what they were saying, but he could tell that they were having a good time.

This time, once the two women were alone, Suzette was whispering to Debbie.  There was no way that Gavin could overhear anything.  Suzette uncrossed her legs and then crossed them again.  She wanted to make sure she was comfortable before she began.

She had her suspicions before, but now she had proof. She wanted to start this conversation a long time ago.  This was her big opportunity.

“Honey, did you take a good look at your husband tonight?”

Debbie looked puzzled.

“Why, was there something wrong with him?”

Suzette rolled her eyes.

“Honey, you need to wake up.  You didn’t notice his lips?”

“What about them?”

Her Mother sighed.

“Debbie, he had lipstick on his lips!”

Debbie gave a little giggle.

“Are you kidding me Mother?  I can’t even imagine Gavin kissing another woman.  Gavin would never cheat on me.  Gavin would never do such a thing!”

Suzette knew that she had to set her daughter straight.  For her own good.

“Debbie, I’m not talking about another woman.  You haven’t noticed what a sissy Gavin has become?  Even your sister has noticed.  She giggles every time she sees him.”

Now Debbie was defiant.  She never liked when her sister, Emily, criticized her husband.  Emily was still single.  No doubt she was just jealous of Gavin.

“What makes you think that?”

“Gavin is a sissy and I can prove it to you.  For starters, who cleaned your house today?  It looks immaculate dear.  Did you do all of this?”

With one finger in the air, Suzette made a swirling motion with her hand, indicating that she had observed the whole place.  Then she stared at Debbie, waiting for her response.  Thinking it was possible that her mother was right, Debbie squirmed, just a little.

“Just because Gavin cleaned up doesn’t make him a sissy.”

Her Mother gave a grin of victory.

“It does Debbie.  Have you ever been in his closet?”

“No I haven’t.  Why would I want to do that?”

“Why, I bet if you searched his closet, you’d find all sorts of surprises.  He probably has a housedress specifically to do his chores in.  He probably even has a maid uniform.”

Debbie wasn’t buying it.  Her husband in a dress? In a maid uniform? No, not Gavin!  She would never stand for it!”

Debbie brushed off the thought.

“I’ll do no such thing.  It’s just your imagination Mom.”

“Okay dear, but don’t say that I didn’t warn you.  He’s given you all of the signs. You just need to open your eyes.”


Chapter 6.  Snoop

Debbie didn’t want to believe her mother, but that weekend, she just couldn’t get the image of Gavin in a housedress out of her mind.  Or worse yet, in a maid uniform.  She cringed at the thought.  Gavin in a maid uniform?  Was it possible that Gavin was one of those?

While Gavin was out of the house on an errand, she decided that a bit of snooping was in order.  She hadn’t been in Gavin’s dressing room since the day he moved in with her.  It was past time to see just what might be hiding in his closet.

A casual inspection proved that everything looked normal in Gavin’s large walk-in closet. Debbie smiled.  Her Mom was wrong about Gavin.  She must have been mistaken.

That would have been the end of Debbie’s curiosity, except when she reached for the switch to turn off the closet light, she saw something.  Way in the back of the closet, she noticed that a garment wasn’t hung properly.  All of the garments in the closet were perfectly aligned, except for that one garment.  It just needed to be straightened properly in order to be hung like the rest of the clothes.

Being a perfectionist at heart, Debbie couldn’t help herself.  She had to see to it that the garment was positioned just like all of the rest.  She smiled to herself.  Sometimes it was so difficult to be a perfectionist!

Her idiosyncrasy would turn out to be the reason Gavin’s secret would come to an end.  When Debbie began to adjust the position of the garment, she immediately recognized it to be a maid uniform.  Just so that there was no mistake about it, the uniform even had a matching apron wrapped around the waist.  To make matters worse, this wasn’t even the only maid uniform in the closet.  There were four more just like it hanging right next to it.

Debbie couldn’t believe what she had stumbled upon.  She frantically searched the rest of the closet for other things that certainly shouldn’t ever be found in a husband’s closet. One by one she uncovered everything.  Breast forms, wigs, a stash of panties, several bras, shoes, stockings, and even mob caps.

For Debbie, it would have been far easier had the clothing belonged to a secret lover.  She could deal with that.  But instead, deep inside, she knew that her mother had been right.  There wasn’t a doubt in her mind.  The clothes belonged to Gavin.  Gavin was a sissy. A sissy maid.

Debbie was angry.  Such a secret should never have been kept from her.  She decided that she would have to confront Gavin.  But how does a wife bring up such a thing?

Finally, she had an idea.  She took one of the maid dresses out of the closet and gently put it on their bed.  Before she left the room she took another look at the dress.  Tillie the maid!  Really? A grown man playing such dress up games?  Pathetic.  She rolled her eyes, and headed back downstairs to wait for Gavin.

When Gavin came home, she would deal with him immediately.  She was really going to give him an earful.


Chapter 7.  Little Black Dress

When Gavin came in the door Debbie smiled at him.  She had given things great thought.  She was ready to forgive Gavin provided she never saw the maid dress again.  That wasn’t too much to ask from him, was it?

Gavin immediately knew something was wrong.  His wife never smiled like that unless she wanted something.  It was her “there is something I want,” smile.  He was right.

“Gavin, honey, there’s something upstairs on our bed waiting for you.  I want to talk with you about it.”

She just stared at him waiting for his response.  He had seen that look before. Debbie meant business.  Gavin didn’t say a word.  Instead he went upstairs to see what she was talking about.

When Gavin saw the maid dress on the bed, he couldn’t believe his eyes.  Debbie had found out his secret.  Busted!  A flush of humiliation reddened his face.  What could he possibly do about it now?

He picked up the dress and held it in his hands. What was she saying by leaving the dress out?  He saw the look in her eyes.  Debbie meant business.  He decided that she must have found his maid uniform and fully grasped what his little game was about.  There was no doubt about it. She wanted to play too!  She wanted to see him in his uniform.  Finally!  She would probably put him to work cleaning house.  It would be like a dream come true for him.

Gavin decided that he would get dressed in the maid uniform and then present Tillie the Maid to Debbie.  He was so excited that his hands were shaking while he peeled off his clothes.  Then, piece by piece, Tillie began to take shape.  First the lingerie, then the uniform, then the wig.  A touch of makeup.  Those pretty heels.  Finally, Tillie tied on the matching apron.

Tillie smiled at herself in the mirror.  There was nothing in the world that gave Tillie satisfaction like being in that maid uniform.  She turned around and looked back over her shoulder to make sure that the bow on her apron was tied perfectly.

One more makeup check, and then brush a few stray hairs into place.  Then she added the mob cap to top it all off.

She took a deep breath.  She was ready to show Debbie her secret.  It was a secret that she had kept for a lifetime. A secret that she had never shared with a single person.  Not even with her beautiful wife.

Tillie had never been able to summon the courage to speak to anyone about her little game.  After all, how does one bring up such a thing?  But Debbie had made it easy.  Debbie finding the uniform dress was a real break.

She left her bedroom and headed towards the stairs.  Debbie was waiting for her downstairs. Tillie took another deep breath before she started down.

This was going to be fun.


Chapter 8. Surprise

Debbie was waiting in the foyer at the bottom of the staircase.  When she saw Tillie her mouth dropped open.  For a moment she thought that she was just imagining things.  What was a maid doing in her house? Then she realized what she was seeing.  She screamed the first thing that came to her mind.

Pervert!!!

Tillie stopped three stairs from the bottom. She was surprised by the anger that showed on Debbie.  She had completely misunderstood.

“I can explain…”

But Debbie wanted no part of an explanation.  She knew what she saw, and she most certainly didn’t like it.

“Get out!  Get out pervert!  Get out of my house right now!”

Tillie took the last few steps down.  Just when her heels touched the foyer tile, Debbie took the maid by the hand and led her to the front door.  Tillie’s heels clicked on the tile every step of the way.  Then, after opening the door, in one swift move Tillie was ushered out into the early evening air.

Just like that, Tillie found herself standing outside on the front porch.  The door slammed behind her.  Then she heard a loud voice from inside.

“And you can stay out!”

It had happened so fast that it took Tillie a moment before she realized that she was standing in her maid uniform outside the house for the first time ever.  There was still enough daylight to see clearly.  Panic immediately set in.  What if somebody saw her?  What would she do then?

She looked around.  The nearest house was far enough way that even if she was seen she wouldn’t be recognized. She looked back at her own house. There was no sign that Debbie had changed her mind.

Tillie couldn’t just stand there.  She had to do something.  Then she realized that she had always thought that she could pass for a girl.  The further she could get away from the house, the less chance there would be that anybody would recognize her.

But it wasn’t that simple. She didn’t have her cell phone, she had no money, and she had no identification.  All she had were the clothes that she was wearing.  She wished that she hadn’t tried so hard to look feminine.  She was dressed like a domestic maid from her uniform, apron, and cap, all the way down to her stockings, panties, and padded out bra.  Nobody could possibly mistake her for anything else.

Dressing like a real maid had always been erotic fun.  But now, she was absolutely terrified.  She had never thought that she would find herself out in the world appearing like a domestic maid servant to anyone who might come across her.

She didn’t have very many viable options available to her.   So she decided that her best bet was to walk to the garment shop. If she was lucky, maybe she could find something less feminine to wear there.  Perhaps a pantsuit, or maybe jeans and a boyish blouse.

She reasoned that she had to go at night when the shop was empty.  She had to find something to wear, because she couldn’t possibly let anyone at the shop see her dressed like a maid in the light of day.

The ladies at the shop had always teased her about working in a dress shop, so she could never live down making an appearance in a maid uniform.  Not in front of a shop filled with female workers!  They would tease her unmercifully, and they would never let her forget it.

If she could change clothes at night, then she could see Mrs. Longing, her manager, in the morning.  Then, perhaps she could get an advance on her paycheck from Mrs. Longing, and then get things settled after that.

It would take hours to walk to the garment shop.  By then, it would be dark.  Perfect.  She stepped off the porch and headed towards town.

It didn’t take long before she lamented wearing her heels.  Her black patent heels were perfect for pretending to be a prim and proper domestic maid, but they were a poor choice for walking down a dirt road.  She wanted to just take them off, but she decided that would probably make things worse.  So instead, she walked slowly, taking care with every step not to turn an ankle.

It would be a long, slow walk into town.


Chapter 9.  Uber Driver

The Uber driver was already regretting taking the job.  He didn’t normally work so far outside of the city.  His buddies had pulled this sort of thing before so he was suspicious.  A big fare, a huge tip, a long drive, and then a gag.  This time he was ready for it.

It had been a nice twist that had sucked him in.  A lady had called.  Sexy voice.  Nice touch, guys.  They probably slipped a few bills to a girl at the bar to get her to make the call.

The sexy voice had said to pick up a maid named Tillie.  The catch was that the maid was supposed to be walking down a remote dirt road well out of town.  Yeah, right.  But you never know.  It had been a slow day.  No sense in not giving it a try.

That’s how he found himself driving down a road in the middle of nowhere, with the sun slowly setting on the horizon.  He stopped the car and took the driver side window down.  There wasn’t a sound except for the early crickets.  Maybe a few frogs too.  No way that this was for real.

He was just about to turn his car around when he saw her walking towards him.  He couldn’t believe it.  A lone woman walking out there in the twilight.  Seemed rather dangerous to him.  He looked closer.  Now there’s something you don’t see every day out in such a remote place.  A maid!

He grinned.  This was for real!  An actual damsel in distress.  Who would think?  He slowly drove up next to the girl and stopped his car.  Not only had he found his rider, she was a real looker.

“Are you maid Tillie?”

He was immediately angry at himself.  It was not a very good opening line.  How many maids could there possibly be out here by themselves?  His eyes took in the sexy girl.  Nice boobs, long legs, short hair, a maid uniform with apron and cap.  She was agreeably made up with pretty pink lips.  No doubt about it.  An Uber driver’s wet dream come true!

An amorous thought went thru his mind.  Should he pick her up, or should he fuck her right here on the side of the road? He gave her a lecherous grin.

The maid took a step back from the car.

Tillie didn’t need this. She couldn’t mistake that look.  It was bad enough that she had been thrown out of Debbie’s house, now she had some guy hitting on her.  Did this always happen to women?  Tillie felt naked in her uniform dress.  Oh no!  The guy was checking out her legs! She was about to walk away when the driver spoke up again.

“I’m from Uber.  A Miss Ravenwood sent me to find you.”

Tillie stopped.  Miss Ravenwood?  Her mother-in-law?  Bless her heart!  The woman was going to save her!  Tillie had thought that she was going to spend the whole night walking in her heels.  What a break.  She really had no idea what she would have done when she got to town.  Probably try to get inside the garment shop, but that wouldn’t have helped much anyway.   All they had there were women’s clothes.  She had no money, no phone, no nothing.  On top of that, all she had was the maid uniform that she was in. She was dressed like a woman!

At least the driver was buying her look.  That way she didn’t have to explain anything.  That would have been embarrassing.  She always thought that she made a convincing woman.  Now she knew for sure. 

The driver had stepped out of the car, and he had opened the back door for her to get in.  He was giving her a big hungry smile.  The kind of smile that would make a real girl nervous.  The kind of smile that Tillie wanted absolutely no part of.

She tried to act the way any woman might act under such circumstances.  Yeah, like women often find themselves on deserted back roads at dusk.  Certainly not the smart ones.  She smiled back, and gently lowered herself into the car, trying to maintain a bit of modesty in her dress by slowly swinging her legs into the car the way she had seen countless women do so before.

She felt objectified doing it.  The driver stared at her legs while she did the womanly maneuver.  He didn’t even attempt to hide his interest.  Now Tillie knew exactly how women felt.

The driver continued to grin at her before closing the door and getting back into the car.


Chapter 10.  Benevolence

The drive to Suzette’s was long and uncomfortable.  Tillie had only been to Suzette’s home once before, for the wedding. The marriage to Debbie had taken place in a magnificent garden that was in the back of the estate.  Tillie remembered that the mansion was on the other side of town, and that it was even much bigger than the huge home that Debbie had.

The driver had been checking Tillie out in the rearview mirror every step of the way.  First Tillie crossed her arms over her breasts.  Why did she have to have such full breast forms?  Then he readjusted his rearview mirror.  After that, Tillie found herself with her hands folded in her lap trying to keep him from seeing too much leg.  She didn’t want to do anything to lead him on.  That would make things worse than they already were.  The driver continued to hungrily leer at her anyway.

When they finally arrived, Tillie was glad to be done with the Uber driver.  He had left her on the circular drive, steps away from the front door.  She saw him still gawking at her legs while he drove away.  What a jerk.  Tillie had never felt so objectified before in her life.  She wondered how women ever put up with such things.  Well, the joke was on him!

Approaching the front door, Tillie realized that this would not be easy. Other than the Uber driver, no one had ever seen Tillie before.  But all she had were the clothes that she was wearing.  She would have to present herself to Suzette just the way she was, and to endure the embarrassment that was sure to follow. She had no other choice.

Feeling very much the way she looked, shy and timid, Tillie pushed the bell and tapped gently on the door.  There was a long delay while Tillie stood fidgeting.  For no reason, she found herself smoothing her dress and apron.  Much like folding her hands in her lap, it was another womanly gesture that just came naturally when she was in uniform.  She felt silly doing it, but she had to divert her nervous energy somehow.

Then she stopped fussing when she realized that there was a camera at the front door.  She felt ridiculous that she had made such a feminine movement.  She hoped that nobody inside had seen her do it.

Finally the door swung open.  Suzette, without saying a word, pointed inside.  Glad to be indoors again, Tillie stepped inside, and stood in the foyer while Suzette closed the door.

It was only then that Tillie looked closer at the expression on Suzette’s face.  It was not a look of ridicule.  No, it was more like repulsive disapproval.    She was definitely not very happy. Tillie tried to speak.

“Thank you Suzette…”

The woman immediately slapped Tillie across the face, putting an immediate end to any opportunity for the maid to speak.

“Shut up girl!  I’ll ask if I want to hear from you.”

Tillie knew better than to respond.  She had never heard such a condescending tone from Suzette.  She had always been relatively gracious.  Tillie stood still while Suzette backed up a few steps to get a better look at the maid.  Now Suzette heaped on her mockery.

“My, my, what have we here.  What a pitiful sight you are.  If it isn’t Tillie the Maid.  A sissy girl if ever there was one.  I always knew it.  Working in a ladies’ garment shop by day, in a job my daughter found for you, and working like a domestic maid by night.  Suits you just right sissy girl.  I’ll bet that you even sit to pee.  Pussy!  How my daughter ever married such a pathetic excuse for a husband I’ll never know.  What in the world was she thinking?  I have no idea what took her so long to throw you out.  Pervert!”

There was that word again. Pervert.  Tillie had never thought of herself that way.  She had been doing chores dressed like a maid for quite a while. She liked the soft feel of the feminine fabrics against her body while she worked.  She enjoyed feeling her dress swish against her stockings. She had just thought of it all to be a harmless fetish.  She never thought of herself to be a pervert.  The word itself made her feel cheap and humiliated.  She felt her face flushing a burning red.

Tillie’s Mother-in Law continued.

“Well, Tillie, fortunately for you, I feel sorry for you.  That’s why I sent a car for you after Debbie called. A less benevolent woman would most certainly toss you out into the night.  I’m not going to do that.  But I have no time for you tonight.  You may stay here until the morning and then we’ll talk about it.”

Tillie was a bit annoyed at how Suzette had emphasized the word Tillie, but she was able to put it aside for the moment.  The thought of spending the night in one of Suzette’s guest rooms was far better than any other option that she had. She had thought that she might be forced to spend the night sleeping on the concrete floor of the garment shop.  She looked longingly at the majestic staircase that, no doubt, led to luxurious accommodations.  A guest room would hide her from her mother-in-law’s scrutiny.  A hot shower would be just the thing to soothe the day away.  Perfect.

Suzette noticed her gaze.

“Stupid girl.  You have no idea.  Follow me.”

Suzette turned and began walking towards the back of the house.  Tillie followed behind her like a lost sheep.  Tillie couldn’t believe the place.  She didn’t remember it being quite so big.  How anyone could live in such an expansive cavern was beyond imagination.  The place was a huge relic of a bygone era.  Tillie realized why Debbie had selected the place for their wedding.  With caterers, waitresses, and valets, everything had seemed perfect because that’s what the place was designed for.  Plenty of staff on hand was almost a necessity.

They went through the kitchen and down a narrow, dimly lit,

hallway. This part of the mansion wasn’t renovated like the rest of it had been.  Not nearly so elaborate.  With poor lighting and creaky floors, it had a much older feel to it.  Suzette pointed to one of three doorways.

“There are two bedrooms here with a bathroom between them.  The first room belongs to you. I left a nightgown for you on the bed.  I expect you to meet me in the kitchen in the morning.”

With that, Suzette didn’t wait for the maid to respond.  She turned and walked away, leaving the maid standing in the hallway.


Chapter 11.  Accommodations

With Suzette out of sight, Tillie slowly opened the door and peered into the bedroom.  This was not at all what she had in mind. She immediately realized what Suzette had done to her.  Suzette had put her in the servants’ quarters.  No doubt about it, this was her idea of punishment for what had happened with Debbie.  Talk about being put in your place!

The tiny room had a little bed, a vanity, a dresser, and a small closet.  There was a single lamp on the dresser that faintly glowed, but barely illuminated the room.  Suzette had left the light on for her.  Clearly Suzette had given thought to where she was going to put her guest for the night.  If she was making a point, Tillie could hardly complain.  After all, she was dressed like a domestic maid, and Debbie had literally thrown her out the front door.  It was still better than the cement floor at the garment shop.

Tillie checked out the rest of the room.  A short white cotton woman’s nightgown, trimmed in pink lace, waited for her on the bed.  She was supposed to sleep in that? Talk about adding insult to injury. The closet was empty other than a few wire hangers.  There was one tiny window with no shades.  She couldn’t see anything outside because it was too dark.

Tillie took a deep breath.  She tried to calm herself down. She had fallen quite a way from the opulence of the home she had been sharing with Debbie.  She told herself that beggars can’t be choosers.  She picked up the nightgown and went back out into the hallway.  She opened the door to the bathroom.  More disappointment.

A small sink and a commode.  There wasn’t even a shower. Just an old-fashioned tub that looked like a refugee from a long-lost era. At least Suzette had been nice enough to leave a bottle of bubble bath, a pink razor, and a comb. Did Suzette really expect her to use any of that? She didn’t realize that her mother-in-law had such a sense of humor.

Tillie felt grimy. She had worked all day and then she had walked down that dusty road.  Like it or not, she had to take a bath.  She turned on the hot water.  It was a few minutes before warm water began to come out.  Great. A lukewarm bath.  The perfect ending to the perfect day.  She looked at the bottle of bubble bath.  What the heck. Better than nothing.  She poured some of it into the tub.

The scent of the bubble bath was heavenly.  She looked at the razor.  Well, she had been dressed like a maid all day.  She quickly took the stubble off her legs.  She felt so feminine.

Once Tillie began to soak in the tub her eyes grew heavy.  Just when she was about to fall asleep, she stepped out of the tub.  After she dried herself, without thinking, she slipped into the white nightgown.  Then she was off to bed.


Chapter 12.  Stupid Girl

But Tillie did not sleep very well that night.  Instead she lay in bed staring up into the darkness, surrounded with the alluring scent of the bubble bath.  Her mind kept replaying the events of the day.  When she thought about the Uber driver, she laughed to herself.  At the time it was disturbing, but now it was humorous.  She had really fooled him.  The driver was hitting on her!  Close call.

She hadn’t slept in a nightgown before. She had always wanted to, but Debbie would have never understood.  Even though the cotton was soft, the nightgown felt strange.  She felt humiliated thinking that her mother-in-law knew what she was wearing.  In fact Suzette had deliberately made sure that she was wearing the nightie.  She found the humiliation to be erotic. Suzette often had that effect on her.

Tillie got out of bed when sunlight came through the window, shining brightly, right on the bed.  No use trying to sleep after that.  That was when Tillie realized the quandary that she was in.  All she had to wear was the nightgown she had on and her maid uniform.  What did Suzette expect her to do?

Tillie went over to the closet and opened the door.  Her uniform was the only thing hanging there.  Right where she had left it, with apron, cap, bra, breast forms, and wig on the shelf above it.  Her heels were still on the floor underneath the dress.  She felt silly.  In the light of day, the prospect of dressing like a maid seemed embarrassing.  She couldn’t present herself to Suzette naked, but she didn’t want to wear her maid uniform either.

It occurred to her to search the dresser.  Perhaps Suzette had extended a hidden kindness.  No such luck.  The top drawer was filled with plain white women’s panties.  The second drawer with plain white brassieres.  The third drawer was filled with stockings and a couple of white garter belts. The last drawer had assorted unused cosmetics stashed in it.

Tillie opted to stay with what she had on.  She closed the drawers and went out into the hallway towards the kitchen, still dressed in the plain white cotton nightgown.  Suddenly Tillie was keenly aware of the shortness of the gown.  It fell well above her knees, leaving little to the imagination.

To her surprise, Suzette was already in the kitchen. Apparently, she had gotten up early.  She was already dressed for the day in a stunning outfit that flattered her.  Of course to Tillie, everything that her mother-in-law wore was enticing.  The woman simply radiated sex, even so early in the morning.

She sat at the table, engrossed in her tablet while sipping a drink, positioned so that she could see Tillie coming in.  The lovely scent of fresh cappuccino filled the room.  Suzette looked up when Tillie approached.  She still hadn’t lost her scornful tone.

“Have you no common-sense stupid girl?  Go back and get dressed before you come in here! Right this minute!”

Tillie couldn’t believe it.  That answered that question.  Suzette wanted her back in her maid uniform!  Well, now she was just being spiteful.  Obviously Suzette was going to prolong her humiliation.  Of course she would.  Tillie decided to play along.  What harm could come from it?  Tillie quickly retreated back to her room.  If Suzette wanted her to dress like a maid, then she would dress like a maid.  Under the circumstances, Tillie had little choice.


Chapter 13.  Put On

Tillie took her uniform out of the closet.  She knew that the dress was proportioned for a woman.  She would look funny in it without her bra padded out underneath it.  She hung the dress back up and took her bra down from the shelf.  She had worn that bra while cleaning yesterday, so she didn’t really want to put it back on.  Then she had an idea.

She went over to the dresser and took another look at the brassieres.  36-D!  Her size.  She couldn’t believe her good fortune.  She stepped out of her nightgown and clipped one of the white bras on.  Perfect fit.

She decided that if she had to dress for Suzette, then she should just go all the way.  She opened a package of brand-new stockings.  They were back-seamed, quite sexy!  She put on a garter belt, and sat down on the bed to pull up the stockings, before standing up and attaching them to the garter straps.

She stood and looked over her shoulder at her legs in the full-length mirror that was on the back of the bedroom door.  Her seams weren’t straight.  She sat back down and took her stockings off, before trying again.  She had never realized how tricky it could be to wear back-seamed stockings.  How did women ever do it?

Her first couple of attempts weren’t even close, but eventually she had the technique down.  The full-length mirror really helped her to get her seams straight.  She liked the fancy look.  The simple seam down the back of her legs flattered her legs and made her feel sexy and that much more feminine. 

When Tillie began to slip her breast forms into her bra, she began to get that feeling again.  She was always turned on by the soft sensations of feminine lingerie. She was already feeling quite servile.

Then she took a closer look at the panties in the top drawer.  After all, a girl should have panties that match her bra.  More good luck, also in her size.  She quickly slipped into a fresh pair of panties.  She couldn’t help but notice that the panties, along with the bras, had been scented with a lovely perfume.  How absolutely delightful!

Having put herself in lingerie, she slipped into her maid dress.  Once she had her dress back on, she caught a glimpse of herself in the vanity mirror. Why not?  She took a deep breath and then went back to the dresser and took out a fresh lipstick, blusher, and eye shadow.

These cosmetics were a bit different than what she was used to wearing.  Beige wasn’t what she typically had on hand. Tillie was partial to pink.  But why not?  After she applied them, she liked the look.  Modest, demure, not very flashy. Very much like a real woman.

Now in apron, cap and heels, Tillie made her way back to the kitchen where Suzette was patiently waiting for her.

This time, Suzette put her tablet down right next to her coffee cup. Clearly more pleased than she had been before, she gave Tillie a little smile.

“Tillie, that’s much better.  That’s what I expected from a girl who straightened out her apron before she came in my front door.”

Tillie’s face flushed.  Suzette had reviewed camera footage from when she arrived.  That must have been what she was viewing on her tablet.

Tillie wondered what Suzette had thought seeing her fussing with her apron and dress, smoothing them out like a nervous maid servant trying to make a good first impression on her employer.

No use worrying about it. It was too late now anyway.  Suzette continued to smile while she gazed at the maid.  She had a far-off look in her eyes, like she was daydreaming. 

Tillie had no idea what the woman could possibly be thinking.


Chapter 14.  Predicament

The maid moved closer.  She reached to pull out a chair before Suzette stopped her.

“I didn’t say that you could sit girl.  Stand at attention while I speak to you.”

Tillie decided that she had enough.

“Suzette, this has gone…”

“SILENCE!”

Tillie had no idea that Suzette could shout that loud.  She had a commanding voice, but she had never raised it to that degree.  Tillie immediately stepped away from the table and stood back like a chastised maid who had been firmly put in her place.  The submissive gesture was accompanied with a tingle of pleasure.

“That’s better.  You had better listen carefully Tillie.  You’ll address me respectfully with Miss Ravenwood from now on.  My staff has always addressed me that way.  Do you understand me girl?”

Tillie was somewhat stunned by the tone of the conversation. Miss Ravenwood kept calling her girl.  She found her tone to be demeaning, but somehow she was turned on by it.  She managed to mumble a reply.

“Yes Miss Ravenwood.”

Her face flushed with the response.  Was there no end to the humiliation?

Miss Ravenwood continued.

“That’s much better girl.  My junior maid left me last week.  You’ll be stepping in for her.  I must say, that you’ll have big heels to fill, she was a good maid.”

Tillie summoned the courage to ask a question.  She surprised herself with a timid little voice.

“Miss Ravenwood, you want me to become your maid?”

She could barely form the sentence.  Where did this crazy idea come from?

Miss Ravenwood smiled.  The poor thing was clueless.

“That’s right.  You’ll work right here.  You’ll be my housekeeping maid.  You’re certainly dressed for the part, don’t you think?”

In spite of her arousal at the idea, Tillie found her voice, and managed to mount a modest protest.  She surprised herself with how timid she sounded.

“I can’t, I won’t!”

Miss Ravenwood smiled.  Now she spoke confidently.

“Of course you can dear, and you will.  Perhaps you don’t understand the situation.  Let me explain it for you.  You have been tossed out of my daughter’s home with only the clothes of a domestic maid on your back.  You have no money, no phone, and no employment.”

No employment?  Tillie’s lips began to form a question before she was interrupted.

“Oh, you didn’t know?  Sweetie, I own the ladies garment shop where you have been employed. I was the reason that you got the job in the first place.  It was my suggestion.  Debbie approved.  I sincerely doubt that with your lack of qualifications that anybody else would hire you.

By the way, Tillie the Maid was my idea too. I knew a sissy girl when I saw one.  I’ve been dressing you up for your little game all along.  I’m glad you like it.  You didn’t think that we would notice the missing uniforms, did you?  I have to say, you look quite, domestic in the uniform.  It suits you well.”

She gave a little chuckle before continuing.

“I called yesterday.  I talked with Mrs. Longing, your manager, at the shop.  Your employment has been terminated.  Not only that, but while you are standing here, Debbie is contacting our attorney.  There’s nothing for you to do.  You will be legally divorced by the end of the week.  I might add, that you will also be penniless.  Thank goodness Debbie agreed to the prenuptial.  That was my suggestion too.  I know a gold digger when I see one.

So Tillie, sweetie, you are in quite a predicament.  You have no place to go, and no resources of your own.  You don’t even have identification, other than that pretty uniform that says Tillie the Maid on it.

So I suggest that you take me up on my generous offer.  I have a cook, and I need a junior maid.  You may fill the position if you want.  Otherwise, you are free to go.  Don’t let the door hit your pretty ass on the way out.  Well, what’s it going to be girl?”


Chapter 15.  Common Sense

Tillie thought for a moment.  How humiliating.  Her mother-in-law seemed to know everything about her little game.  She had been dressing her for it all along!  Yet, Miss Ravenwood was right.  She had no options.  The idea of going out penniless into the world dressed in a maid uniform was too embarrassing to even contemplate. What would she do then?  What could she do?

Common sense prevailed.  She was resigned to her fate, at least for the time being. Just until she could figure things out.

“Okay, I’ll stay.”

“Is that how you address your superior?  You can do better than that.  Plus, I want an apology.”

“I’m sorry Miss Ravenwood.  I’ll stay.”

Now Suzette wanted to have a bit of fun.

“That’s an apology?  You’ll stay? What does that mean?”

Tillie’s face flushed a deeper red.  Miss Ravenwood wasn’t making this very easy.

“I’m sorry Miss Ravenwood.  I would like to stay here, and I would like to be your maid.”

Suzette shook her head.

“It’s too late for that.  I don’t usually take in impoverished maids.  If you were a decent maid you wouldn’t be penniless.  Not only that, but typically I require references for every hire.  In this case, I know better than to ask.  I doubt you’ve even been formally trained.  The last thing I need to do is to hire an unskilled maid.  I do have my standards.  Now you’ll have to beg me to stay.”

Tillie trembled with erotic excitement.  She never could resist an authoritative woman, and Miss Ravenwood was saying all of the right things.  Tillie lowered her eyes in submission to the dominant woman.

“I’m so sorry Miss Ravenwood that I’ve offended you. Please, I beg of you, please allow me to stay and to be your maid.”

Suzette had an idea.

“A proper curtsy would help me decide.”

Tillie only thought for a second.  It was almost a reflex. She dipped a little curtsy for Miss Ravenwood.  How humiliating that had been.  But if that would keep her off the street, then she could curtsy to her mother-in -law.  The gesture caused her face to burn with humiliation, accompanied by a tingle of pleasure.

For Suzette, this was far too amusing.  She was humiliating her daughter’s former husband beyond anything that she could have possibly ever imagined.  Tillie was so submissive that she made no real effort to resist being treated like a worthless maid.  What good fortune!  Suzette decided that it must be the uniform.  So be it.  Just one more step.  She wanted to make sure that the new maid never forgot who was actually in charge in her household.

She pushed her chair away from the table.  Tillie got her first real look at how her new employer was attired.  Suzette was wearing a ruched nylon dress that flattered her curves, and showed plenty of her gorgeous legs.  Her legs were flawless in sheer stockings, crossed in a feminine manner.  She dangled a heel right in front of the maid.

“I’ll think about it Tillie.  Perhaps if you came over here, knelt down, and licked my heels, I might consider keeping you.  But only if you show me enthusiasm, and only if you do a good job of it.  Well?”

She stared blankly at the maid.  Would Tillie actually do that?  It was a defining moment.  Would the sissy maid bow to her demand?  Or would she refuse to humiliate herself like that?

Tillie could hardly contain herself.  She had always dreamed of prostrating herself at Miss Ravenwood’s feet.  Miss Ravenwood had stated it so matter-of-fact.  Doesn’t every maid lick the heels of her superior?  Tillie was in an erotic daze.  She felt her feet move, though she had no idea why they did.  Then she knelt before her new employer and gently began to lap at the feminine heel that had been so elegantly offered to her.

Miss Ravenwood was wearing an intoxicating perfume that filled Tillie with unfulfilled lust.  So close to those beautiful legs, for the first time ever, and all she could do was lap at her heels!  Miss Ravenwood interrupted her thoughts.

“Now the other one dear.”

Miss Ravenwood uncrossed her legs, giving Tillie a glimpse of garter straps, lace stocking tops, and frilly panties, before crossing them again, and presenting her other heel for worship.  Tillie immediately began to reverently lick the second heel.

Suzette allowed the degradation to go on for a few moments while she enjoyed dominating the sissy.  It’s not often that a woman gets to humiliate her daughter’s ex-husband like that. She felt like it was a real treat to force the sissy to shame herself in such a demeaning fashion.

She regretted that she hadn’t thought to have her cell handy for pictures so that she could enjoy the priceless moment over and over again.  She could have even shared the display of female superiority with her friends at the club.  She would be the envy of all of her friends if they saw her new sissy domestic at work.  Oh well.  Certainly there would be more opportunity to flaunt her newfound authority.

Of course she had much more in mind for her new toy.  How wonderful to have a submissive sissy maid at her disposal!  Such a wonderful indulgence.  She would teach the sissy maid a lesson that the girl would never forget. It would be delicious entertainment to do so.

She hadn’t decided yet if she should let Debbie in on the game.  Her daughter was a bit of a prude, not one who could fully appreciate dominating a sissy maid.  If only her daughter could see her ex now!  She gave a little laugh at the thought.  Poor Debbie.  She could never appreciate the opportunity that Tillie had presented her with.

Finally Miss Ravenwood decided that she had enough pleasure from the hapless maid.  No need to overdo things.  Best to save a little humiliation for later.  Such indulgence should be savored.  There would be plenty of time for more debauchery.

“That’s sufficient Tillie. You may stay employed here for the moment.  You will be a full-time maid working for room and board.  You will stay in the servant’s quarters, and I will see to it that you receive proper training. Do your best dear, because you will be disciplined for sloppy work.

Oh, and don’t worry.  I’ll have your clothes brought over.  Now you are to go to the laundry room at the back of the kitchen.  There’s a week’s worth of laundry back there for you to take care of.  Oh, and polish your shoes.  They’re a disgrace.”

“Yes Miss Ravenwood.”

The maid couldn’t get up fast enough. Then she was off to do laundry. Tillie smiled to herself.  At least Miss Ravenwood was going to have her things brought over.  She wouldn’t have to stay working in a maid uniform all of the time after that.  How generous!


Chapter 16.  Visit

A couple of days later, Suzette went to visit Debbie to see how she was doing.  Suzette sat on the sofa next to Debbie while they talked.  Debbie was laughing at the revelation.

“Mom, you really did it?  You turned Gavin into your housemaid?”

“Tillie, dear. I turned Tillie into my housemaid.”

Both ladies laughed before Suzette went on.

“She seems to be adequate.  She needs training though.  I’ll have that taken care of.

Debbie continued.

“I have to admit, she always was a good housekeeper.  I think that she may have finally found her true calling.”

Suzette giggled, before she moved on.

“I hope that you don’t mind, there are things here that she needs.”

“Of course, you can take everything that he, I mean she, had in her dressing room.”

Debbie was proud of herself.  If her husband wanted to be a maid, then so be it. If he wanted to humiliate himself, then so be it.  She even remembered to call the maid she. 

“Clean it right out.  I don’t want to see any of it ever again.”

Suzette smiled.  That was the response that she was hoping for.

“Good dear, because the movers will be here shortly.  I took the liberty of scheduling them.  I didn’t think that you would mind.”

“Not at all.  Glad to be done with everything that I saw up there. Disgusting.”

That’s exactly what Suzette wanted to hear.

“You won’t even have to go upstairs.  When they arrive, I’ll go up with them and I’ll take care of everything.  So honey, how are you doing now that you’re in this big home all by yourself.”

“Honestly Mom, I’m enjoying myself.  There’s even a guy at work who took me out to lunch.  He invited me to dinner tonight.  His name is Seth Blithe.  I think he likes me.  He’s a real hunk.”

Suzette nodded her head.

“I’m glad you’re moving on. You probably should make it legal before you see too much of Seth.  Do you have all the paperwork for the divorce?”

“Right here.  I signed everything.”

“Great.  You’ve done your part.  I’ll see to it.  No need for you to get involved anymore.”

Debbie took papers off the side table and gave them to Suzette.  Just then there was a knock at the front door.  Suzette stood up, papers in hand.

“Movers are here.  Don’t worry, I’ll take care of everything.”

Suzette had the movers follow her upstairs to the main bedroom.  From there, she directed the guys to do exactly what she wanted them to do.


Chapter 17.  Tillie’s Wardrobe

Tillie had been doing laundry when the movers brought her clothes in so Miss Ravenwood had tended to things.  Tillie couldn’t wait to get out of her maid uniform and into her other clothes.  So right after cleaning up dinner dishes, and after being dismissed by Miss Ravenwood, Tillie went straight to her room to check out her closet.  She wondered how all of her things could possibly fit in the little room so she wanted to find out what it looked like.

She was surprised when she entered her room.  Nothing had changed since she had left the room early that morning.  She went straight to the closet.  Her mouth dropped open in disbelief.

Her clothes were there alright.  The other four Tillie The Maid uniforms were neatly hung, aprons, caps, and all.  Her extra pairs of heels were positioned underneath.  In a panic, she went over to the bureau to check the drawers.  All of the things that had previously been there were still there.  But no other possessions had been brought over. Surely there must be a mistake that had to be rectified immediately!

She went looking for Miss Ravenwood.  She found her upstairs in her bedchamber sitting at her vanity looking into the mirror.  She had just removed her earrings, and she was taking off her necklace.  Tillie approached her slowly, taking care to curtsy, and then she waited for Miss Ravenwood to acknowledge her appearance.  She knew better to speak unless given permission.   That had been made abundantly clear to her.

“What is it girl?  Can’t you see that I’m busy?  Well?  Speak up, I don’t have all evening.”

“Miss Ravenwood, I think that there’s been a mistake.”

Miss Ravenwood seemed concerned.  She turned away from the vanity mirror, and looked straight at the maid.

“Oh, what sort of mistake?”

“My closet, my clothes, they aren’t there.”

Miss Ravenwood smiled.

“Are there not four uniforms in your closet?”

“Yes, but….”

Miss Ravenwood interrupted the maid.

“What more do you need girl?”

Tillie realized what was happening. She would never see her other things again.  At least not while she was employed by Miss Ravenwood.  She looked down at the floor.  Her eye caught a glimpse of her own legs, looking quite feminine in her taupe back seamed stockings.  The feminine image reminded her of her situation.  She had been placed in the role of a female maid, and Miss Ravenwood was seeing to it that she stayed that way.  The notion spoke to her craving for sexual submission.

Miss Ravenwood interrupted Tillie’s thoughts.

“I thought so.  You’ve all you need girl.  Since you are here, you may pour me a bath.  Wait by the tub, I’ll be there in a minute.  Then you can help me get undressed.”


Chapter 18.  Bath Time

The tub had filled, and the scented bath beads that Tillie had taken the initiative to add filled the room with a lovely feminine fragrance.  Tillie stood at attention waiting for Miss Ravenwood.  She certainly took her time.  It seemed like hours before the woman finally appeared.

Miss Ravenwood stepped in front of the maid and then turned around.  Tillie just gazed at her beautiful mother-in-law, allowing her imagination to run wild.  For just a second, she wasn’t the maid.  She was Gavin Stillwell, about to make love to a gorgeous woman.

Miss Ravenwood interrupted her thoughts.

“Well, don’t just stand there girl, help me undress!”

Tillie had dreamed many times of a moment like this.  She had mentally undressed Miss Ravenwood often since the day she had first met her.  Now her dream was about to come true.  Standing in such close proximity, the perfume that the elegant woman wore was intoxicating.  Tillie could barely contain her lust.

Tillie’s hand was shaking when she unzipped Miss Ravenwood’s dress.  She let the dress fall to the floor, leaving Miss Ravenwood standing in her lingerie.  The stunning woman carefully stepped over her dress.  Realizing her position, Tillie scooched down and picked up the dress, before hanging it up.

After that, Tillie slipped Miss Ravenwood’s heels off and set them aside.  Then she slid Miss Ravenwood’s panties down, before fumbling with the garter tabs that held her stockings in place.  The maid slipped stockings off before attempting to unclip Miss Ravenwood’s bra.  Finally she assisted the woman out of her bra, setting her alluring breasts free.  

Suzette turned towards the maid, revealing full frontal nudity to her servant.  Their eyes met for a twinkling before Tillie looked down at Miss Ravenwood’s perky breasts.  Tillie’s eyes grew wide.  Her mouth watered with eager lust.

Miss Ravenwood put one finger under the maid’s chin and lifted her head up until the maid was looking her in the eye again.  She could see the hunger in Tillie’s eyes.  How could she not?  She enjoyed the teasing moment.

“If you were a real man, you’d know precisely what to do.  But you, my dear, are a real pussy, just a pathetic sissy maid.  That dress becomes you, I hope that you enjoy it, because you’ll be wearing it for a long time.  You may only look, sweet sissy, but never touch.  You are dismissed girl.”

Miss Ravenwood gave a hearty laugh, then turned towards the tub.  Tillie’s eyes stayed fixed on her while she moved away from the maid.

The dazzling woman was everything that Tillie thought she would be.  So close, yet so far! The maid tried desperately, without success, to divert her eyes while the naked woman stepped into the tub, her beauty quickly submerged beneath the bubbles in the scented water.  Then Tillie gathered up her clothes, still warm from the body of the ravishing beauty, and then she left Miss Ravenwood to her bath.

Suzette watched the maid while she left the room.  From the back, Tillie looked just like any other female maid. A nice sharply pressed dress, white apron strings tied in a bow, pretty legs in stockings, and black patent heels.  A vision of womanhood.   Miss Ravenwood had always wanted to play sex games with her son-in-law.  She always wanted a personal maid too.  Now she had them both.  She was in charge, and she could do whatever she wanted to do with her new maid.

She had plans for such a submissive sissy.  She giggled to herself with the thought.


Chapter 19.  Sweet Belinda

A few days later, Suzette brought in Belinda to work with her new maid.  Belinda was a young college coed who was working towards becoming a makeup artist.  She was doing makeovers on the side in order to help fund her schooling.  Suzette had been told by her friend, Estelle Habbershab, that Belinda had a way with sissy maids. Apparently she had experience with some of the boys she had “borrowed” for use in her dorm. 

Currently, Belinda was employed part-time by Estelle.  Suzette had hired her to come in a few times to work with Tillie.  There was no need for Belinda to return to her dorm.  She had agreed to stay on in a guest room until Suzette was satisfied with her new maid.  Belinda arrived with several pieces of luggage that her Uber driver brought in. He had set them down in the entrance foyer.  Belinda came highly recommended from Estelle.

Suzette thought that a recommendation from Estelle was about the best recommendation possible.  Estelle owned the Habbershab Pony Ranch that was just down the road.  Suzette had a long-time relationship with Estelle, so she knew what kind of things went on at that ranch.  The fact that Belinda did work at the ranch was more than enough to satisfy Suzette with her credentials.

Tillie had been working in the laundry room when Belinda came in.  So she was surprised to see both women waiting for her in the entrance foyer when she was summoned with the tinkle of the little serving bell.

Tillie stood at attention in front of the two ladies with her eyes lowered.  She was extremely embarrassed to be seen by yet another woman while dressed in her maid uniform, so she tried not to look at Belinda.  Suzette did the introductions.

“Tillie, this is Belinda.  I’ve brought her in to work with you today.  She’ll be in charge of training you.”

Tillie glanced quickly at Belinda.  The young woman was certainly attractive.  Her red dress flattered her body, giving her a confident appearance. Girls who looked like that usually knew it.  Not surprisingly, this girl oozed confidence.  Belinda turned to Suzette.

“So this is the sissy girl you spoke of?  I see that she has no manners.  I can fix that. Does she speak or is she voiceless?”

Suzette smiled.

“She’s been told not to speak unless spoken to.”

Belinda grinned.

“Better that she doesn’t speak.  I’ve plans for the girl.  She doesn’t look like a sissy girl. She’s more like a shy young girl.  I want to be sure.  Let’s have a look.”

Belinda turned to Tillie.

“Girl, lift your dress and lower your panties.  Let’s check out what you’ve got.”

Tillie looked puzzled at the command.  She looked to Miss Ravenwood for help. Belinda spoke again, this time in a terse tone with a sharp tongue.

“I won’t ask again.  Lift your dress girl, and lower your panties!”

Tillie was clearly shy about obeying, but she lifted her dress with one hand.  While the ladies watched, she pulled her white panties down with her other hand.  It immediately became apparent that the sissy maid enjoyed her humiliation. Her little appendage was swollen, pointing straight up as best as it possibly could.

Both ladies took a close look.  Belinda stifled a giggle.  Suzette rolled her eyes.  Tillie stood with her panties just above her knees, now holding her dress up with both hands.  She had never felt such humiliation before in her life.  Her privates were being inspected for adequacy by a strange young woman.

Yet, she waited for further instructions. She was so aroused by her humiliation that her little clitty sustained a full salute while the ladies talked.  Belinda continued, directing her comments to Suzette.

“No wonder she’s a sissy girl.  Not much there to talk about is there?  She’s even shaved bare down there like a little girl.  Imagine that.  Saves me the trouble of teaching her.  What a pussy.  I can certainly see why Debbie let her go.”

Suzette nodded in agreement.

“I’m going to leave her completely in your hands.  You may do whatever you want with her.”

“Thank you Miss Ravenwood.”

Suzette was curious.

“Have you thought about what plans you have for her?”

“Absolutely.  I think that you are right in wanting to turn her into a charming French maid.  I have always wanted to work with a French maid.  Now that I’ve seen her, she will do perfectly.  I’ll be turning her into a cute thing.  You won’t even recognize her in a month.”

Suzette gave a laugh.

“Looking forward to it.  That should do.  Any other questions Belinda?”

Suzette looked at Belinda for an answer.  Belinda gave a devious grin.

“Not a question, but a statement. I think that it is important for the new maid to understand the new pecking order here.  Give me a minute and I’ll make my point.

Tillie stayed in position, still holding her dress up, while Belinda went down the hallway towards the kitchen.  Suzette stayed behind and waited with Tillie for Belinda to return.


Chapter 20.  Her Place

A few minutes later, Belinda came back.  She brought a wooden kitchen chair with her.  She put it down next to Tillie before reaching into one of her suitcases and pulling out a wooden paddle.  Then Belinda sat down on the chair and smoothed the hem of her dress up, revealing more leg, before speaking.

Tillie knew exactly what was coming her way. She felt a little twitch of excitement in her stiff rod.  She was ashamed that she felt the way that she did. She hoped that none of the ladies had noticed.

Belinda spoke up.

“I think that every new maid needs to learn her place.  I also think that she should be punished for letting down her previous employer.  Girl, over my lap.”

She tapped her lap with the paddle.  Tillie’s eyes pleaded for mercy.  Belinda smiled at the excitement that the maid was displaying.

“Judging by her excited little clitty, I’d say that she can’t wait to have her backside tanned.  That’s good.  It will make training her that much easier.”

The ladies laughed while Belinda pulled the maid over her lap.  Belinda smiled at the image of the upraised bottom, framed by a white garter belt, that was positioned perfectly over her lap.

“The girl has a nice ass.  It could use a little color.”

With that, the paddle came down with a loud smack.  The maid kicked her legs in response to the sudden stinging sensation that spread quickly over her left buttock cheek.  The maid’s bottom quickly reddened from the whack.  The first swat was immediately followed by a second that struck the other cheek.  It too turned a magnificent shade of red.  Belinda stopped in order to allow the stinging to settle in.

Belinda smiled.

“Wow, look at that pretty shade of red!”

Suzette responded.

“I had been told that you really know how to spank a naughty bottom.  I can see that you surely know what you are doing.”

A couple more smacks followed, left first, then right, followed with a momentary pause.  Belinda had a big grin on her face.  The sissy girl wasn’t even attempting to resist. She fidgeted a bit, kicked her legs below her knee, but she made no real effort to evade the paddle. Total submission. Perfect.

Another couple of rapid-fire smacks landed, followed again by a pause.  Tillie’s bottom was burning.  She hadn’t felt a sensation like that since she was a teen.  Her mind wandered to another place, and another time.

She hadn’t felt anything like that since her older sister held a party the weekend her mother was out of town.  Tillie remembered everything.  How could she forget?  That was the weekend that Tillie came to be hooked on wearing women’s clothing.

The guests at the party were all girls.  They insisted on playing dress-up with Tillie.  When she refused, one of her sister’s girlfriends decided to give Tillie a spanking.   It took three girls to drag Tillie across her knee, but after a brief struggle, her pants were taken down and she was paddled on her bare bottom. The girls all roared with laughter while she was spanked into submission.

Tillie’s thoughts were momentarily interrupted with a couple more brisk smacks to her throbbing bottom.  Then she continued remembering.

After the spanking, the girls had dressed Tillie up in a little black skating dress. Then they added one of her mom’s aprons.  Tillie then spent the rest of the evening waiting on the girls like a domestic maid.

The next day her sister put her to work cleaning house, again dressed like a maid, while her sister talked on the phone with her friends. It had been both erotic for her, and humiliating for her, both at the same time.

The memory combined with the sting on her bottom, caused Tillie to thrust her hips into Belinda’s lap.  The soft nylon of Belinda’s stockings felt delightful against her firm erection.  Belinda immediately felt the movement and drew attention to it.

“Look at that! The slut is humping my lap!”

Naturally, that made Belinda angry.  She began a vigorous assault on the maid’s upraised bottom, with smack after smack alternating between cheeks in swift succession.  Finally, the pain on her bottom overwhelmed the maid.  She slumped over Belinda’s lap in total submission.  She didn’t kick or buck in any way while Belinda put the finishing touches on Tillie’s heated flesh.


Chapter 21.  Red Bottom

When Belinda finally let the maid up, she stood for just a moment in front of Suzette and Belinda.  Belinda took one look at the shriveled remnants of what had previously been a full-blown erection before she burst out laughing.

“Look at that!  Have you ever seen such a tiny little thing before?”

Suzette moved in front of Tillie to get a good look.  She laughed too, before giving Tillie instructions to stand in the corner, nose pressed into the wall, dress raised, with panties down.  She sternly told the maid that if she made any effort to rub her bottom that she would go back over Belinda’s knee for another round of discipline.

Having had her fill of amusement, Suzette went off to her study to check the market.  Belinda stayed behind with the chastised maid.  Just then, there was a knock at the front door.  Tillie continued to stand in the corner, only a few feet from the front door, while Belinda went to see who was at the door.

From the corner, Tillie could hear the female voice of a delivery woman.  She casually spoke with Belinda while the package was signed for.

With her nose in the corner, the maid couldn’t see what was going on just behind her.  The female delivery driver had stepped into the foyer, and she had taken a good look at Tillie’s red backside.

The driver had made deliveries to the mansion before, so she knew that there were female maids employed there.  Viewing the maid from the back, she had no idea that she had witnessed anything other than a female maid having been punished for an unknown transgression.  She had put her hand to her mouth to suppress a giggle, before she gave a thumbs up to Belinda, and then she went on her way.

After the delivery woman left, Belinda went to Suzette’s study to give her the package.  Suzette said that the package was actually for Belinda to assist her in working with Tillie.

Belinda excitedly opened the box.  She was completely amazed when she saw the contents.

First she pulled out a box marked “Silicone vagina.” She carefully read the back of the package.

“This silicone vagina is cost-effective and very popular with crossdressers. It looks like a real female vagina, and will most certainly make you look and feel like a woman.

This silicone vagina comes with a penis tube and an open hole in the rear for use whenever needed in the ladies’ room, and also with a vaginal tube for sexual intercourse in the bedroom.  In short, you can easily do your daily things while remaining as comfortable as being naked when wearing this silicone vagina.”

The next item out of the box was a strap-on harness.  The leather device came with three different sized dildos, ideal for teaching a novice all about pegging.

There was also a blonde wig.  Belinda held it up to gauge the length.  It would easily fall right to a girl’s shoulders.

Finally, there was a bondage package, complete with black arm and leg cuffs, leather collar with metal ring, black leather blindfold, and a black dildo gag. There was also rope and chains included, to “bring it all together.”

Suzette smiled.

“I thought that you would like to have a few extra toys to play with.”

Belinda grinned.

“I’ll put them all to good use.”

Belinda couldn’t have been more pleased.  Now she was prepared with a few more of the things that she needed to begin transforming Tillie into a sweet French Maid.  It’s not like she wasn’t already well equipped to do the job, but more can always be so much more fun!

Suzette talked some more with Belinda.  It would be an hour or so before Belinda returned to the foyer to let Tillie out of the corner.  All the while, Tillie stood obediently, desperately wanting to rub the sting out of her bottom.

But she made no effort to do so.


Chapter 22.  Oui Madame

Belinda had Tillie turn around, but she stood holding her dress up with her panties still down.

“Stupid girl, why are you still showing yourself?  What a slut!  Pull your panties up and smooth out that dress!”

Tillie didn’t have to be told twice.  Pulling her panties up over her tingling bottom only served to make her bottom burn even more, but at least she was covered up.  Tillie desperately wanted to speak up, but she restrained herself.  Belinda observed closely while the maid smoothed her dress and then her apron before speaking.

“Now then, I will make a decent French maid out of you.  That’s what Miss Ravenwood wants, and that is what she will get.”

Of course Suzette had never said anything about a French maid.  It was solely Belinda’s idea, but Tillie didn’t know that.  Tillie began to form a word, but Belinda immediately put an end to that.

“Silence girl!  You will only speak when spoken to.  Beginning right this instant, you will only speak French.  The French language is so feminine, you’ll sound adorable. You’ll find that it even raises your voice a bit, so you’ll sound the way that you look.  I think that will suit you.  If I catch you speaking anything other than French, I will take you right over my knee again. I promise that next time I won’t be so lenient.

Repeat after me. Oui Madame.”

Tillie certainly didn’t want to take another trip over Belinda’s knees.  Her bottom still reminded her that she had enough of that already.  She immediately replied.

“Oui Madame.”

“Very good girl.  Now, a sweet French maid should always curtsy whenever she speaks to her superiors.  So try it again, this time be sure to curtsy like a proper French maid.”

“Oui Madame”

Tillie hesitated for a moment.  Was she really going to curtsy to such a young girl?  Curtsy to a total stranger? She couldn’t help herself.  In a most humbling movement, she dipped a curtsy, just like she had seen little girls doing on occasion.  Just like she had occasionally done in front of a mirror when she had been cleaning Debbie’s home.

“Very good Tillie.  Now pick up a couple of those suitcases and follow me.  You can come back for the rest later.  We have a few more things to do with you today.”

Belinda laughed to herself.  She had quite a sissy on her hands.  She had worked with sissy girls before, but typically they put up a fuss the first few days.  It can be particularly difficult to get them to do that first curtsy.  Not Tillie.  Imagine curtsying like a little girl because she had been told by a woman to do it! This was going to be easy.

Tillie followed her new supervisor down the hallway towards the grand stairway.  Tillie struggled a bit going up the stairs.  The suitcases were large, clearly filled to the brim, and quite heavy.  She still managed to keep her eyes focused on the beautiful woman who went ahead of her.  Belinda’s bottom swayed enticingly with each step up the stairway.

It was only when they approached the guest rooms that Tillie realized what had just happened.  Belinda had just reduced her to a two-word vocabulary.  Not only that, but she could only say yes to whatever command that was given to her.

She wanted to say something about that, but what could she possibly say?  Oui Madame?  Tillie felt so belittled, but at the moment, like it or not, she had to accept her situation.

Tillie followed Belinda into the guest room that was adjacent to Suzette’s room.  She gently set the two suitcases down just inside before she looked around the room.

Tillie was simply amazed.


Chapter 23.  Accommodations

Tillie couldn’t believe the difference between the guest bedroom and the tiny little room that she had for herself.  Belinda’s room oozed luxury. It was at least four times the size of hers, maybe even larger than that.  It had plenty of closet space, and a massive bureau for clothes.  It had an impressive vanity, and even its own private bath! There was a sitting area for relaxation.  Not to mention the huge windows with a view overlooking the lush gardens behind the mansion.  Belinda had extravagant accommodations, while Tillie was living in relative squalor.  Unbelievable!  The maid wanted to say something, but she caught herself.  What could she possibly say, other than Oui Madame?

Belinda wasted little time putting the maid to work.  She sat down on a cozy chair so she could comfortably supervise the maid.

“Move the suitcases over next to the bed.  Then you can unpack them for me.”

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.

Tillie hadn’t even thought about her curtsy when she did it.  Now her face flushed red at the realization that this young girl was not only ordering her around, she was shaping her behavior.

Tillie spent the next few hours unpacking suitcases and carefully putting Belinda’s clothes away.  It took two more trips by Tillie back down to the foyer to get all of the suitcases that Belinda had brought with her.

Belinda had the maid carefully hang her things in the closet, and gently fold the lingerie that went in the drawers.  Belinda was particular about every garment.  If it wasn’t folded correctly, Tillie had to fold and refold until it was done to Belinda’s satisfaction.  Dresses, skirts, slacks, and blouses, all had to be hung impeccably, spaced perfectly, so that no wrinkles could possibly occur.

Belinda was such a stickler for detail that Tillie found herself pausing to wait for instructions with each article of clothing that she pulled from the suitcases.  Then she would carefully follow directions, in an attempt to make the task go by faster.

Tillie’s patience had worn thin by the time she came to the last suitcase.  Belinda gave a sly smile while the maid unlatched the suitcase and opened it up.

Tillie had never before seen such a collection of BDSM equipment before in her life.  By the time she finished emptying the suitcase, there were two full drawers of paddles, cuffs, blindfolds, and other assorted items that Tillie wasn’t even familiar with.

When the last item was put away she turned to Belinda for instructions.  The young woman smiled.

“Return to your other duties.  I’ll see to you later.  You’re dismissed.”

Tillie cringed with humiliation, but she knew what she had to do.

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.


Chapter 24.  Tillie Redding

Tillie heard the tiny bell ring.  She immediately responded, putting down her laundry gloves, and reporting to the office where Miss Ravenwood, and another impeccably dressed woman, were comfortably seated.  When she entered the study, she bobbed a little curtsy just like Belinda had instructed her to do whenever she entered a room with a woman present.  The two ladies paid no attention to her.  So Tillie stood at attention waiting for instructions from Miss Ravenwood.

The two ladies were casually conversing about a new diner in town. Apparently there was a chocolate mousse dessert that was absolutely divine.  Finally, discussion concluded, Miss Ravenwood looked to Tillie.

“Tillie dear, this is my attorney, Miss Bernadette.  She has brought papers for you to sign.”

Miss Bernadette was sitting in front of Miss Ravenwood’s desk.  There were several sets of papers in front of her on top of the desk.  Bernadette motioned to the maid.

“Just sign your name next to the X on all pages.  No need to do any more than that.  I’ll take care of the rest.”

Tillie came forward.  Without a thought, she signed everywhere with an X with Gavin Stillwell.  Bernadette took another set of papers out of her portfolio.

“Now then Tillie, be sure to sign these with your new name.  Tillie Redding.”

The maid looked puzzled.  Miss Ravenwood glared at Tillie.

“What do you say girl?”

Tillie paused for a moment before she realized what Miss Ravenwood was asking for.  Then she reluctantly complied.

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.  Then she carefully signed Tillie Redding several times.

Bernadette gave a little giggle.

“I have to say, that’s a first for me.  A divorce decree giving everything to Miss Debra Ravenwood, a name change for a recently transitioned sissy girl, and an employment contract.  What a day!”

Tillie’s mouth dropped open.  Miss Ravenwood didn’t give her a chance to speak.

“That will be all Tillie.  You are dismissed.”

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.

The ladies laughed and giggled while Tillie slowly left the room.  She could hear Bernadette talking to Miss Ravenwood.

“She’s such a pretty girl.  You’d never know that she used to be male.  Now that she’s transitioned, is she going back to Paris?”

Tillie’s face flushed a deep red.  She didn’t wait to hear the response from Miss Ravenwood.


Chapter 25.  Miss Habbershab

Miss Ravenwood sat at her office desk.  She spoke without looking up at the maid.

“Tillie, I’ve guests coming today.  You are to treat Miss Habbershab and her assistant with utmost respect.  Do you understand me?”

“Oui Madame.” A curtsy followed.

Miss Ravenwood looked up and smiled.

“Tillie, you sound so cute.  I like what Belinda has done with you.  The curtsy is such a nice touch.  I never tire of it.  I’m becoming accustomed to the new you.  Keep it up.  Very well girl.  When they arrive, see them in.  I’ll be back in the drawing room.  We’ll have tea.  That’s all girl.”

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.

Tillie was still unaccustomed to being spoken down to like she was an inconsequential servant.  But she knew better than to protest.  At least she had a roof over her head, so she didn’t want to complain.  She would bide her time.  She had to.  She needed time to figure out how she was going to get out of this situation. Her opportunity to leave Miss Ravenwood behind would come soon enough. Then things would change.

Miss Ravenwood left Tillie to see to the arrival of her guests.  Tillie went to the entrance foyer to wait, while Suzette made herself comfortable in the drawing room.

Tillie checked her uniform. She was very uncomfortable in front of other women.  She knew that she would have to look and act the part of a female maid.  Otherwise, what if they realized who she really was?  She didn’t want the guests to mistake her for anything other than a real female maid.  She could never live that down.

She smoothed her apron.  She found it humiliating to have to do such things, but a real maid would never be caught with a disheveled uniform.  An unkempt uniform would never do. At least, after what Miss Ravenwood had said, she felt like she looked the part well enough to pull it off.

A tap at the door interrupted her thoughts.  Tillie tried her best to put a friendly smile on her face.  Definitely not easy to do under the circumstances.  She took a deep breath and swung the door open, then she carefully stepped aside so that Miss Ravenwood’s guests could enter.

All that worry was for nothing.  Two women confidently strode in without even paying mind to the maid.  Miss Estelle Habbershab was a matronly woman with an unmistakable stern disposition.  With a white blouse, black midi skirt, and black heels, she clearly meant business.  The shiny black belt at her waist accentuated her enticing figure.  Her hair was up in a bun, giving her a mature schoolmarm appearance.

She was accompanied by a much younger woman.  She was obviously some sort of a worker.  She carried a case, and made no effort to hand it to Tillie. Just as well.   She wore jeans, a faded denim blouse, and black boots that came up to her knees. Even dressed like that, Tillie could see an attractive woman hiding beneath the façade.  Her shoulder length hair and smooth milky skin made her smile that much more becoming.

The ladies knew the way to the drawing room.  Tillie reasoned that they must have previously visited Miss Ravenwood.  Tillie trailed behind them until they reached the drawing room.  Miss Ravenwood gave Miss Habbershab a welcoming hug while Tillie turned to go to the kitchen to prepare tea.

Tillie could hear the ladies talking even from the kitchen.  They were hardly shy.  They spoke in loud, boisterous, melodic tones, that floated down the hallway all the way back to the kitchen, where Tillie had everything necessary for preparing tea already at the waiting.

“Suzette, this is Willamina.  She takes care of the tack at the stable.”

“Nice to meet you Willamina.”

Tillie listened intently while she prepared the tea. They spoke in what was somewhat of a foreign language to Tillie.  Tack, billet, bit, bridle, reins, croup, colt, stallion, mare, gelding, they spoke a long list of confusing words that Tillie had no comprehension of. Eventually she gave up, thinking that it was no concern of hers anyway.  She did gather from the conversation that Miss Habbershab ran a riding stable and that Willamina was employed by Miss Habbershab.

Tillie tried to concentrate on the task at hand.


Chapter 26.  When We Are Ready

Tillie had no problem preparing tea.  Debbie had taught her how to do it properly, and she had served Debbie tea many times.  She actually enjoyed doing that kind of work.  But working alone in the kitchen was one thing.  Putting the pot, cups, and accessories on a Victorian serving cart and rolling it into the drawing room was quite another.  She had never done anything quite so formal before, and she certainly had not served when dressed up like a maid.

When she was ready, Tillie took a deep breath before slowly rolling the cart down the hallway towards the drawing room.  This was the humiliating part.  Serving three women like a lowly maid!  Tillie could feel her face flush.

The ladies were sitting comfortably while conversing like old friends.  Tillie noticed that Willamina had kept her case close by, setting it right next to the chair she was sitting in.  Tillie didn’t have time to observe much more than that.  Instead she concentrated on serving Miss Ravenwood’s guests.

Thank goodness the guests had no idea who she was. If they found out, the humiliation would be unbearable.  Tillie tried to remain calm while she poured tea, offered the snack she had prepared, and then stood back to wait for instructions.  The ladies continued talking while Tillie stood there, trying to decide what to do with her hands.

Finally, Miss Ravenwood took notice of her.

“Tillie, take the tea cart back to the kitchen. Then go to your room.  We’ll be with you when we are ready.”

What happened next took every ounce of humility that Tillie could muster.  She had to respond to Miss Ravenwood in front of her two guests.  She closed her eyes before she spoke.

“Oui Madame.”  A curtsy followed.

Since her eyes were closed, she had no idea how the two guests had reacted to her humiliation.  More the better. After that, Tillie couldn’t leave the room fast enough. Nevertheless, she still moved slowly, carefully pushing the tea cart, while trying to maintain her composure in the process.  It wasn’t easy.  She finally relaxed when she reached the kitchen.  She had pulled it off, and the visiting ladies were no wiser for it.

After she stowed the tea cart away, she went to her room like she had been directed.  It wasn’t until she stood in her room that she thought about what Miss Ravenwood had said. “We’ll be with you when we are ready.”  What did she mean by that?

Then she realized that the women were going to come to her room.  She looked at her vanity, then at her bed.  Cosmetics were spread out all over the top of the vanity.  She had forgotten to make her bed.  What a mess!  She quickly straightened everything out on the vanity.  Then she went over to the bed.  While she worked, she was confused.  Should she sit down and wait for them?  Or would that look disrespectful?

Tillie decided to stand.  She nervously finished smoothing out the bedding before she stood next to it facing the doorway.  Then she fidgeted with her hands before deciding to fold them in front of her apron.  Then she held them at her sides, before returning them to in front of her apron.

Tillie stood there waiting for what seemed like hours.  She didn’t dare move, what if the ladies came by and she wasn’t doing what she was told to do?

Finally she could hear feminine voices and the sound of heels coming down the hallway towards her quarters.  She had no idea what the ladies were going to do, but she knew that she had better show them her utmost respect.  She stood up straight, and then lowered her eyes when the voices came closer.

Willamina stepped into the room.  She still had her case with her.  Without looking at Tillie, she moved behind the maid, and put the case down on Tillie’s bed. Tillie didn’t dare look to see what Willamina was doing.  Instead she stayed at attention.

Tillie hadn’t realized how small her room really was until the women had arrived. The room was so tiny that it couldn’t accommodate all three women.  Miss Ravenwood and Miss Habbershab stood outside in the hallway, peering in, while Willamina opened the case and fussed with the contents.


Chapter 27.  Willamina

Miss Ravenwood and Miss Habbershab continued conversing out in the hallway.  It was like they had no particular interest in what Willamina was doing, but they still wanted to observe her while they talked.

Willamina stood behind the maid, and then she leaned in to speak to her.  Tillie heard Willamina’s soft voice whisper in her ear.

“Stand still sweetie.  This won’t hurt a bit.  Open your mouth for me like a good girl.”

Tillie was confused.  She opened her mouth, not to obey, but to ask what was going on.  Working from behind the maid, Willamina immediately pushed a gag into Tillie’s mouth.  Tillie’s lips formed around it, she was no longer able to close her mouth.  Muffled like that, Tillie couldn’t form a single word. She could hear the sound of a buckle being fastened behind her head.

The gag pushed close to the back of her mouth. In a moment of repulsive awareness, she realized that Willamina had silenced her with a penis gag.  She tried to spit it back out, but it had already been fastened securely in place.  While she couldn’t see Willamina, Miss Ravenwood and Miss Habbershab had clearly witnessed the phallus being shoved into place.  They didn’t even pause in their conversation or bat an eye at the image of the silenced maid.

Tillie fought off the urge to panic.  Instead she tried to breathe calmly.  It wasn’t easy.  Just when she had settled down, she felt Willamina take one of her hands behind her back. She felt something leather go around her wrist.  First one, then the other.  With a clicking sound, Tillie realized that her hands had been bound together, behind her back, at the wrists.

Her impulse was to protest.  No words came out, instead she only managed to suck on the dildo that was firmly held in her mouth.  Tillie realized that whenever she tried to talk she would be sucking cock.  Disgusting!

Miss Ravenwood and Miss Habbershab continued to calmly watch the spectacle from the doorway.   Again Willamina whispered from behind in Tillie’s ear.

“Sit down at the vanity sweetie while I work on you.”

Tillie knew that she had better obey.  She was in no position to object.  With her hands behind her back, she struggled in her heels to sit down at her vanity.  But she managed to pull it off without falling over.

With her hands behind her, she couldn’t lean back.  So she struggled to sit up straight. She sat staring at the vanity mirror.  She could see a girl in a maid uniform, gagged with a wide black leather strip that went across her mouth, with a smiling Willamina standing confidently behind her.  Willamina adjusted the maid’s hair so that it was out of the maid’s face, and then she positioned the maid’s hair behind her ears.

Tillie thought that it was nice of Willamina to do so.  Until she realized what Willamina was doing next.  With two quick pops of an ear-piercing gun, the maid in the mirror had studs in each ear.  She tried to speak, but of course she still couldn’t. Instead, she just made a sucking sound while her mouth tried to move over the phallus.  Willamina noticed that the maid was getting impatient.

“Sweetie, hold still.  We still have things to do.  If you wiggle, it will only take that much longer.  I wouldn’t want to have to spank you now, would I?”

Tillie heard the women at the doorway giggle.  Spank?  That definitely made Tillie settle down.  She couldn’t possibly endure the further humiliation of being spanked by Willamina right in front of Miss Ravenwood and Miss Habbershab. Willamina noticed the change in the maid.

“That’s better.  Things will go much easier for you if you just let me work.”

Tillie watched, wide eyed in the mirror, while Willamina lifted Tillie’s hair up so she could do something at the back of her head.  A silver Turian collar that went around Tillie’s neck came next.  The collar was hinged in front which allowed it to be put in place before being closed in back.  Willamina was busy setting it in place using a tiny little hand tool.

Once the collar was secured, Willamina sealed the closure with a liquid.  A few minutes later, Willamina stopped fussing with the collar.  Tillie could see in the mirror that it was a substantial silver metal ring that was tight to her neck.  It had a clearly visible inscription on the front. 

Ravenwood House Maid

There was small ring hanging at the front, just beneath the inscription.  Willamina smiled at her work.  Miss Habbershab commented to Miss Ravenwood.

“Suzette, wherever the maid goes she’ll be identified to be yours. She can’t possibly take the identification off, Willamina used a bonding agent on it over the screw that is actually quite permanent.”

Willamina continued with her work.  With a soft touch, she tilted the maid’s head back so that Tillie was looking up at the ceiling.  Willamina fussed with Tillie’s eyelids for what seemed like forever, before she told the maid that she was ready to glue her false eyelashes on.

Even after that, with new long lashes in place on the maid, Willamina wasn’t done. She brushed Tillie’s eyebrows with a tiny little tool before she took tweezers and began a bit of brow shaping.

Willamina whispered in the maid’s ear.

“Almost done sweetie. Just a few more steps.”


Chapter 28. Gelding

Tillie had watched while Willamina had fastened leather cuffs around her ankles.  Now she had the maid on the bed, on her back.  Her hands were secured above her head by the leather cuffs and her legs were secured wide apart.  Tillie couldn’t see what Willamina was doing, but she could hear the ladies talking.  Miss Ravenwood was speaking.

“I’m so glad that this could be done.  I’ll sleep much better at night.  Are you sure that she won’t be able to get it off?”

Miss Habbershab replied.

“Absolutely. Willamina will use a permanent bonding agent, just like on her collar. She would need a blacksmith to get them off.  I don’t think anyone has the ability anywhere near here to do the job.  Even if she found somebody, can you just imagine the humiliation?”

The ladies all laughed. Willamina picked scissors out of her case.  Then she lifted the maid’s dress before using the shears to cut the sissy girl’s panties right off.

Realizing that she had been exposed for what she was, Tillie was completely humiliated.  Then her biggest fear materialized.  She found the humiliation to be an incredible turn-on.  Her penis responded with a full-blown erection that brought more feminine laughter from Willamina.

“Look at that ladies!  She really is quite a sissy girl.  She’s turned-on by all of this!  Can you imagine that?”

From her restrained position, Tillie could only see the ceiling. But she could hear feminine laughter coming from the ladies.  Willamina continued.

“No problem, I can fix that.”

Willamina put on a pair of surgical gloves.  With a firm squeeze of exposed testicles, the erection immediately shriveled to a tiny little nubbin.  The maid let out a gasp behind her penis gag at the same time that caused her to give another suck on the faux penis.

Willamina took a metal chastity cage out of her case and held it up for the other two ladies to see.

“Full restraint, guaranteed.  She’s had her last little stiffy.  She won’t be able to have sex.  Of course she’ll have to sit to pee, that’s a given.”

There were more feminine giggles.  Tillie realized exactly what was about to happen.  She couldn’t control herself. Darn!  Her erection slowly returned.  First slowly inflating, then flopping helplessly in the air with a wiggle of excited approval.  Willamina saw the display of arousal and laughed.

“I’ve never seen such a submissive.  She’s excited about being put in chastity.”

With that she gave another squeeze, this time a bit firmer than the first time, and the penis obeyed, shriveling once again back to a harmless little nub.


Chapter 29.  Agreeable

The ladies had left Tillie in her room.  The maid was still tied to the bed.  Only now, she not only had a silver identification collar, she also had a silver cock chastity cage securing her sex.

Tillie could hear them talking while they walked down the hallway away from the servant’s quarters.  Miss Habbershab was speaking.

“Suzette I think that you’ll be quite pleased.  A sissy girl who has been put in chastity becomes very agreeable.  You most certainly will be able to sleep well at night. Constrained the way that she is, she couldn’t possibly take pleasure of a woman even if she tried.  She’s quite emasculated.”

Willamina was pleased with how things went.

“Thank you Suzette for inviting me over.  It was my pleasure.  In a few weeks I’ll come by with Stacy and we can give her riding lessons. I’m sure that she’ll enjoy that.”

Again the ladies laughed.  Willamina continued.

“Let her stay put for an hour or two so that the bonding agent is secure.  After that, everything will be quite permanent.”

Miss Habbershab took the opportunity to explain another one of the services that the stable could provide.

“Suzette, we’ll be happy to assist you as much as needed.  Stacy can provide riding lessons here. If the maid gets out of hand, you can send her over to the stable, and she’ll enjoy being immersed into a life of servitude.  We’re experienced with both sissy maids and with pony girls. It’s all up to you.”

“Thank you ladies.  I’ll give that thought.”

“Our pleasure.  Well, with that, I think that we’ll be going now.”

Miss Habbershab and Willamina walked to the front door.

Suzette gave both ladies a hug before they left.  

Suzette left her maid in her quarters for three full hours. She didn’t want to do anything to upset the bonding agent while it did its thing. She thought that the extra time in restraints would help Tillie to understand her situation much better. The thought caused Suzette to smile with smug satisfaction.

When Tillie was finally released, once Miss Ravenwood left the room, the maid quickly removed her penis gag.  Then she took a long look at herself in the vanity mirror.  She couldn’t believe the changes that Willamina had made.

Now a maid with long lashes that fluttered looked back at her.  Her newly shaped eyebrows helped her face look feminine too.  Her collar quite clearly identified her to be a Ravenwood House Maid.

Tillie stared in disbelief for a few moments before she received a sharp pain in a place where her excitement had been completely restrained.


Chapter 30.  Riding Instructor

Two weeks had gone by since Willamina had put Tillie in chastity.  Tillie had tried unsuccessfully to remove her collar and her cock restraint.  Much to her dismay, they had both been firmly bonded in place.  If she had hoped to remove them and sneak away from Ravenwood House, that hope had been dashed.  She had finally given up in frustration.  She had resigned herself to her fate.  If they were ever going to come off, Willamina would have to oversee it, and only with Miss Ravenwood’s approval.

Tillie had become accustomed to the constraint that held her sex hostage. She had no choice.  Even the slightest semblance of an erection pressed against the unforgiving steel that encircled her sex.  The unyielding steel held everything firmly in place.  It was not a pleasant feeling.

Her collar identifying her to be a maid at Ravenwood House no longer bothered her quite so much either.  What did irritate her were the two large hoop earrings that Miss Ravenwood had insisted that she wear. Every move of her head caused them to sway against her neck, making a little tinkle sound when they brushed against her silver collar.

It was Tillie’s responsibility to see to the door whenever there was a caller.  Tillie was handwashing lingerie when she heard a knock.  So she took her pink laundry gloves off and then when straight to the front entrance of the mansion.  When Tillie answered the front door, she was surprised to see that Willamina had returned to Ravenwood House.  She had brought a young girl along with her.

The young girl looked like she had just been out riding.  She wore beige jodhpurs, paddock boots, and a white skin tight sleeveless nylon blouse.  Her long chestnut hair was fixed in a pony tail that came down almost to her waist.  She was holding a black case in one hand, and a riding crop in the other.

There was a time when such a vision of feminine dominance would have excited Tillie.  But in her present condition, all she could do was tend to her duty.  The duty of a maid servant. A little pinch in a very private place served to be an unwelcomed reminder of her humble position.

The two women chatted while Tillie led them to the drawing room where Miss Ravenwood was waiting for them.  Tillie went back to her laundry duty while the ladies greeted and conversed.  Willamina made the introduction.

“Suzette, this is Stacy, she’s one of our riding instructors back at the stables. She’s here just like you requested.”

Suzette smiled.

“Nice to meet you Stacy. I’m sure that you will do an excellent job giving riding lessons.”

Suzette put a hand over her mouth to suppress a giggle.  Stacy smiled.

“I can assure you Suzette that I’m very well qualified. I’ve broken in many a stallion, so this should be easy.”

Suzette took in the youthful riding instructor. She was sure that the well-conditioned young woman would be up to the job.  No question about it.  Her thighs were muscular, undoubtedly from hours of riding at the stables.  Her face was fixed with a look of determination.  This was a young woman who could easily break a horse.

Suzette smiled again while she reached for the servant’s bell.

“We may as well get started.”

She gave the little bell a tinkle.  


Chapter 31.  Riding Lessons

Things had happened so fast that Tillie hadn’t even had a chance to respond.  While Miss Ravenwood had watched, Willamina and Stacy had worked together to restrain Tillie spread-eagled, face down on her own bed.  Her panties were off, and her dress was lifted up exposing her rear.  Tillie could feel cold air on her bottom.  She had that dreadful penis gag in her mouth so she couldn’t say a word.

Tillie felt silly.  Stacy had even taken Tillie’s own pillow, along with a couple of other pillows that Miss Ravenwood had brought in, and then used them to prop her bottom up near the edge of her bed.

Tillie had been spanked before by Miss Ravenwood, so she surmised that Stacy was going to use the riding crop on her rear.  She found the notion to be arousing.  Another dreadful pinch accompanied the thought.  Darn that chastity!  Though she couldn’t see Stacy, she found the image in her mind of the beautiful girl in her riding outfit cropping her bottom to be extremely erotic.

She found herself surprised though, when things turned in a different direction. Stacy casually conversed with the other two women while Tillie felt a substance being applied to her anal opening with latex gloved fingers.  Then it hit her.  Stacy was lubricating her rear for anal penetration!

Tillie began to panic.  She tried to scream, but her penis gag stifled her sounds.  Then she struggled against her bonds, to no avail.  Then, she heard a swishing sound, followed by a stinging sensation.  Stacy had applied her riding crop to Tillie’s bottom.

That caused Tillie to struggle that much more to escape her situation.  Without saying a word, Stacy began to continuously whip Tillie’s buttocks, and also the back of her thighs, until Tillie finally got the message and stopped struggling.  She heard Miss Ravenwood and Willamina laughing before she heard Willamina speak.

“They never learn.  The sissy thought she could get away!  How adorable.  She never had a chance. Look at those stripes from Stacy’s riding crop!  Stacy could have gone on all evening if necessary.  Now the sissy will have to endure her pain for the next few days.  It’s her own fault.”

Stacy resumed working the anal lubricant in with her gloved hand.  Just to show who was really in charge, she shoved a finger in and wiggled it around a bit, taking care to rub the sissy maid’s prostate gland in the process.

Then there was a pause while Stacy strapped her dildo harness on before selecting a dildo from her case.  She turned to Miss Ravenwood.

“I like to start them out with the beginner sissy dildo and then work my way up over the next few weeks to the big girl size.  That gives the sissy girl a chance to stretch out a bit.  You can watch if you’d like, I don’t have a problem with that.”

Miss Ravenwood gave a little giggle.

“That won’t be necessary.  Just do a good job of penetration.  I want to make sure that Tillie gets the whole experience.  She really needs to be put in her place.”

Stacy laughed.

“No need to worry, I’ve done this before.  Sissy girls need to know what it feels like to be raped.”

Miss Ravenwood and Willamina left the room. Stacy picked up her riding crop again and gave a quick swish across Tillie’s bottom.

“Ready girl?  Giddy up!”

With that she pushed the dildo against Tillie’s orifice before she gave a thrust of her hips, shoving the dildo deep inside the maid.


Chapter 32. Humiliation

Tillie had never felt so humiliated in her life.  Stacy had really taken her for a ride.  When the riding instructor finally released her from her bonds, Tillie was so exhausted that she stayed face down on the bed, panties still off, dress hiked up, and dildo gag still in place.

After the riding instructor had used her dildo on her, she had used her riding crop to further stripe Tillie’s bottom and thighs.  The burning, stinging sensation, served to add to the maid’s humiliation.  Tillie had been ridden hard, and put away wet.

Stacy had laughed at her predicament, giving an extra little chuckle, along with a hand slap to Tillie’s bottom, when she told the maid that she would be back next week for her next treatment.  Yes, Tillie knew precisely what it felt like to be raped.  Being penetrated in her rear had given her a prostate massage unlike anything that she had ever felt before.  To her total shame and embarrassment, the massage had caused her to soak her own pillow with ejaculate.  It had been a spoiled orgasm that had occurred without an erection, and without the feeling of euphoria that normally accompanied such things.  For Tillie, it had been a whole knew level of humiliation.

While she remained in bed, she could hear the ladies from down the hallway talking and laughing at her expense.  Stacy was even bragging about how she had brought about Tillie’s spoiled orgasm.

“She’s a real slut. She even soaked her pillow with cum for me!”

The ladies erupted in another chorus of raucous laughter.

Tillie remained on her bed listening to the ladies talk, with humiliation washing over her body.

At one point, Belinda joined the group, and the ladies continued to converse about all sorts of things.

Finally, Tillie heard Belinda ask a question.


Chapter 33.  Slow Response

Belinda was speaking in a matter-of-fact tone.

“Stacy, I’ve been turning her into a sweet maid, but I’d like to go a step further.  Do you think it would be too soon to teach her oral servitude?  I’m really turned on by the whole female superiority thing, but I’d like to enjoy things a bit more. You know, for my own pleasure.”

There were giggles from all of the ladies before Stacy answered.

“Of course you can.  Sissy girl submission is all about pleasing women. No doubt the sissy has been aroused by the treatment that she’s already getting, but she won’t be fulfilled unless she gives you more pleasure than she gets.  That’s just how it works.”

Belinda smiled.

“That’s what I thought.  I was mostly concerned if she would take to the training.”

Stacy grinned.

“Well, she took to the crop, so I doubt that she’ll give you any trouble.  If she does, let me know and I’ll put her in her place next time.  Besides, what’s the point of oral servitude if you don’t get it the way that you want it?

Just make sure that she stays in uniform.  With that chastity on, there’s no way that she can do anything but channel her libido through her tongue, right to where you want it.  She’ll have no other outlet for such sexual stimulation.  If she resists, keep a paddle at hand, and show her that you’re not afraid to use it.”

Suzette broke into the conversation.

“Ladies would you care for a drink?  It’s been a long day.”

All of the women nodded in approval.  Suzette reached for the serving bell that was on the side table next to where she was sitting.

She gave it a little tinkle.

Back in her bedroom, Tillie was half asleep when she thought that she heard the faint sound of a bell.  At first she thought that she was dreaming.  Then, realizing that she had just been summoned by the serving bell, Tillie quickly stood up.  She pulled her panties up before she removed her penis gag.  She smoothed out her uniform the best that she could.

Her makeup needed to be touched up.  She would have done so, but she heard the bell ring again. She knew that if she didn’t appear quickly that she would be in trouble.  So rather than delay any further, she decided to respond to the bell.  It rang a third time before she appeared in front of Miss Ravenwood.


Chapter 34.  Honors

Tillie curtsied in front of Miss Ravenwood.

“Oui Madame.”

The woman glared at the maid.

“Look at you Tillie, you’re a mess!  You look like you’ve been frolicking in the bedroom.”

The ladies all laughed.  They knew full well why the maid appeared the way that she did.  Tillie’s face flushed red. She knew that she should have combed her hair and touched up her makeup.  It had been a mistake that she would pay for.

Miss Ravenwood gave her orders.

“We need wine. A nice Chardonnay would be fine.  With a cheese tray.  Touch up your makeup first girl, you look like a cheap whore.”

Willamina chimed in, speaking over Tillie, who had replied with, “Oui Madame,” and a curtsy.

“Really Suzette, is there really any other kind of whore?”

The ladies laughed at the joke.

Tillie took a step towards the kitchen, when Stacy spoke up.

“Stop right there girl.  Suzette, your maid dawdled when you rang for her.  Don’t you think that punishment would be in order?”

Suzette smiled.

“I’m so glad you’re here Stacy.  What was I thinking?  Yes, she dilly-dallied about while we waited. Of course she needs to be punished. Tillie, fetch the paddle.”

Again Tillie curtsied, and replied, “Oui Madame,” before she was off to retrieve her punishment paddle.

While Tillie was out of the room, Suzette looked at Belinda.

“She’s in your charge, so I think that you should do the honors.  Take her over your knee when she gets back.”

Belinda was pleased to oblige.  It would be an honor to display her superiority over the sissy maid while in the company of three other women.  It would be an opportunity to show Suzette that she was up to the challenge of training her sissy maid.  Perhaps she could impress her employer sufficiently to keep her on. She liked the accommodations at Ravenwood house, they were far better than what she was accustomed to at the dorm.

When the maid returned, paddle in hand, Suzette directed her to give the paddle to Belinda.

Tillie still hadn’t taken the time to touch up her makeup.  She had thought that it was better to be prompt than to take the time to go back to her room and primp in the mirror.


Chapter 35.  Teasing

In no time at all, Tillie was over Belinda’s lap, dress raised, and panties down at her knees.  The ladies casually watched, while Belinda scolded the maid.

“I see that you’ve already been punished today. It looks like a woman has taken a crop to your bottom.”

The ladies giggled at the teasing before Belinda continued.

“So this will be painful.  But you deserve it.  You know better than to linger when you’re called for.  I taught you better than that.  What have you to say for yourself?  I think that you deserve an extra-long spanking for your behavior.  Do you agree girl?”

Of course Belinda knew the answer before she had asked the question.  There was only one response that the maid could give.  Tillie cringed, even while she responded.  Was there no end to her humiliation?

“Oui Madame.”

Belinda touched the paddle to the red striped bottom of the maid.  Tillie flinched at the painful sensation.  Belinda, sounding very nonchalant, gave just a moment of warning.

“Very well, then we shall begin.”

There was a loud smack of the paddle when it landed squarely on Tillie’s left buttock cheek, followed by a similar whack on the right cheek.  Tillie’s bottom burned from the whacking.  The maid scrunched up her buttocks in an effort to reduce the pain, to no avail.  Belinda followed with a rapid flurry of swats that caused the maid to kick her legs in a juvenile attempt to avoid the paddle.

The other ladies watched silently, the way they might observe a stylist working her magic in a salon.  It didn’t take long for Belinda to paddle the maid into total submission.  She just lay over Belinda’s lap, sobbing like a little girl, while Belinda finished up with another burst of repeated swats that were even louder than the first few.

When Belinda finally decided the maid had enough, it was more that her own arm had tired than it was that she didn’t want to go on.  The feeling of ultimate superiority over the maid in front of the other women had been absolutely euphoric.  Belinda had never felt such a rush of excitement before!  Not like this.  It was awesome.

Much to the amusement of the onlookers, she directed the maid into the nearest corner, with her dress held up, panties still down. The maid stayed there, having been completely humiliated in front of four women, while they continued their conversation.

Eventually, Suzette became annoyed.  She directed Belinda to get the wine and cheese.  She would have the maid pay for that another time.

It was well into the evening before the party broke up.  It wasn’t until Willamina and Stacy left, and Suzette went to her bedroom, that Belinda spoke to the maid. She came up behind the maid and whispered into the maid’s ear.

“I was only teasing you by telling you that you could only say Oui Madame.  We were all in on it.  It’s been hilarious to watch you saying that over and over again.  Plus such an adorable curtsy!  You make a sweet maid dear.  I think I’ve taught you a sufficient lesson for now.  You must be polite and respectful, or I will give you a limited French vocabulary.   Do you understand me girl?

Tillie felt so silly.  She had fallen for the prank, and it had been used against her.  Perhaps, in somewhat of a defiant effort, Tillie responded in the only way that she could think of.

“Oui Madame.”

Belinda slapped Tillie’s heated bottom with her hand.  The maid let out a little yelp from the burning pain.  It was only then that Belinda giggled, and gave the maid permission to come out of the corner. Then Belinda left the maid alone with her thoughts.

While Tillie pulled her panties up, she decided that she wouldn’t put up with such humiliation anymore.  She had enough of such childish treatment.  She straightened her uniform, then went to her room to touch up her makeup.  Then she went directly to Miss Ravenwood’s room to tell her that she was leaving Ravenwood House in the morning.


Chapter 36.  Meeting With Miss Ravenwood

When Tillie gently knocked on Miss Ravenwood’s door, she still had resolve to announce that she was leaving Ravenwood House.  However, once Miss Ravenwood allowed her in, before she could speak, her employer immediately took charge of the situation.

“Tillie, I’m glad you’re here.  Pour me a bath, I need a good soak tonight.  Get it started, and then help me out of these clothes.”

Tillie had been servicing Miss Ravenwood since she had arrived at Ravenwood House.  So, without a thought, she responded to the order by going into Miss Ravenwood’s private bath and getting the water prepared.  Then she went back to Miss Ravenwood to assist her undressing.  She spoke while she helped her employer out of her dress.

“Miss Ravenwood, I’m leaving in the morning.  I can’t take any more of the humiliation.”

The maid unzipped Miss Ravenwood’s dress.  Her employer responded.  She couldn’t have sounded more unconcerned.

“Oh, you haven’t enjoyed the shame of it all?  I thought that a submissive sissy girl like you would revel in her embarrassment.  Perhaps I was wrong.  Maybe I misjudged you.  Very well.  You may leave in the morning if you wish.”

Miss Ravenwood stepped out of her dress, and the maid helped her out of her full slip while she spoke.

“I do have self-respect you know.  I never thought that I would be spanked in front of a group of women.  It was humiliating.”

Miss Ravenwood stepped out of her slip before she spoke.

“Self-respect?  You?  No, I would say more like arrogance or conceit.  I would have thought that working here like a common maid would have wrung that haughtiness out of you by now.  You should be ashamed of yourself.  What a brazen little maid you are. Unable to hold a job that any young girl would envy. Yes, go, run out in the morning, you high and mighty girl.  See where that gets you.”

The maid slid Miss Ravenwood’s pantyhose down and off.  She admired the lovely woman’s legs while she did so.  She found herself wanting to apologize.

“I didn’t mean to…”

“Oh, you didn’t?  You didn’t put that uniform on and clean my daughter’s house like a common domestic on purpose?  I’m to believe that it was an accident?  I think not!”

The maid stood behind Miss Ravenwood and unclipped her bra.  The beautiful woman slipped out of it, leaving the maid holding her bra in her hands.  The satin brassiere was still warm from the warmth of Miss Ravenwood’s body.  Miss Ravenwood continued while the maid fell to her knees to assist her out of her panties.

“You need to be honest with yourself Tillie.  You wanted to become a maid, and a maid is precisely what you have become.  Don’t fool yourself.  You’ve enjoyed every minute, including the whipping that you received today.  No real man would ever submit to such humiliation. You’re a sissy girl, a real pussy if ever there was one!”

Now Miss Ravenwood was naked.  She walked towards the tub while the maid followed behind her.  Miss Ravenwood lowered herself into the tub while Tillie stood at attention.  She wasn’t allowed to leave until she was dismissed.  Miss Ravenwood had the last word.

“Go in the morning if you must.  But you will be sorry.  Belinda wanted to work much more with you tomorrow.  You’ll miss out.  That will be your own fault. I’m promoting Belinda to house manager in the morning.  She’ll be staying on full-time, and you would be reporting to her should you stay.  A submissive sissy girl like you needs a maid uniform and a strong woman to tell you what to do.  You know that you’ll miss both.  You have that here.  Good luck getting your necklace and chastity off.  You’ll find that to be a difficult task, far more humiliating than anything that has been done to you here.”

With that, Miss Ravenwood gave a flippant wave of her hand.

“You are dismissed girl.”

“Oui Madame.”

Tillie dipped a curtsy, before she left Miss Ravenwood to her bath.  When Tillie went out into the hallway, she was angry at herself.  She didn’t have to say Oui Madame any longer.  It had become a habit!  Just then she heard the tinkle of the serving bell.  She reported back to Miss Ravenwood in the bathroom.

“What was I thinking? Stay outside the room until I finish, then you may dry me, and help me into my nightgown.”

“Oui Madame.”

Tillie curtsied again before she realized that she had done it again.

The maid had plenty to think about.  She stood just outside the room while Miss Ravenwood enjoyed her bath.  She found herself to be confused.  In a way Miss Ravenwood was right.  She did enjoy working for a woman like her own personal maid. But it was so shameful to be put into the role of a common domestic maid full time.

When Miss Ravenwood finished her bath, Tillie dutifully toweled her off, and then assisted her into her nightgown before she was dismissed for the day.


Chapter 37.  Not Until Morning

After Tillie left Miss Ravenwood’s room, she decided that she would not wait until morning to leave Ravenwood House.  Her first instinct was to go to her room and to take her things.  Then she realized how silly that was.  Everything in her room was for dressing up like a maid.  She wanted to escape.  What she wanted to do was to turn back into Gavin Stillwell.  Taking female clothing with her wouldn’t help out at all.

So instead, she quickly went down the stairway and then out the front door.  She stood on the porch for a few moments while her eyes adjusted to the darkness.

The wind was gusting, and it was beginning to drizzle.  Way off on the horizon, Tillie could see the glow of the town where she had worked in the garment shop. It would be a long, cold walk from Ravenwood House to get to town.  But what could she possibly do when she got there?

A gust of wind lifted her dress.  She quickly smoothed it out, fighting another gust with both hands while she did it.  Tillie wondered how women could wear such things all of the time. In this kind of weather, the last thing that she wanted to do was to walk outside in her maid uniform.

The wind blew her cap off, and her hair became mussed in the breeze. Her earrings tinkled against her collar.  The maid touched her collar, realizing, perhaps for the first time, how permanent her collar actually was.  Was she forever to be marked to be a Ravenwood House Maid?  She had no idea how she would ever get it removed.

Tillie stood, conflicted by the decision at hand.  Did she really want to leave Ravenwood House?

She bent over to pick her mob cap up off the ground.  The wind made a mess of her hair Another gust of wind lifted her dress again.  Hopefully, nobody was watching her struggle.  Darn it! In that uniform she was at the mercy of the weather!

That was all it took.  There was no way that she could escape on a day like this.  Besides, she wasn’t sure that she really wanted to go.  Her heart wasn’t in it.  She turned around and went back inside the home.  Belinda was patiently waiting for her in the foyer.  Tillie dipped a curtsy to her superior before Belinda spoke.

“Just getting a bit of fresh air girl?  Not really a good night for it.”

Tillie lowered her gaze.

“Oui Madame.”

Belinda laughed at the disheveled maid.

“I didn’t think that you were going anywhere.  You’re far too submissive for that.  I think that you’ll be here at Ravenwood House for quite some time. You were meant to be a domestic servant.  Don’t you think so too?”

Tillie knew that Belinda was right.  It was shameful to admit to it, but that was the truth.  She meekly answered.

“Oui Madame.”

“Perfect.  Now, straighten yourself out and go to your room.  You’re dismissed.”

“Oui Madame.”

Tillie started straight for her room.  She was still angry at herself for saying “Oui Madame” to everything that Belinda said.  Habits are so hard to break!

When she got back to her room, Tillie began to undress.  She wouldn’t take her own bath tonight, the stripes on her bottom would be far too ripe for that.  When she lowered her panties she was surprised.

Typically, the sight of Miss Ravenwood nude would cause her to wet her panties with precum.  Today her panties were dry.  She had intimately served Miss Ravenwood without becoming aroused.  Without thinking, she had managed to serve just like an actual female maid.

Perhaps she was becoming more of a sissy maid than she cared to admit.


Chapter 38.  Belinda’s Needs

When morning came, Tillie was still glad that she didn’t leave.  Miss Ravenwood’s words stayed with her.  Perhaps Miss Ravenwood was right.  Was she destined to be a maid at Ravenwood House? She had undressed the beautiful woman the night before just like any real maid would do. Just like any female maid would do.  That was something to think about.

She was also curious what Belinda had in mind for her.  Belinda had been working with her, teaching her every aspect of being a good maid.  What more did Belinda have to impart to her?

Belinda had a big grin on her face all day.  Tillie surmised that was because of her promotion.  No doubt, a large wage increase came right along with it.  Miss Ravenwood was extremely well off so that was very likely.

That evening Tillie tended to Miss Ravenwood before her bath.  Her employer was pleased.

“I’m glad that you decided to stay dear.  I knew that you would.  A sissy girl needs to be near authoritative women.  Domestic work does become quite satisfying, doesn’t it dear?  I think that you’ll find your life here to be very fulfilling.”

That evening, after Miss Ravenwood finished her bath, and after the maid assisted her into her nightgown, Miss Ravenwood dismissed her in a different way than usual.

“I believe that Belinda is waiting for you in her bedroom. See to her needs.  You are dismissed.”

Tillie had not been assisting Belinda with bathing, so she reasoned that this must be about something else.  Perhaps that would change.  Belinda was quite attractive, so Tillie thought that she would love the opportunity to assist her bathing.

Tillie tapped on the door to Belinda’s bedroom, and waited for permission to enter.  She stood there, patiently waiting, for several minutes.  She knew better than to knock again, because such impertinence was not permitted.  Finally, she heard a familiar voice give her approval to step in.

The room was dim, lit only by a tiny light that was near the vanity where she saw Belinda sitting.  Belinda was dressed in a sweeping nightgown, smoothing on fresh lipstick.  The maid approached her and dipped a curtsy.

“Oui Madame.”

She could see Belinda smile in her reflection in the vanity mirror.  Tillie had thought using her French phrase would make an impression, and it had done so.  Belinda continued to fuss with her makeup in the dim light while she spoke.

“Tillie, you know that I’m now the house manager, and that you are my responsibility.  There will be changes around here now. For one, you will address me with Madame or Miss Belinda at all times.  Nothing else will be tolerated.  Do you understand me?”

“Oui Madame.” Tillie dispensed with a curtsy. Miss Belinda didn’t seem to notice.

“Now then, a girl has needs. I find dominating my own sissy maid to be…exhilarating.  So I think it only natural that you should fulfill those needs.  Do you understand me girl?”

Tillie had no idea what Miss Belinda was talking about.  But she knew better than to admit it.

“Oui Madame.”

“Very good then.  Let’s see how well you do.”

Miss Belinda stood, walked over to the bed, and positioned herself on the bed in a suggestive pose.  Then, while a wide-eyed Tillie gazed at her, Miss Belinda lifted her nightgown up all the way to her waist.

Tillie’s mouth watered and gaped open.  The beautiful woman wore no panties.  Her womanhood was shaved bare, and her womanhood glistened from the moisture of heated arousal.

With her bedroom eyes beckoning, Miss Belinda casually pointed between her legs.

“You have a tongue girl.  Use it.  Pleasure me.”

Tillie climbed into bed, positioning her face right between Miss Belinda’s beautiful legs.  Then she began to hungrily lap away at Miss Belinda’s womanhood.


Chapter 39.  Power Trip

Belinda opened the blinds in her bedroom.  The sun was high in the sky.  Darn!  She had overslept.

She smiled. She hadn’t orgasmed like she had last night in forever.  She had passed out after her second orgasm.  She had no idea when Tillie left her room.

It’s not like Tillie was all that expert with her tongue.  On the contrary.  No, in fact the maid would need much more training before she was perfect. But she did respond well to the instruction that Belinda had given her at the start, and later between her shudders of unimaginable ecstasy.

No, what had turned Belinda on so much was that the maid had obediently done exactly what Belinda instructed her to do.  What a power trip that had been!  Belinda had never experienced such a sexual rush.  The maid had tended to her pleasure like doing so was the only thing in the world that mattered.

Even this morning, she found herself getting wet just at the thought.  She would have the maid repeat the performance tonight.  Maybe every night after tonight for weeks on end!

Belinda went downstairs to the kitchen to see if she could find something for breakfast.  There, she found Suzette sitting with a cup of coffee in hand.  Suzette smiled when Belinda approached.

“My, my, Belinda, look at you!   You’re absolutely glowing!  I trust things worked out well last night with Tillie.”

Belinda blushed, a big smile still on her face.

“Suzette it was wonderful.  She was so obedient! She still needs tutoring, but I’ll have her trained in no time.”

Suzette nodded in approval.

“Excellent, that’s what I hoped for. I trust that you’ll be up to the task.  Keep me posted on your progress.”

Belinda grinned.

“I’ll do my very best.  It’s a tough job, but somebody has to do it!”

Both ladies giggled.


Chapter 40.  No, No, Miss Belinda

Belinda couldn’t believe it.  The maid shook her head.

“I won’t do it. I shouldn’t have done it last night.  I’m just a maid. I’m a domestic maid here at Ravenwood House.  I don’t have to provide you with sexual services.  I won’t do it.”

Belinda paused a moment before she responded.  The maid had obeyed her last night, why not again tonight?  What had changed?  She decided that she would not play any games with the maid.

“Tillie, do you know anything about Miss Habbershab and her riding stable?”

Tillie shook her head no.

“Tillie, do you know what pony play is?”

Tillie looked confused.  Belinda smiled.

“Well sweetie, let me explain it to you.  Miss Habbershab owns the Habbershab Pony Riding Stable.  Women and males who need an attitude adjustment are sent there for obedience training.

So let’s say a very rich husband decides that his wife has become snobbish.  You know, too high and mighty for her own good.  Perhaps she no longer services him in bed.  Maybe she has become lazy around the household.  Well, he just drops her off at the Habbershab Stables for training.

When she arrives, she’s greeted by the stable girls.  These are specially recruited young ladies who have a bit of an edge to them.  You might even call them sadists.  Their job is to strip the newcomer naked, then take her to get her ready for her stay.

The young girls work fast on transforming her into a pony girl.  That means putting the haughty girl in complete pony tack.  Head gear with little pony ears, blinkers, and a mouth bit.  She gets a personalized leather collar, with a name like Bitch, Slut, or Whore on it, with a leash attached to it. Then they add a leather harness that cinches her waist, and causes her bare breasts to plump up, fully exposed. Her hands are bound behind her back, and she’s fitted for boots with high heels shaped like hoofs.  Finally, she gets a tail, held in place with a butt plug.

Now helpless and silenced, one of the young stable girls will lead her by her leash over to her trainer for her first lesson.  You’ve met Stacy, Tillie.  Stacy was one of those stable girls who was promoted to trainer.  I think you’ve already felt her riding crop.

The trainer will use her crop to parade the pony girl around the grounds.  The pony will pull a sulky cart with the trainer riding in it.  The pony will also be trained to prance and to perform maneuvers on command.

At the end of the day, the stable girl will secure the pony in her stall by her leash.  She’ll share the stall with another pony.  They can only look at each other, witnessing their own humiliation in an embarrassing reflection.

The pony girl will be fed and watered from a bucket.  She’ll sleep on the floor of the stall.  She’ll stay at the Riding Stable for as long as it takes to break her will and to turn her into a submissive slut.

Yes, Tillie, they train sissy girls there too.  They call them geldings. You already have your chastity in place honey, so you’re all ready to go.

Now then, my pretty maid.  Would you care to tend to my personal needs, or should I send you to the Riding Stable for further training?  I’m sure that Stacy would love to whip you into shape.”

Tillie’s mouth dropped open.  Belinda smiled.

“I trust that means that you’d like to meet me in my bedchamber?”

Tillie couldn’t respond fast enough.

“Oui Madame.”  Then she curtsied.


Chapter 41.  Yes, Yes, Miss Ravenwood

It had been weeks since Belinda had summoned the maid to her bedchamber for the first time.  Tillie had been going there every night since, with Belinda giving her detailed instruction on how to maximize a woman’s orgasm, strictly with the use of her tongue. For Belinda, the training process had been pure orgasmic pleasure.

This particular morning, Suzette had summoned Belinda to her study for an update on her progress.  Belinda sat in the comfy chair that was situated right in front of Suzette’s desk.  Suzette went right into her conversation.

“Belinda, I’m wondering how Tillie’s training is coming along.  Has she learned how to properly please a woman yet?”

Belinda remembered her amazing orgasms from the previous night.  For a moment Belinda’s eyes glazed over while she relived the mind-blowing bliss in her mind.  She had passed out after her second orgasm, and when she woke up in the morning she had still been naked.

“Belinda, are you here?”

“I’m sorry, Suzette, yes, umm, yes, the maid is quite…capable.”

Suzette smiled.

“Very good.  I knew that you’d see to it. I’ll try her myself tonight after my bath.  I’ve wanted to wrap my legs around that girl from the moment I saw her.”

“You won’t be disappointed Suzette.  She’s quite responsive to a woman’s needs. May I ask a favor?”

“Sure Belinda, what can I do for you.”

Belinda blushed.

“When you’ve finished with the girl, could you send her over to my bedchamber?  I’ve grown accustomed to…”

Suzette laughed.

“I understand.  Of course.  No problem at all.”

“Great.  Thanks Suzette!”

With that, Belinda stood up and went back to her work day.  Suzette had a big grin on her face.  She couldn’t wait until that evening!


Chapter 42.  Miss Ravenwood

Tillie toweled Miss Ravenwood off like usual after her bath.  She was reaching for Miss Ravenwood’s nightgown when Miss Ravenwood stopped her.

“Not tonight Tillie. Tonight I’ll wear the babydoll.  Please bring it in.”

Miss Ravenwood kept the towel over her shoulders while the maid went to fetch her favorite sexy babydoll.  It’s not like she needed it to get excited, she could already feel her heart pounding in her ears.

Miss Ravenwood had wanted to be pleasured by Tillie since the first day her daughter introduced her future husband to her.  The fact that Gavin turned out to be a sissy girl only made her desire to be pleasured that much more intense.  The sissy would do exactly what she wanted, no questions asked.  Finally, she would have her chance.

It had been a great benefit that Belinda had trained the sissy girl.  She didn’t have to worry if the maid was inexperienced.  Plus, with her chastity securely in place, Miss Ravenwood had no fear of things getting out of control.  Talk about safe sex! All she had to concentrate on was her own gratification.  It was a dream come true!

The maid returned with her babydoll nightie. Such an indulgence to have a maid dressing her for sex.  The feel of the fine sheer garment against her skin took her breath away. Miss Ravenwood tried to control herself.  She was lusting like a teenage girl getting ready for her first date!  How shameful!  How delightful!

When the maid pulled the matching panties into place, taking care to straighten the elastic, Miss Ravenwood couldn’t control herself any longer. 

When a woman fixates on a potential lover, nothing else will satisfy her.  For Miss Ravenwood, she had long lusted for Gavin, now Tillie, to give her the ultimate in carnal satisfaction.  Seeing Tillie doing domestic work in her home, had only served to heighten her arousal. Finally, she had her opportunity to feed her lewd craving.

It had been fate that had led Tillie to her.  Destiny had allowed her to dominate the maid like she had always wanted to do.  With her daughter out of the picture, Miss Ravenwood could take her time. Finally, she had Tillie all to herself, cock fully restrained.  She would serve only for pleasure, a sex toy to be used just like her vibrator, only far more gratifying to play with.

Now it was time for her to take her pleasure.  She wasn’t about to let her good fortune slip away. The maid would have to satisfy her, or feel the sting of her paddle.  She took the maid by the hand, and led the sissy girl to her bed.  There, solely on impulse, she pulled the maid closer before plunging her own tongue deep inside the girl’s mouth.

The maid let out a sigh of contentment while Miss Ravenwood ravaged the servant with her tongue. The timid sound of compliant surrender only served to motivate Miss Ravenwood all the more.  She pulled the maid closer, their thighs meeting, with the sissy girl wincing when her own sex attempt to respond to the ministrations.

Miss Ravenwood pulled away and gave a hearty laugh.  She had disobedient boys try to rush her pleasure before.  Not this time!  Such lack of control can ruin a woman’s satisfaction.  Tillie would not be able to do such a rebellious thing.  She would have to take her time, giving pleasure the way it was meant to be given.  A woman’s orgasm was meant to be savored and enjoyed.  The more foreplay, the better.

Miss Ravenwood positioned herself on the bed in the most seductive pose that she could imagine.  She motioned the maid to come forward with one inviting finger.  When the maid neared the bed, Miss Ravenwood simply pointed down between her legs.

The maid new precisely what to do.


Chapter 43.  Orgasmic Relief

There are various kinds of carnal relief. There’s the quickened rush of unbridled passion.  There can be slow wooing.  Then there’s the systematic application of bliss that can only be experienced with long-term denial, followed by finally experiencing ultimate fulfillment.

What the maid did to Miss Ravenwood that night, was mutually beneficial.  Tillie had longed to satisfy Miss Ravenwood.  Her authoritative mother-in-law had teased her long enough by leading her on with her terse implications. She wanted nothing more than to hear the woman moan in unbridled pleasure, tantalizingly applied in irresistible slow motion.

Miss Ravenwood helplessly writhed and whimpered beneath the probing tongue of the maid.  She lost control of herself, unable to even remember where she was, while she was teased and tantalized by a soft, gentle, wisp of attention to her most private of parts.

Her excitement welled up inside of her, while her juices flowed like a harlot on a busy Saturday night. Such anticipation!  The maid was in control, and Miss Ravenwood had no problem with that. She wrapped her legs around the maid, while she fully surrendered to the maid’s heavenly prodding.

Finally, Miss Ravenwood’s hips bucked like a wanton tramp.  No whore could ever experience an orgasm the way the formerly prim and proper woman responded to such attention.  She humped and reared in a manner that no harlot could ever duplicate.

Finally, she let out an orgasmic scream that could even be heard out in the hallway.  The closed door couldn’t possibly contain such gratification.  Miss Ravenwood shrieked and screamed in uninhibited orgasmic ecstasy, while the maid continued to make little circles with her tongue on her clit, just like she had been trained to do by Belinda.

Only a woman can experience the orgasmic bliss that permeated Miss Ravenwood’s body.  Her body tensed.  Her heart raced.  She gasped for breath.  Her musk permeated the entire room.  From her nose to her toes, there were ripples and waves of pleasure and contentment unlike anything Miss Ravenwood had ever felt before.

Then, finally, the rush subsided. She was fully spent, unable to do anything other than uncoil her legs that held the maid in place, and then slump prone on the bed in complete and utter exhaustion.

Her last thought, right after she dismissed the maid, with instructions to tend to Belinda, was simple enough.

There was no doubt about it.  She would have to have the maid see to her needs again tomorrow.


Chapter 44.  Marjorie

It was pouring rain the day that Miss Ravenwood’s sister, Marjorie, came to visit.  Apparently, Marjorie had forgot to bring her umbrella.  When she stepped inside the mansion, she was dripping wet.  Tillie quickly went for a towel to dry her off.

Marjorie was Miss Ravenwood’s younger sister.  She was a perfect image of Debbie. She was a beautiful woman, albeit soaked from the rain.  At first glance, Tillie even thought that Debbie had come to visit.

Tillie carefully dabbed at the moisture on Marjorie’s face so that she didn’t ruin the woman’s makeup.  While she toweled the rest of her off, she couldn’t help but notice that Marjorie must have been a bit chilled. Her luscious nipples protruded straight out thru her fine nylon blouse.  Though tempted, Tillie was careful not to touch them, thinking that would certainly be inappropriate for a maid to do such a thing.  Maids are not supposed to even think such things!

While Miss Ravenwood led her guest to the drawing room, Tillie stayed behind.  She went down on her hands and knees and dried the floor where Marjorie had been standing.

Once she dried the floor, she brought hot chocolate out to the ladies.  By now she was accustomed to wheeling out the serving cart, so she thought nothing of bringing out the hot chocolate on the cart.  Then Miss Ravenwood had her bring another towel to dry Marjorie’s feet and shoes.  Tillie was on her knees gently drying Marjorie’s stocking feet when Marjorie spoke up about the maid.

“Suzette, I would have never guessed that this was the sissy maid that you told me all about.  Such an adorable little servant.  So helpful.  She’s quite convincing.”

Miss Ravenwood responded immediately.

“I can absolutely assure you that she’s a sissy girl.  Let me show you.  Tillie, stand up and show Miss Marjorie what a sissy girl you really are.  Lift your dress and lower your panties.”

Tillie would have much rather been dismissed to her duties than to be humiliated in such a manner.  But by now, she new better than to question anything that Miss Ravenwood demanded.  She knew that her panties would come down one way or another. It was her choice whether the paddle would be necessary first, or if she would simply comply.

With flushed face, the maid stood, lifted her dress, and lowered her panties for Marjorie to see her privates.  Marjorie raised an eyebrow, but made no comment.  The maid stood in front of the two women, her chastity cage in full view, while the women continued to talk.  Miss Ravenwood commented first.

“So you can see that she’s quite a sissy girl, though barely appointed well enough to be thought of that way.  I had her caged more for peace of mind than for out of necessity.”

Miss Ravenwood continued on, extoling the virtues of having a sissy maid on her staff, including mentioning all of the special bedroom privileges that came along with the submissive sexual servitude of a sissy maid.  Marjorie was engrossed in the discussion, listening attentively to everything that Miss Ravenwood had to say.

It wasn’t until a humiliated Tillie began to slowly ooze precum that Marjorie spoke up.

“Oh my, Suzette, the sissy is dripping precum!  She must be turned on by all of this talk!”

Miss Ravenwood rolled her eyes.

“Tillie, you had better not drip on the floor.  You know what to do girl.”

Now completely humiliated, Tillie cupped her hand under her chastity so that her precum dripped onto her palm.  Miss Ravenwood continued.

“The girl gets excited when she becomes sexually embarrassed or humiliated.  I suppose being objectified in front of company can do that to her. No need to worry.  With that chastity in place she’s completely harmless.”

The two ladies continued their conversation, while the maid continued to stand by fully exposed, dripping precum into her palm.  Finally, the ladies decided that they wanted a snack.

“Okay Tillie, that’s enough.  Cheese and crackers please.  You know what to do first.”

Marjorie gazed in amazement while the maid brought her hand to her mouth and licked off all of the precum.  Then she pulled her panties back up, straightened her dress, smoothed her apron, and then went off to the kitchen to prepare a snack for the women.  Marjorie couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Did you train her to do that?”

Miss Ravenwood beamed with female superiority.

“Of course I did.  She has to lick up every last drop, every time.  She’s actually quite the slut.  I think that helps to keep her in line.”

The two ladies laughed.  Marjorie continued.

“I have to admit Suzette, I’m quite impressed.  It’s not often that I get to see a sissy girl brought down a few pegs and taught a lesson.  Debbie must be proud of you.”

“Oh, she doesn’t actually know everything.  I mean, she has a hint, but she really has no idea regarding the details.”

Marjorie shook her head.

“That’s too bad.  I’m sure she’d be pleased with what you’ve done with her ex.  The sissy makes an excellent domestic maid.”


Chapter 45.  Guilty Pleasure

Weeks had gone by since Miss Ravenwood had first been intimately satisfied by the maid.  Over those weeks, Miss Ravenwood had summoned the maid to her bedchamber every night to satisfy her carnal desires.

It was her guilt from those wonderful pleasures that had enticed her to invite Miss Habbershab over for a visit.  She wanted to draw on the experience that only a worldly woman like Miss Habbershab could provide.

Miss Ravenwood sat in the drawing room with her guest.  Her guest hadn’t changed her appearance since her last visit.  For Miss Habbershab, her attire was a uniform of sorts.  She still wore a white blouse with a black midi skirt.  The shiny black belt at her waist accentuated her enticing figure.  Her hair remained up in a bun, still giving her that mature schoolmarm appearance, boldly proclaiming that she clearly meant business.  There was no possibility of thinking otherwise.  Miss Ravenwood thought that the stern image fit her guest nicely.

The maid had just served the ladies tea, and Miss Ravenwood had dismissed the sissy girl.  Miss Ravenwood took a little sip of her tea before she spoke.  The tea helped her to summon the courage to discuss such an intimate topic.  Her face flushed while she spoke.

“I wanted to talk to you about Tillie.  I find myself using her to indulge my desires every night.  I find that I feel guilty about receiving such pleasure.”

Miss Habbershab smiled.

“Of course you do.  That’s only natural. Sex is such a guilty pleasure.  There’s no need to worry.  Just enjoy.”

Miss Ravenwood frowned.

“But what about Tillie? I mean, I am regularly pleasured. But her bits are…”

Miss Habbershab interrupted her mid-sentence.

“Her bits are confined in chastity just like they should be.”

The conversation wasn’t making Miss Ravenwood feel any better.  Not at all.  She came right out with what had been concerning her.

“But…but…what of her pleasure?”

Miss Habbershab gave a little giggle.

“Honey, you misunderstand sexual submission, particularly that of the sissy maid personality.”

“What do you mean?”

“These types of sissy girls receive pleasure from giving pleasure.  They really don’t need to have traditional sex.  They are more than satisfied just to be of service to a woman.  Why do you think that they start out doing household chores in private?  It’s the pleasure they see in those they serve that gives them pleasure.  For a sissy maid, the pleasure of serving is even greater than orgasmic relief, if you can imagine that.”

“But don’t they need to…”

“That’s what pegging is all about.  That’s why Belinda takes care of Tillie for you.  Tillie not only gets to feel what it can be like to be raped, she gets a spoiled climax in the bargain.  That keeps her little privates healthy while keeping her constantly aroused.  If she resists, then I’m sure that Belinda takes the whip to her.  She really has no choice but to submit.  A sissy girl taken in that matter becomes tremendously submissive to women.”

There were a few silent moments while Miss Ravenwood reflected on what Miss Habbershab had said.


Chapter 46.  Spanking

Miss Ravenwood posed another question.

“It does seem odd that Tillie allows Belinda to humiliate her like a child.  I mean, Belinda spanks her fairly regularly.  Doesn’t that embarrass her?”

Miss Habbershab nodded.

“Oh, it most certainly does.  Tremendous embarrassment, I should think.  Most adults would certainly not submit to such demeaning shame. But, believe it or not, the sexually submissive personality becomes aroused with a dose of humiliation.  The more, the better! I know that it’s a difficult concept to comprehend, but it’s true.”

“But Belinda takes the maid over her knee, lifts her dress and pulls her panties down.  Then she spanks the girl on her bare bottom before sending her off to the corner like an errant school girl.  That seems rather…over the top.”

Miss Habbershab laughed.

“More like over the lap! No doubt, Tillie enjoys every moment.  All the while she’s becoming addicted to the lust of humiliation. We do the same thing at the pony ranch. We receive prim, proper, prudish subjects.  Then, using humiliation techniques, we force them into the most embarrassing situations.  They learn to crave the embarrassment, and the humiliation that comes with forced exhibitionism.

I’ve had prudish women arrive, all haughty and arrogant.  Once stripped, restrained, and teased, with bare breasts and glistening pubes exposed, they find themselves unable to resist sexual authority.

I’ve had once proud women beg for orgasmic release right in front of our expert trainers. Of course that’s before they are gagged with a mouth bit.  Then they are teased and denied while we break down their inhibitions.  Eventually they are driven to an erotic high unlike anything they had ever experienced.  Lewd, forbidden acts, can send a submissive into a sexual frenzy.  That’s when we put the whip to them.  It's really quite remarkable to watch a prude turned into a slut right before your eyes.  Oh they try to protest.  But in the end, lust always wins out.  I should have you come by one day and observe the process. I’m sure that you’d enjoy the experience.”

Miss Ravenwood hardly knew what to say.  She just stared at Miss Habbershab, with an image of a once proud woman completely humiliated by the trainers at the pony ranch stuck in her mind.  She thought that it must really be something to witness seeing a prude brought to such wicked depths.

How delicious!  


Chapter 47.  Sexual Addiction

Finally, Miss Ravenwood posed another question.

“But won’t Tillie eventually tire of servitude?”

“Let me ask you a question.  You’ve had, shall we say, your muff fluffed by Tillie for a few weeks now.  Have you tired of being serviced?”

Miss Ravenwood blushed a bright red.  She found it to be difficult to be prim and proper during such a conversation.  A proper lady isn’t supposed to discuss such things!  She answered anyway.

“Well, of course not.  I’ve found dominating Tillie to be pleasurable.  Very pleasurable.  Naturally, I’d like her to continue her…employment.  Yes, I’d like her to continue to see to my needs.  All of them.  I’ve found her attentions to be quite satisfying.”

Miss Habbershab approved of Miss Ravenwood’s honest response.

“I wouldn’t have expected any other answer.  Dominating a submissive male is addictive, isn’t it?  The more umm…service…you receive, the more service that you would like to enjoy.  Am I not right?”

The redness was beginning to fade a bit from Miss Ravenwood’s cheeks.

“Yes, yes, I do so enjoy her attentions. The fact that she does housework is a real plus.  She’s adorable.”

“Sexual domination is addictive, isn’t it?”

Miss Ravenwood was flushing red again.

“Why, yes, you could say that.”

Miss Habbershab nodded.

“It’s the same for Tillie.  She receives pleasure by giving you pleasure.  The more times she services you, the more that she wants to service you.  She’s addicted.  She’s not going anywhere, I can tell you that.

When I dropped by today I thought that you were going to ask me to take your maid to the pony ranch.  We often turn difficult cases into willing submissive servants there.  Some resist, but in the end they’re all addicted to complete sexual servitude.

But I can tell just by talking with you that Tillie has been well trained.  Quite addicted to her submission, I should think.  I trust that Belinda is pegging her on a regular basis, so that will keep her in line.  Her lack of resistance to that certainly speaks to her submissive state of mind.  Belinda really enjoys putting it to sissy girls, so you’ve nothing to worry about there.”

Miss Ravenwood’s eyes glazed over, and her mind began to wander.  She could keep the maid for as long as she wanted!  She would keep Tillie for a long time to come.

Such intimate pleasures awaited!


Chapter 48.  Ravenwood House Wedding

Months had gone by, and Tillie had settled into her new role of domestic maid at Ravenwood House.  This morning, Belinda had asked the maid to report to her office, so Tillie reported like she had been ordered to do.  Belinda was sitting behind her desk, and there was a maid uniform draped over the chair that was in front of her desk.

Of course Tillie knew better than to move the dress, or to sit down.  She was supposed to stand at attention when summoned, right after her obligatory curtsy.  Tillie stood for several minutes before Belinda looked up from her laptop computer.

“Tillie, Ravenwood House has been rented out for a wedding reception.  It will be catered, of course, and the catering company will bring a waitress staff with them.  Miss Ravenwood has ordered that you will assist the staff. The caterers will teach you everything that you need to know when they arrive.  The maids serving dinner will all be attired in the same uniform, and with the same makeup.  You’ll use your pink lipstick and just a hint of blush.  The reception is in two days.”

Belinda pointed to the dress.

“Take it to your room.  Be careful not to ruin it before the reception.  You’ll be on duty from morning until all of the guests leave. Any questions?”

It seemed simple enough to Tillie.  She picked up the dress by the hanger and gazed at it for a moment.  The dress was an incredibly feminine French maid outfit with white lace at the bodice and hem, and a little black bow in front.  There were two accessories, a black choker that had a red rose, and a little dainty lace headpiece.

It would be an extremely ornate look, a bit tawdry, but also very appropriate for a wedding.  Evidently, the waitresses would be dressed to be part of the festivities, to add to the show.  The look would be no more flamboyant or out of place than bridesmaid dresses that Tillie had seen at other weddings.  Such outrageous bridesmaid dresses!  She often wondered if they make bridesmaids look flashy, but impractical, on purpose.

Of course, she had seen a number of memorable bridal gowns.  Debbie had numerous friends that had already been married, and Tillie had attended all of their weddings with Debbie.  No doubt, in this case, the bride had selected the attire herself for the servants. Obviously, the bride had style, and she wanted her wedding to be a fashionable production that would be talked about for years to come.  Tillie was happy that she would be a part of that sort of event.

When Tillie returned to her room with the dress, she couldn’t help herself.  She just had to try it on.  A true sissy girl at heart, Tillie gazed at herself in the mirror.  The dress fell well above her knees, giving her a flirty appearance.  She found that to be to her liking.  She turned and primped for several minutes while she admired the look of the sexy girl in the mirror.

Later that day, Belinda dyed and styled Tillie’s hair.  She hadn’t had it cut since she arrived, so she no longer needed to wear a wig.  When Belinda finished, Tillie’s blonde hair dangled all the way down to her shoulders, with just a hint of curl.  Tillie like the look, she thought that it was perfect.


Chapter 49.  Wedding Day

When the wedding day arrived, Tillie was already dressed and ready to serve when the caterers arrived.  Belinda even made her wear her silicone vagina, so she felt particularly feminine.

The caterer brought along ten maids, all identically dressed and made up just like Tillie, so Tillie surmised that it was going to be a particularly grand affair.  The maids even had the same hairdo.  They all had blonde locks that came down to their shoulders--that was the same style and color that Tillie was wearing.  No wonder Belinda had styled and colored her hair the way that she had done it.

The maids even had chokers with the red rose on front.  Tillie gave a little giggle.  Her own choker covered up her metal collar, so it wouldn’t be seen.  Every one of the maids looked the same, so Tillie would fit right in with the group. All of the maids stood together while a mature woman, named Mrs. Porter, gave them instructions for the evening.

Her duties were simple enough. When guests began to arrive, take drink orders. Once the bride and groom arrived, serve hors d'oeuvres.  Clear tables before dinner, serve dinner, then clear tables again.  Serve drinks until the guests started leaving.  Tillie thought that it would all be simple enough. 

Simple enough, that is, until the room filled with guests and it became time to serve hors d'oeuvres.  With tray in hand, Tillie started to follow the other maids out towards the gathering.  It was then that she noticed a familiar face in the crowd.

That was when she spied Mrs. Longing, her manager from the garment shop.  The woman was sitting with a group of women, also from the shop.  Tillie’s feet froze in position.  The other maids behind her went around her, leaving her standing in the kitchen doorway, holding a tray filled with hors d'oeuvres.

Her eyes quickly scanned the crowd.  She had been serving drinks, but she hadn’t noticed anything peculiar before. Now she realized that she knew most of the guests, the entire group of garment shop workers were at the reception!  It was only then that she got a look at the bride and groom. 

Her heart sank.  There, at the head table, sat Debbie with her new husband Seth.  Debbie looked beautiful in her white wedding dress.  She was absolutely glowing, with her husband Seth admiring the beautiful woman who Tillie once shared a bedroom with.  Their time together was now just a distant dream. Miss Ravenwood was also at the head table.  She was smiling and joking with a guy who sat next to her, presumably her date.

Tillie couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She couldn’t possibly serve that crowd.  These women all knew who she was!  If they saw her, surely they would recognize her, and then she would be the laughing stock of the party.  Plus, her ex-wife was there!

Tillie trembled with the arousal of humiliation.  Her knees felt weak, she could barely keep herself from falling over.

Mrs. Porter came up behind Tillie and brought her back to reality. She whispered in her ear.

“What are you waiting for girl?  Get to it!”

With that she gave a little tap on Tillie’s bottom to send her on her way.

Tillie took a deep breath.  She summoned up all of her courage, and then she stepped out into the crowded room.

It was quite a beehive of goings-on.  All the maids were scurrying about in a blur of activity, going back and forth to the kitchen, bringing dinner for the guests.

For their part, the guests were seated at tables, conversing, and ignoring the bustle of the servants.  Why would they pay any attention to the maids?

Tillie blended right in with the group.  Soon, she was concentrating solely on doing her work, paying no mind to the embarrassing situation that she had been thrust into.


Chapter 50.  For The Best

Later that night, back in her quarters, Tillie stood in front of her full-length mirror staring at herself. It had been quite a night.  Tillie had worked tirelessly serving the guests and then clearing tables afterwards.  Her feet hurt from being in heels all evening, but she was still pleased.  It had been an embarrassing night, but in the end it had turned out alright.

Even though most of the guests should have known who she was, not a single guest had caught on to her ruse.  They hardly looked at her, no doubt surmising that she was just another one of the serving maids brought in by the caterer.  Even Miss Ravenwood had completely ignored her.

At one point, she had even come within just a few feet of the bride and groom.  There wasn’t even a glimmer of recognition from Debbie. Tillie’s secret was safe.

Perhaps that was the ultimate humiliation. She had been accepted by a large group of mostly women to be a simple female maid.  No one was the wiser.  Miss Ravenwood had made her work like a waitress at Tillie’s ex-wife’s wedding and she had pulled it off!  The thought sent a ripple of pleasure thru Tillie’s body that began in her mind and ended in a pinch in a very private place.

Her own pleasure aside, Tillie had a terrible thought.  Tonight, Debbie was being bedded by a guy named Seth.  He was most likely putting cock to cunt at that very moment.  Tillie cringed at the image in her mind of Debbie giving her love to her new husband.  She had made love to Debbie many times, so she was more than familiar with the erotic sounds of passion that Debbie would be making. The mere thought that she would never again share a bed with Debbie was difficult to accept.

Tillie continued to stare at herself in the mirror.  She thought that the maid who stared back at her was convincing. Undoubtedly female, and maybe even attractive.  It was no wonder that she had fit in with the rest of the waitresses.  Although she had been working all evening, her makeup was perfect, not a hair was out of place.  She was glad that she had taken the time to freshen up several times during the reception. Yes, her feet hurt, but that was what she had expected.

She had wanted to become a maid.  She looked just like a maid.  She had worked all evening like an actual maid.  Now she was a maid, serving in the home of Miss Ravenwood, her beautiful former mother-in-law. 

Miss Ravenwood had appeared absolutely stunning tonight.  She couldn’t ask for a more beautiful woman to serve.  Tillie had to be honest with herself. She was actually enjoying herself being a maid at Ravenwood House. 

Perhaps things had worked out for the best.

Just then, Tillie heard the tinkle of the serving bell.  Miss Ravenwood was summoning the maid to her bedchambers.  Tillie smiled at the maid in the mirror.  No doubt Miss Ravenwood wanted to be pleasured tonight.  Nothing could make Tillie feel fulfilled like giving Miss Ravenwood pleasure.  Tillie lived to indulge her employer in orgasmic ecstasy.  

Tillie curtsied to the maid in the mirror.  Then she hurried off to Miss Ravenwood’s bedchamber to provide the beautiful woman with delightful gratification.


Chapter 51.  An Invitation

Back in her bedchambers, Miss Ravenwood was waiting for the maid.  She was already positioned naked on her bed when the maid entered the room and gave her a little curtsy.  Miss Ravenwood gave a devious smile.

“Tillie, Mrs. Porter told me that you hesitated to serve guests at the reception tonight.  Was there a problem?”

Tillie’s face flushed red.  It had been such a small thing, she didn’t think that Mrs. Porter would bother to even mention it.  She started to form a word, but Miss Ravenwood immediately interrupted her.

“Save it Tillie.  I don’t want to hear any excuses.  I’ve arranged a visit for you to Miss Habbershab’s Pony Ranch.  Miss Belinda will take you there in the morning.  Perhaps then you will be more careful in the future.

That’s enough for now.  Now then, see to my pleasure.”

Tillie moved in close, and then she began to slowly tease her employer with her tongue.  She made little tiny circles with her tongue around Miss Ravenwood’s nipples until they firmed up.

While she worked, she thought about what Miss Ravenwood had said.  Tillie had no idea what she could possibly have to do at Miss Habbershab’s Pony Ranch.  But if Miss Ravenwood wanted her to go there, then she would be happy to go.

When Miss Ravenwood began to moan with pleasure, Tillie moved lower. Now she was licking Miss Ravenwood’s inner thighs, first the left, and then the right.  Tillie decided that tonight she would take her time. She would try to tease and tantalize Miss Ravenwood for as long as she could, before sending her off to orgasmic ecstasy.

It was her way of thinking her employer for having such a wonderful job.  Not every hopeful sissy maid ever gets to play the role.

Tillie touched her tongue to Miss Ravenwood’s clit.  Her employer moaned with sexual excitement.

Tillie really did like being a maid.


Chapter 52. A Visit

Belinda came to Tillie’s room early the next morning.

“I have to prepare you to go to Miss Habbershab’s.  A sissy girl like you can’t just walk in.  There are rules for visitors.  Sit down at the vanity, and put these on.”

She handed Tillie a pair of black six-inch stiletto heels.  Tillie obeyed, removing her modest heels, and carefully slipping on the stilettos.  She could immediately tell that walking in them would be a challenge.  Sitting in them even felt odd!

While she was becoming accustomed to the new angle to hold her legs, Belinda told her to open her mouth.  Naturally, Tillie obeyed. Belinda, standing behind the maid, promptly stuffed a penis gag into her mouth.  Before Tillie could react, it was secured in place.

Tillie absolutely hated the penis gag.  She had it in her mouth before, too many times before, and she found having it in place to be disgusting.  But there was nothing that she could do about it.  While she was still loathing the feel of her gag, Belinda had the maid stand up before taking Tillie’s arms behind her back, and securing them together with wrist cuffs.  Essentially, Tillie had been fully restrained, unable to even say a word.

After that, Belinda snapped a leash to the ring that was attached to Tillie’s collar.  With that, Belinda gave the leash a tug.

“Follow me girl.”

Tillie found that in her stilettos, she had to take little tiny steps behind Belinda in order to keep from tipping over.  She had always thought that stilettos were so sexy, but for the first time she realized why women seldom wear them.

When they reached the front door, the maid realized that she would be going outside in restraints.  She tried to protest, but of course, her attempt to speak resulted on her mouthing her penis gag.

There was an Uber car waiting outside the mansion. The driver stood next to the car, holding the back door open for the ladies.  Tillie felt a flush of humiliation, but the driver didn’t seem to even notice her situation.

Tillie struggled to get into the car.  Between her heels and her arms being secured, she couldn’t get in without moving awkwardly.  The Uber driver watched her legs closely while she tried to maneuver herself in without giving him a panty show.  It wasn’t easy.

When they arrived at the Ranch, Tillie was impressed with the size of the place.  With multiple buildings, and big fields, she could see that one could easily become lost on the grounds if she wasn’t familiar with how things were arranged.

When the car stopped, the Uber driver opened the car door for Belinda before going around to Tillie’s side of the car.  He stood with a sly grin on his face while the maid wriggled to get out of the back seat.  It was impossible to keep a ladylike demeanor while trying to get out, but the driver made no attempt to help the maid.

By the time Tillie managed to stand next to the car, a woman dressed in jodhpurs, had approached Belinda and began to talk with her.

“Hi, I’m Emma, Miss Habbershab is waiting for you in stable one at stall nine.  Follow me.”

Tillie followed behind the girls, with Belinda leading her by her leash.


Chapter 53.  Stall Nine

In the stable, Tillie had walked by several pony girls who were secured in other stalls.  The naked women had all been attired in a horse motif, complete with hooves, halter, and mouth bits.  In each case, their privates were completely exposed for anyone to take a casual glance.

Tillie couldn’t believe the surreal scene at stall nine.  Miss Habbershab was watching Stacy and another woman in the stall.  Both were obviously young ladies.  They each had a riding crop, and they were taking turns cropping another woman who, from behind, appeared to be more mature.

The woman who was being cropped was faced up against the back of the stall, restrained with her arms up above her head, and her legs tied wide apart.  She was held helpless in the X position.  But it was even stranger than that.  She had a headpiece that featured a plume of bright red feathers.  She was wearing boots that were shaped like hoofs.  She also had a leather body harness on that Tillie surmised fully exposed her breasts.  The woman’s skin glistened, no doubt she had been oiled up by the stable girls. Tillie realized that this had to be another one of the pony girls that Belinda had talked about.

The woman being cropped had red streaks across her buttocks where the riding crops had been hitting her.  She hadn’t been hit hard enough to break her skin, but certainly hard enough for her to feel it.  She also had red streaks on her thighs.  She was wriggling with each stroke of the crop, trying in vain to free herself.  She was attempting to scream in protest, but she had a bit in her mouth, so her objections came out as muffled sounds.  Miss Habbershab greeted Belinda.

“This one came in late last night. She’s quite a wildcat.  Stacy and Olivia have been cropping her for the past hour and she’s still not broken.”

Tillie remembered Belinda’s comment about women at the pony ranch being sadistic.  Stacy and Olivia certainly filled the bill.  At that moment, the girls stopped hitting their prey.  Stacy reached down between the legs of the woman and gently stroked her pubes from behind.  The woman tried to protest even more than before.  Then cropping continued while Miss Habbershab talked.

“Miss Ravenwood wanted Tillie to witness this hellcat being tamed.  She thought that would help Tillie to pay more attention to her duties.”

Belinda nodded.

“I told Tillie what would happen to her if she wasn’t cooperative, but I think that seeing this should help her.”

The cropping stopped again.  This time Olivia stroked the woman’s sex.  She gave more of a whimper while Olivia’s hand lingered between her legs.  Then the girls continued using their riding crops.  

Miss Habbershab smiled.

“Finally, I think the slut is going to break. That whimper was a good sign.”

The hiss of the riding crops stopped.  Stacy caressed the woman’s pubes with her fingers.  This time the woman was silent.  She tried to position herself against Stacy’s hand in order to excite herself further.  Stacy looked at Olivia.

“Time to even out her color.  Let’s use the paddles.”

They put their riding crops down, and took wooden paddles down from the wall where they were hanging.  With a loud smack from Stacy’s paddle, the spankings began. Only now the woman wasn’t protesting.  She just hung from her wrists, totally submitting to the treatment.  The two stable girls alternated smacking her behind with their paddles.

The spanking continued, interspersed with more teasing.  The woman began to moan beneath her gag with pleasure.  Just when she was beginning to hump her hips against Olivia’s probing fingers, the ladies stopped working on her.  The two girls released the woman from the wall where she had been restrained, and fastened a leash to a metal ring that dangled from the collar that the woman was wearing.  The collar was inscribed with the word Harlot.  Then they began to lead the woman by the leash out of the stall.

Tillie took in the frontal view of the woman for the first time.  Her leather body harness left her breasts in full view.  Her nipples were gorged, pointing straight out in lewd approval.  Her love nest had been shaved bare, and now it glistened from her own juices.  Her headpiece was held in place with a chin strap.  She was blindfolded, and she had a gag in her mouth that had muffled her protests.

Stacy led the woman right past Tillie out towards the bright sunshine outside.  Tillie caught a whiff of the woman’s fragrant musk when she walked by.  Clearly the woman was aroused by the treatment that she had received.  Tillie thought that the woman must have been sent there to be turned into a sexual submissive.  Tillie found the thought to be strangely erotic.

Miss Habbershab turned to Belinda.

“Well, that’s the end of the show.”

Miss Habbershab put a hand under Tillie’s chin and lifted her head up a bit to get a better look at her.

“Tell Miss Ravenwood that when she becomes bored with this one, that I’ll be glad to purchase her.  I’ve had my eye on her since the first time I saw her.”

Belinda smiled.

“I’ll tell her, but I don’t think it will help you any.  She’s quite fond of the maid.”

Just then another woman came by.  She was holding a plaque that she began to fasten to the front of stall nine.  She finished and stepped away just as Belinda began to lead Tillie away by her leash.

Miss Habbershab sighed.

“That’s a shame.  I would like to have the maid in my employ.  I can always use another submissive to play with.”

Stacy led the maid towards the exit.  The maid took tiny little steps so that she didn’t lose her balance on her heels.  Tillie managed to get a quick glimpse of the inscription on the plaque before Belinda led her out of the stable.

Owner:  Seth Blithe

Trainers:  Stacy and Olivia

Horse: Debra “Harlot” Blithe

Tillie wanted to say something, but all she could do was suck on the penis gag that was in her mouth.  She felt so helpless, but there wasn’t a thing that she could do about that.


Chapter 54.  Sulky Ride

Outside the stable Stacy was busy securing Harlot to a sulky.  Olivia stood nearby talking with the Uber driver.  The driver had waited for Belinda and Tillie to finish up.

The driver was ogling Harlot while Olivia spoke.

“She’ll be trained to pull the cart.  We have races every weekend.  The winner gets to be masturbated with a vibrator in front of all of the drivers.  It provides quite an incentive for the ponies to perform.  They’re kept aroused, but unable to orgasm otherwise.”

The Uber driver looked closer at Harlot’s pubes.

“Yes, I can see that she’s very aroused by her handling.  I can’t believe that a woman like this would submit to such humiliating treatment.”

Harlot tried to speak, but her voice was muffled, so no clear words came out.

“Oh she loves it.  Go ahead, fondle her.  She’ll like it.”

The Uber driver smiled.  Then he brushed Harlot’s nipples before fondling her clitoris.  Harlot responded with a lewd moan while pressing her hips into his fingers. The Uber driver laughed.

“Wow!  She’s sure enjoying herself.  I’d love to play with her more, but I’ve got to go.  My riders are ready to leave.  May I have your number?”

He offered his cell phone to Olivia.  The trainer smiled and keyed in her number.

With cell back in hand, the driver began to walk away.  Olivia called after him.

“That maid you are transporting likes to be fondled too.  Give her bottom a pinch, she’ll like that.”

While he continued towards his car, the driver replied.

“Thanks Olivia, I think I’ll do that!”

Stacy finished up readying Harlot for her workout.  She sat in the sulky, and used her crop on Harlot’s bottom.

“Let’s go pony girl!”

With that, and a clip-clop of heels, the pony started slowly pulling the cart away from the stable.


Chapter 55. Fitting In

Belinda and Tillie were on their way back to Ravenwood House.  Tillie was still silenced with her penis gag while Belinda spoke to her.

“I hope that you learned an important lesson today Tillie.  Miss Ravenwood can send you to the ranch anytime that she deems necessary in order to improve your behavior.  You heard Miss Habbershab, she can’t wait to get her hands on you.  Is that what you want?”

Tillie quickly shook her head no.  She tried to speak to reinforce her position, but of course all she could do was suck on the cock that had silenced her.  Belinda continued.

“I didn’t think so. You had better do exactly what you’re told to do or else.”

Tillie squirmed a little trying to rub her bottom against the seat.  The driver had reached under her dress and given her a firm pinch on her bottom and it was beginning to hurt.  To add her humiliation, Belinda had laughed at the liberty that he had taken.

The drive had believed that Tillie was just one of the girls from the ranch. The thought that he had been completely fooled by her female appearance caused her cock to twitch.  Confined in its chastity cage, that only served to give Tillie another pinch.  This time, in a much more private place.

When they returned to Ravenwood House, Miss Ravenwood was waiting for them in the foyer.  She smiled at Belinda.

“How was Debbie doing today.”

Belinda gave a little giggle before she replied.

“Oh, she was fitting in nicely.  She was very excited about her training.”

Miss Ravenwood nodded her approval.  She glanced at Tillie before turning back to Belinda.

“Take the girl over your knee and make sure that she remembers the lesson that she was given today.  If she doesn’t properly learn her place, she should know that she’ll be sent to the pony ranch for retraining.  She needs to understand that.”

Belinda grinned in approval.

“Yes Miss Ravenwood.”

Belinda gave a tug on Tillie’s leash.

“Follow me girl.  You need to spend a bit of quality time with my paddle.”

Tillie carefully followed behind Belinda.  She had difficulty keeping up, because with her stilettos, she had to take tiny steps in order to keep her balance.  Belinda laughed at the maid while they walked towards the kitchen where Belinda kept her paddle at the ready.

“Don’t worry sissy.  This won’t hurt a bit.”


Chapter 56.  Womanly

It had been weeks since Tillie had visited the pony ranch.  Miss Ravenwood had summoned her to her bedroom mid afternoon for a change of clothes.  Tillie had helped Miss Ravenwood into a frilly red satin panty and bra set, and now she was zipping the beautiful woman into a little red dress.

Tillie knew what such a revealing outfit, along with the exorbitantly expensive perfume that Miss Ravenwood had spritzed herself with, surely meant.  Her thoughts were confirmed when Miss Ravenwood spoke.  Miss Ravenwood had a satisfied smile on her face, sounding so dreamy, tinged with lust, when she spoke.  Tillie immediately became jealous.  Up to that moment, she had thought Miss Ravenwood to be hers.

“Tillie, I have a gentleman caller coming by. You’re to wait by the front door for him.  After you bring him to the drawing room go to the kitchen There’ll be champagne and strawberries already prepared and waiting.  Serve them.  We’ll have a little dessert before dinner.”

She giggled at the thought.  She wasn’t even embarrassed saying such a thing in front of Tillie.  She thought of the sissy girl to be just a maid, and no more than that.  She continued, now with a big grin.

“Use the tea cart, I want to make an impression.”

“Yes Miss Ravenwood.”

Having finished dressing Miss Ravenwood, Tillie was on her way to the front foyer.  She passed a mirror in the hallway and stopped for a moment to look at herself.  Belinda had made sure that there were mirrors located in all of the hallways so that Tillie would see herself.  This was just one of many.

Tillie stared at the maid in the mirror.

She had never felt so inadequate for Miss Ravenwood before.  Yes, she had been giving the gorgeous woman incredible oral sex, but apparently that wasn’t satisfying enough.  The maid in the mirror looked so feminine.  Belinda had been working with her to improve her look and demeanor.  She had done a most wonderful job of it.  A meek maid stared back.  Hardly an object of appeal to an exquisite woman.

Of course Miss Ravenwood wanted a man.  A real man.  Tillie was well aware that women have needs.  Tillie certainly couldn’t give Miss Ravenwood what she desired.  Underneath her pretty uniform, beneath her panties, her own little girlish clit was safely confined in chastity.  She couldn’t remember the last time it had even attempted to become erect.  There was absolutely no way that she would ever be able to give Miss Ravenwood what she really wanted.

After Stacy had broken her in, Belinda had taken over with regular pegging.  Since that time, Tillie had only experienced spoiled orgasms, the kind coaxed by phallic prostate massage.  They were not intended to pleasure the maid, only to humiliate her by milking her dry whenever Belinda was in the mood to do so.

It was only one way that Belinda had improved Tillie’s manner.  Not only was she sexually unfilled, Belinda had provided her with a new musky perfume.  Though it was a cheap scent, no doubt purchased at a discount, Belinda had laced it with female pheromones.  The combination of close proximity to the women, the prostate massages, and the pheromones, kept Tillie on sexual edge at all times.

Now Tillie found herself not only looking womanly, but also to be feeling extremely womanly.  Miss Ravenwood and Belinda had squeezed and drained every last bit of maleness out of her.  She had nothing left to present to a beautiful woman like Miss Ravenwood except for the domestic offerings of a lowly maid servant.  She had become no more than that.

She tried to put the thoughts aside.  After all, it had been what she wanted.  She took one last look at the pretty maid in the mirror before she went to the front foyer to wait for Miss Ravenwood’s gentleman caller.


Chapter 57.  Concern

Tillie immediately recognized the handsome man with the chiseled features.  He was the same guy who Miss Ravenwood had brought to Debbie’s wedding.  He appeared in a Gieves & Hawke suit.  Tillie recognized it because Debbie had bought a similar suit for Gavin.  Obviously he had good taste and apparently a wallet to procure it.

Tillie found herself exasperated by the thought that Gavin was actually another person.  She had become so accustomed to being Tillie that she no longer thought of herself to be Gavin.  It had come to that!  Hmph!

When they arrived in the drawing room, Miss Ravenwood was already relaxing in the loveseat.  She looked adorable in an outfit that suddenly looked sinful to Tillie.  She was a lovely dessert ready to be plundered before the meal was even served!  Miss Ravenwood grinned.

“Hi Charles, come, sit by me.”

Tillie started towards the kitchen, getting only a glance at the gentleman while he snuggled next to Miss Ravenwood.  By the time she returned with the serving cart, they were kissing like a couple of horny teens making out on their first date.  Miss Ravenwood’s hair that Tillie had so meticulously styled for her, was tousled.  Disheveled proof of what had happened while Tillie was in the other room.  Worse still, Charles had one hand on Miss Ravenwood’s right breast, while the other was searching for the zipper on her dress.  Tillie couldn’t help but smile when Miss Ravenwood’s cell went off.

She took a quick look, then shook her head in disappointment.

“I’m so sorry Charles, I have to take this in private.”

She struggled to her feet, looking a bit disheveled, before straightening her dress.  Then she brushed by Tillie on the way out of the room.

“Stay here until I get back girl. There’s one more thing.”

Charles stood up before zipping up his fly.  Tillie wanted to leave the room, but she had been told to stay.  She nervously folded her hands in front of her apron.  She found herself thinking about her perfume.  When Belinda told her that it was laced with pheromones, and that it would attract boys, she hadn’t really believed her.  But now she wondered if what Belinda had said was true.

Charles took a long look at her, taking in her appearance with a most devilish grin.  Without saying a word, he moved right in front of the maid.  Then, in one quick motion, he took her by the waist and drew her to him, before forcing his hungry tongue deep inside her mouth.

Tillie squirmed in a vain attempt to escape his powerful grip.  He cupped her buttocks with both hands and pulled her tighter. Try as she may, she couldn’t escape his firm grasp or his probing tongue.

It had been so long since Tillie had real sex that, much to her dismay, her little clit actually responded to his groping.  A feeble attempt at an erection gave her a little pinch that caused her to make a sound that Charles took for encouragement.  He probed her mouth at will, before pushing her aside and sitting down on the loveseat, just before Miss Ravenwood stepped back into the room.

Miss Ravenwood was oblivious to what had happened while she had been gone.  She spoke to the maid.

“Get the other guest room ready girl.  Charles will be staying with us for a while.  His things will be arriving within the hour.”

Then she took a closer look at the maid.

“Fix your lipstick first.  It looks smudged.”

The disheartened maid spoke.

“Yes Miss Ravenwood.”  Then she curtsied.

Miss Ravenwood thought she sensed that the maid had been troubled by the news.

“Don’t worry Tillie, I’ll still need you.  There’s plenty of work to be done here.  I won’t be sending you away.”

Tillie gave her a sheepish little smile.  It wasn’t the possibility of being sent away that had concerned her.


Chapter 58.  Epilogue

Miss Ravenwood gazed across the table at Charles.  She had finally found the right guy.  Wealth, looks, and the ability to stir the things that mattered most deep inside.  She liked the way that he looked at her.  He was quite a find.

Charles looked back at her.  How fortunate was he?  A beautiful woman.  Obvious wealth.  He ached for her. He would put cock to cunt later tonight.  He looked forward to it.

But it was even better than that.  Luck had shined on him.  Not only would he take Miss Suzette Ravenwood whenever he wanted her, he would also have the Ravenwood House Maid.  His satisfaction was guaranteed!

There was no sense in risking getting the maid pregnant.  That would screw things up royally.  No, he had other plans for the maid.  That maid could really kiss.  He couldn’t wait to make her put those lips on his cock.  She was such a shy thing.  Most likely a virgin.  So much the better.  He would teach her how to suck cock the right way.  No matter how long it might take.

He would enjoy every minute of it.
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Lisa Rose Farrow is a successful business woman who enjoys sharing her dominant lifestyle through her imaginative works of erotic literature.  Her writing is inspired by her real-world experiences with her dominant female friends and their submissive males and their submissive females.

Ms. Farrow believes that a fitting household begins with a strong authoritative woman and that in business women possess far better leadership skills than men.  She enjoys telling stories that leave the reader wondering if they could possibly be true.  Her playful imaginative S & M works extol the virtues of women and emphasize the superior role of dominant women in both business and pleasure.  She enjoys exposing the erotic allure of both male submission and female sexual submission.

When she is not at work, Ms. Farrow appreciates attending the symphony and touring art museums.

“There are those who might call me a tease and they would certainly be right about that.  I take pride in knowing that I can entertain and tantalize with my writing.  There is nothing wrong with being a temptress, and I have certainly been called that.  I find the notion of my readers becoming aroused at my writing to be very exciting.”

Lisa notes that one of her favorite role models is burlesque dancer, model, costume designer, entrepreneur, singer, and occasional actress, Deeta Von Tease.

“Deeta Von Tease is a superb contemporary role model for confident modern-day women to follow.  She is comfortable with her sexuality and she does not hesitate to drive men crazy with her sensual allure. I like strong women who are not afraid to flaunt their sexuality for pleasure.

I also have admired Madonna for being able to put herself out there.  I think most of us can learn a thing or two from studying her daring career.”

Dominant females, submissive males and submissive females will all enjoy Lisa’s erotic stories.  Ms. Farrow has also published her works under the nom de plume name Lady Lisa Rose Farrow.

Ms. Farrow’s saucy titles include The Maid’s Maid, The Maid’s Fury, Sonja Says, Miss Sadie’s Salon, Trophy Maid, Super Model Maid, The Legend of Connie Swisher, Yes Miss Margo, Sissy Recruiter, My Sister’s Sissy Maid, Bitches of Birchwood, Sissy Maid Wives Club, Sissy Glamour Shots Sapphic Promise, Forbidden Desires Revealed, Public Disgrace Club, Maid With Benefits, Guided Servitude, Serving Cassandra, Serving Miss Nelson, Every Woman Deserves A Maid, Becoming Cheryl, and Tillie The Sissy Maid.

Visit the Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow on the following pages to learn more about all of these sensual offerings.  You won’t be disappointed.


The Deliciously Erotic World Of Lisa Rose Farrow

You’ll enjoy all of the tempting pleasures that the deliciously erotic world of Lisa Rose Farrow has to offer you!

Becoming Cheryl

By:  Lisa Rose Farrow

Learn more:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09V3DTM18/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_DA6NT7CC97TMEFJKCE6P
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Daryl Meeks was absolutely smitten with Robin Dearing. There was only one problem.  She paid absolutely no attention to him. After examining his possibilities, Daryl decided that it would be much easier to become Robin’s girlfriend rather than to become her boyfriend.  A wild gender-bending relationship begins!

Follow Daryl through the pangs of becoming Robin’s best friend and housemaid.  But where will it end?  Will Robin discover his secret?  What about the romantic tech titan that Robin works for?

Becoming Cheryl is a titillating gender bending story that will leave you lusting for more!


Every Woman Deserves A Maid

By:  Lisa Rose Farrow

Learn more: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09J3QPLF5/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_3J8M7QBKMZVFCFJKWG9Q

Karen Livingston was a typical woman, certainly not into kinky sex!  But an unexpected meeting caused her to take a different look at her sex life.  

In Every Woman Deserves A Maid, a determined wife draws her husband into the fantasy of male maid servitude.  Married men can find themselves led into servitude by a knowing wife. What are husbands for if not to dote on us?  But Karen Livingston gets far more than she bargained for when she enters the secret world of male submission!  Does Karen long to be in control, or is she just another submissive woman?

If you always wanted to serve a woman, you’ll writhe in pleasure reading Every Woman Deserves A Maid.  Every Woman Deserves A Maid is an erotic crossdressing tale of servitude to authoritative women meant only for mature readers!
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Serving Miss Nelson

By Lisa Rose Farrow

Learn more:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09BM8C123/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_8XVN88N08R6CNKT8F52X

Boys can be so naughty!  When Professor Nelson discovers that a mischievous college student named Brad has been taking suggestive pictures of her and then uploading them to the Internet, she is so embarrassed!  Miss Nelson feels violated and helpless—until she is reminded of a lesson about her own sexuality that she should have learned when she attended Chardin College For Girls.  Brad soon learns precisely what that means. Straight crossdressers and yearning sissy girls who enjoy serving women like servants will writhe in pleasure Serving Miss Nelson!  
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Serving Cassandra
By Lisa Rose Farrow

Learn more: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08W3FNSWX/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_EVQF2MQBNPHYYV8518RV

Cassandra and her bad-ass roommate Dana hate doing housework.  So when Cassandra has the opportunity to employ a sissy maid she simply can’t resist.  Surprises await her when she finds out who her new maid really is.  Dana knows how to treat a sissy but will Cassandra ever learn?  Will the sissy maid ever escape from her chastity or is she destined to serve the girls permanently?
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Guided Servitude

By Lisa Rose Farrow

Link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08K491CD1/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_JV1NS3ADMDS9GWZMGJR8

So many submissive males long to serve dominant women.  The truth is that most submissive types both male and female have little idea of how to make that happen.  So instead of living their dream they become consumed by the fantasy of servitude.

What if a submissive seeking servitude was taken by a dominant woman and really made to serve her?  Can mountains of housekeeping work really satisfy the cravings of submissive desire?  Would that adventure be sexually fulfilling or would the compliant maid eventually rebel?  In Guided Servitude we get to find out!
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Maid With Benefits

By Lisa Rose Farrow

Link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B084BWXVW2/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_KOGAFbTWCNS7V

A shy sissy maid may find herself in unexpected situations.  That may include being exposed to women she never anticipated would learn of her desire.  She may also find herself fully engrossed in tedious domestic work with little or no sexual gratification.  Such is the life of an actual domestic maid.  So it is easy to see that with no control of the situation the submissive can find herself at the mercy of a strict woman.

So I have often imagined what would actually happen with a submissive sissy maid if things didn’t go quite the way she wanted them to go.  What could possibly go wrong in that situation?  In Maid With Benefits the possibility becomes reality and you’ll find out for yourself!
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Public Disgrace Club

By Lisa Rose Farrow

Link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07V9HRDJG/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_fGSYDb9AMNNTA

You often find sexual submission in places that you least suspect it.  When Lisa and her friend Marisa are offered an invitation to attend the Public Disgrace Club they simply can’t resist the urge to find out what it is all about.  At the Public Disgrace Club you’ll get a close-up look at what the strong allure of sexual submission can do to willing participants when they are presented to dominant women.

Surprises await Lisa and Marisa at the club while they learn to enjoy the rush of excitement that only sexual domination can bring to strict authoritative women. Submissive types beware! Shame, shame, shame!  Oh the erotic thrill of public humiliation!
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Forbidden Desires Revealed

by Lisa Rose Farrow

Link: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07QCHTNB2/ref=cm_sw_em_r_mt_dp_U_JSw5Cb7B02S89

Never has sexual fantasy been so erotic!  When Lisa decides to indulge her haughty supervisor with her secret sexual desires things really begin to heat up.  When Lisa decides to dominate Linda and her innocent boyfriend Melvin she leads them on a sensual thrill ride that drops Linda down the corporate ladder and leaves them both panting for more!  Plus Lisa needs a housemaid—can she successfully train two willing applicants? Will Linda ever have sex with Melvin or will Lisa and her friend Mistress Desiree have other plans for them? In Forbidden Desires Revealed Lisa and Mistress Desiree teach both submissives that abstinence only makes the libido grow stronger and that chastity isn’t always the best policy!  
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Sapphic Promise: Lesbian Submission
by Lisa Rose Farrow

Link:  http://a.co/7qtWiSo

By her own admission Chastity Belden is different. She longs to explore her sexuality but her strict parents refuse to allow it.  A friendly kiss makes her realize that she has forbidden feelings for other women.  When she is sent away for exhibiting prohibited sexual desires she finds herself penniless and alone in a strange town.  Desperate for work Chastity takes a position employed as a domestic maid for Miss Deanna Travers.  What follows is a steamy passionate relationship that leads Chastity into a whole new taboo world of female domination and female sexual submission.
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Sissy Glamour Shots 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/d/aigrrfw

In Sissy Glamour Shots Lisa gets an opportunity to work with her friend Heather and to put things straight with her misbehaving male supervisor—an errant manager named Brendan. You’ll find out that things turn out quite differently than usual for Heather when Brendan is taught an unforgettable lesson.
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Sissy Maid Wives Club: Girls Having Fun 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: http://a.co/0GX5Obe

When Lisa begins to have issues with her husband she consults her good friend and marriage counselor extraordinaire Pamela Sinclair.  When Pamela divulges her secret to successful marriages Lisa joins in the fun and soon her husband is transformed into her own sissy maid.  Sissy Maid Wives Club is a charming romp through gender transformation that will leave you begging for more!  Taking control of males is unbelievably easy if you know how to do it.
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Bitches of Birchwood: A Sissy Maid Lesson 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://a.co/1eH8y9S

The Bitches of Birchwood are sexy female cops who just happen to be female supremacists. With their special brand of law enforcement they offer the city of Birchwood the absolute ultimate in feminine protection.  Lisa’s bed and breakfast receives a boost when the all-female special crimes unit decides to relocated their command center to her country inn. Her world is then turned upside down after she accepts an offer to participate in a stakeout with the authoritative police women.

Her disrespectful boyfriend Phillip doesn’t believe Lisa when she describes the events that took place on the stakeout.  You’ll root for the long arm of the law when Phillip is taught a sissy girl lesson that he will never forget by the ruthless Bitches of Birchwood.
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My Sister's Sissy Maid: Taming A Wandering Spouse 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01J4ZCWPC

When Professor Cora suspects her husband Blaine of infidelity she decides to have her sister Lindsay keep an eye on both her house and her husband for her while she is abroad.  Cora’s suspicions turn out to be accurate when Lindsay finds Blaine seemingly has more than a casual interest in college coeds.

Lindsay realizes that she will be alone with Blaine for months until Cora returns.  What should Lindsay do with her sister’s straying husband?  Is there a maid uniform in his future? What about those college coeds? Big sisters always know best and Blaine will quickly discover that first hand.
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Sissy Recruiter: Entrapment 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B01ESAXJXC

Authoritative women always get what they want.  When they want an adoring sissy girl they come to The Ellington Agency and ask for Sierra Ellington—the sissy recruiter.  Take a trip into the sexy world of sissy recruiting where women choose sissy girls like they are from a catalog and The Ellington Agency delivers them just like they are ordered.

You’ll feel the excitement of recruiting when case studies of sissy maids, sissy secretaries and sissy nurses are all shared.  Then you’ll share the thrill of transformation!  What kind of woman orders a sissy girl? What kind of sissy accepts such an invitation?  You’ll feel the heat when you explore the world of sissy recruiting!
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Yes Miss Margo: A Sissy Maid Transformation 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B015VIAIYS

Margo Farnswell married her husband Richard after a quick whirlwind romance. It turned out to be the mistake of her life.  She tolerated his treatment of her until she couldn’t take it anymore.

What is it like to incur the wrath of a woman scorned?  Will Margo escape from Richard?  Will her scheme for revenge work?  Is it the ultimate punishment for a cheating husband to be turned into a passive sissy maid?  Find out for yourself in this erotic tale of sissy maid transformation that will leave you begging for the attention of a Dominant Woman.
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The Legend of Connie Swisher: Sissy Maid Servitude 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B010GSOA4W

Jennifer Banks enjoyed her position as a college instructress until she was let go due to an unfortunate incident with a male student.  Blacklisted and unable to find employment Jennifer jumped at the chance to interview at Chardin College for Women though she knew little about the history of the college.

She is surprised by what she finds on campus.  The campus that was built during the Civil War has remained a place out of time complete with a lack of electricity and Victorian maid service. 

Jennifer’s erotic adventure begins when she hears of the legend of Connie Swisher--the woman who founded the college.  Could it be true that at Chardin young girls are taught to train and to dominate submissive males?  How will Jennifer deal with haughty female professors? You’ll discover all of the sensual secrets of Chardin College for Women right along with Jennifer as she explores the hidden side of Chardin College for Women.  Enter the world of Chardin College where women rule and males are trained to serve them!
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Super Model Maid: The Humiliation Of Charlotte Prentiss 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00OO8M2JQ

Charlotte Prentiss has enjoyed her life as a famous super model.  If only she could have Terrence Covington as her adoring husband her life would be perfect.  But to her dismay the wealthy Terrence pays no attention to her charming looks.  So with her modeling agent she plots a scheme to gain the attention of Terrence by working as his domestic maid.  Things don’t go exactly as planned and when Charlotte discovers her submissive side she finds out that becoming a domestic maid involves much more than she bargained for.

In Super Model Maid you’ll enjoy the erotic humiliation of Charlotte Prentiss as she plummets down the social ladder.  Her life as a super model fades away to be replaced by that of a mere maid.  Will she be able to overcome her own feelings and get her high fashion life back or will she succumb to her intense erotic desire to serve?

If you have sexual submissive feelings of your own you’ll enjoy this enticing lady to maid transformation.  Be careful what you wish for!
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Trophy Maid: The Humiliation Of Elizabeth Bennington 
by Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00KPJ7XZ6

Elizabeth Bennington is a rich socialite enjoying a fine life of luxury.  When things go awry she finds herself in an unfamiliar situation—penniless with no place to live.  Under the circumstances and with no other option she accepts a position working for her former maid Marlene Holloway.  How will Marlene treat Elizabeth?  Can a rich socialite actually become a maid?

In Trophy Maid Lady Lisa Rose Farrow explores every working maid’s fantasy—turning her employer into her own maid!  At the same time she delves deeply into sexual humiliation as Elizabeth Bennington is taught the ultimate lesson in humility as she tumbles down the social ladder into a life of domestic servitude.
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Miss Sadie's Salon 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00GU1J6GC

Together Miss Sadie with Miss Mattie—the back-seam girls—own Miss Sadie’s salon.  A sissy maid adventure begins when a naive young male innocently applies for a position at the salon.  Will he become a back-seam girl too?  In Miss Sadie’s Salon the reader is skillfully teased and denied as you are seduced right along with Miss Sadie into an S/M adventure that will leave you breathless.  

Will Miss Sadie’s desire for her new sissy employee lead her to fulfillment or to something else?  Is Miss Sadie dominant or submissive?  Can she possibly be both?  In this explicit novel you’ll writhe in pleasure right along with Miss Sadie and her newly hired sissy maid as you experience the power of domination interwoven with the thrill of submission.
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Sonja Says: Women Rule!  
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00C52CC84

In Sonja Says you will delight in seeing the dominant side of superior women as Lady Lisa Rose Farrow intimately describes the experience of her good friend Sonja Blake. Relish this erotic submissive cross-dressing account by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow as she shares the ascent of her friend Sonja Blake from unappreciated secretary to dominant businesswoman.  You’ll be amused with how Sonja dealt with the sexual urges of an irreverent male who owned the maid service where she worked.

Any woman who has ever worked for an impertinent male will savor this titillating story.  You will feel the thrill of female superiority as you discover what happens to Preston—Sonja’s former boss--who treats women employees with nothing but disrespect.  You’ll be wonderfully entertained as Sonja systematically puts him in his place after she discovers his innermost secret.

There is nothing like enjoying the futile struggle of a helpless male who can’t resist his urge to serve a superior woman.  What happens to Preston when the tables are turned?  Is Preston sissy enough to fill her heels?

Cross dressing submissive males beware.  Dominant women can be found in places you would never expect and there is a fine line between secretly cross dressing yourself and becoming a permanent sissy maid.  Coming out of the closet is one thing—being pulled out is quite another.  If you enjoy submitting to authoritative women or you simply need to be put in your place then this is required reading for you.  Sonja Says--you will obey!

The Maid's Fury 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B00BI55HNG

Enjoy the lure of female supremacy in the erotic novels of Lady Lisa Rose Farrow.  Explore the taboo sensations of revenge, lust, as well as a world of cross dressing, Femdom, and bondage. Lady Farrow indulges her reader in a blend of erotic Femdom reality and erotic S/M fantasy that is her trademark.  Drawing on her own experiences Lady Lisa Rose details a life of feminine superiority that leaves superior women satisfied and sissy males yearning for conquest.

Of course when Lisa Farrow is around submission is always demanded, expected, and encouraged.  In the continuation of her novel The Maids Maid you’ll learn what happens to maid Sheila and maid Nora.  In a final confrontation with Lady Camilla you’ll be surprised at the outcome as the full fury of a dominant woman is unleashed. Return with Lady Lisa Rose Farrow back to a place of decadent feminine superiority in The Maid’s Fury.
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The Maid's Maid 
by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow 
Link: https://amzn.com/B0085ZCTLA

A lady scorned, a rich Aunt, a secret society of dominant women and a large estate in need of servants all await Lisa Rose Farrow’s would-be beau. In this scintillating S/M erotica adventure you’ll find out what happens when the needs of a submissive cross dresser meet the fury of a spurned woman who is in a position to control his every action.

Lisa Rose Farrow takes revenge for every woman who has ever waited in vain for that special guy to ask her out.  After high school graduation her path crosses again with Charles—the object of her unrequited love.  She finds that she is now over him but it is payback time for Charles when she discovers his submissive side.

Tutored by her Aunt Millie while working as her maid, Lisa Rose has become an expert Dominatrix and now spares no mercy taking out her frustrations on hapless Charles!
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