

YES MISS MARGO

A Sissy Maid Transformation

By Lisa Rose Farrow

[image: ]


Copyright © 2015 by Lady Lisa Rose Farrow Productions

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.

First edition October 2015


YES MISS MARGO

A Sissy Maid Transformation

Contents

DEDICATION

PREFACE.  For Margo

PROLOGUE.  Miss Margo Farnswell

CHAPTER 1.  Best Friend Forever

CHAPTER 2.  Shock

CHAPTER 3.  Confrontation

CHAPTER 4.  Hot For You

CHAPTER 5.  Long Ride Home

CHAPTER 6.  Object Of Attention

CHAPTER 7.  Day In Court

CHAPTER 8.  Ensemble

CHAPTER 9.  Doctor Evelyn Fairchild

CHAPTER 10.  Celeste Place

CHAPTER 11.  Transitions

CHAPTER 12.  Grateful Forever

CHAPTER 13.  By Any Other Name

CHAPTER 14.  Boorish Male Behavior

CHAPTER 15.  Day Of Reckoning

CHAPTER 16.  Let The Games Begin

CHAPTER 17.  Darcie

CHAPTER 18.  Abigail Titmore

CHAPTER 19.  New Beginnings

CHAPTER 20.  A Visit To The Clinic

CHAPTER 21.  Yes Miss Margo

CHAPTER 22.  Tea Party

CHAPTER 23.  Spot On

CHAPTER 24.  Rosy Glow

CHAPTER 25.  A Visit From Julie

CHAPTER 26.  Little Black Book

CHAPTER 27.  Dinner Party

CHAPTER 28.  Chastity Redux

CHAPTER 29.  Phallic City

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


DEDICATION

Lovingly dedicated to my friend Margo and to women everywhere that are putting up with their wayward husbands.


PREFACE.  For Margo

My good friend Margo recently endured a rather nasty divorce.  Fortunately there were no children involved.  After months of bickering she was awarded half of everything they had accumulated including half the proceeds from the sale of her home.  A substantial portion of her winnings paid for the attorney that she had hired. 

While the divorce proceedings have ended the scars from a hurtful fight remain.  To say she is bitter about the whole thing would be a dramatic understatement.

During a recent visit I tried to comfort her while I listened to the crazy nonsense that she had been put through just to rid herself of a bad relationship.

“There must be a better way for a woman to dispose of a poor relationship.  My husband was a lout and anyone could see that he treated me like dirt yet I had to jump through all sorts of hoops to get rid of him.  It just wasn’t fair.”

She was right.  Margo is an intelligent beautiful trim woman with flowing blonde hair that would be a perfect wife to any husband she might care to take.  Her ex was obviously a total idiot to let her get away.

While I listened to her I couldn’t help but agree with her.  There had to be a better way to put misbehaving husbands into their place.

Many men cheat on their wives.  Many of us do not receive anywhere near the respect that we deserve.  Would things be different for us if we handled our cheating husbands differently?


PROLOGUE.  Miss Margo Farnswell

Women can be subjected to cruel treatment by the opposite sex.  Many of us have friends that have been in abusive relationships.  Often they have simply tolerated their situation.  Typically that occurs due to financial reasons but it can also be because they don’t know how to exit a poor relationship.

Are we stuck in relationships that don’t suit us?  Is the male really in charge of our lives once we put on that wedding ring?

Traditionally most women would answer these questions “yes”.  But times have changed for Dominant Women.  These days we have more options available to us than ever to remedy a poor marriage.

We all deal with misbehaving husbands differently.  No woman should ever have to put up with a cheating husband.  We can be original and creative when we put our mind to the task.

With no further delay I am pleased to introduce the reader to Miss Margo Farnswell.  In Yes Miss Margo she finds a rather unique way to deal with a cheating husband that has treated her poorly.

Of course her solution to her problem is not for every woman.  But poorly behaved disobedient males should take note of her rather novel approach to the problem of a stray husband.

Her story sheds light on what real female power can do.  Perhaps the story will encourage more women to take matters into their own hands.  At the very least it should encourage males to treat us better than they already do.

Both Dominant Women and submissive males are invited to see for themselves what can happen to a disrespectful male finding himself at the mercy of a truly Dominant Woman.


CHAPTER 1.  Best Friend Forever

“I’m off to work now.  Be a nice piece of ass and clean things up.  I’ll be home late tonight.”

With that he went out the front door.

I always despised the way Richard spoke to me like that.  I never thought of myself to be a “nice piece of ass”.  He started calling me that right after we were married.  What was I thinking of when I married Richard?  All I can say is that it was a very big mistake on my part.

I told him many times to call me Margo.  My name is Margo!  When I would say that to him he would smile at me and reply, “Yes and a nice piece of ass you are!”

I hadn’t heard him use my name since the day we met.  From that day on to him I was simply a nice piece of ass.  It was extremely upsetting to me to say the least.

Even in front of his friends he would humiliate me when he would introduce me.  He would casually speak of me like I was a possession of his.  “This is my wife,” he would say, “Isn’t she a nice piece of ass?”

He even demanded that I wear a short skirt or short dress with either stockings or pantyhose and heels all of the time.  He said seeing me that way made me look more attractive and he didn’t want to see me any other way.

He said that my heels gave my legs a look like they were posed ready for sex.  He preferred me in stockings when I was at home because it was easier for him to “get a quick fuck”.  Richard was like that.  With Richard everything was always about sex.

Personally I always felt that I was simply catering to his sexual fetishes.  Stockings and heels are classic fetishes for many males.  So are the scarves he wanted me to wear and of course female breasts.  Basically everything I wore was simply to show my body in a provocative manner and entice him into more sex.

When other people refer to “hump day” it always means Wednesday.  For Richard it crudely had an entirely different meaning that involved bedroom activities that he enjoyed. So for Richard every day was hump day.  Like so many things about Richard the reference made me feel like an object.  It was humiliating.

He treated me like a low class hooker.  I had to put out on demand and I had nothing to say about it.  His need for pleasure always came first.  At least a hooker receives payment after she is used—I never did.

I must say that Richard did have a way of pleasing a lady.  His ability to cause me to have intense orgasms that rocked my body made his behavior worthwhile.  Richard definitely presented a quandary for me.

I suppose there was a stretch of my life when I wasn’t comfortable being myself.  I didn’t think I was good enough.  So I pretended to be someone I wasn’t.  That was how I managed to deal with Richard.

I didn’t want to worry about him today.  My best friend Julie was stopping by to talk to me this morning.  She had called me late last night and said that she had something important to discuss.  She would be a welcomed distraction from my marriage.

With Julie conversation usually meant something juicy.  We liked to share sexually exciting moments with each other and she was good at filling me in.  I always liked to hear all of the intimate details of her life.

Julie has been a lifelong friend.  I met her in grade school and we grew up together along with my other best friend Evelyn.  Is it okay to have two best friends forever?  I think so.  The three of us had been inseparable for our whole lives.  We would do anything for each other.

After high school Julie and I went to work as waitresses in a high class gentlemen’s club that was in downtown San Francisco.  That was the best my high school diploma and 2.0 grade point average could get me and Julie wasn’t any better than that either.

All of that time in school and the best I could do for employment was to sell myself as a sex object delivering drinks.  It was a blessing that I was so attractive—it meant that the tips were big.

The gentlemen’s club was a place where rich guys would go to drink and fondle the single women that worked there.  Waitresses wore French maid uniforms that clung to our bodies.  The short hem on the uniform encouraged the clients and all of the clients took advantage of that.

You might think that the job was demeaning to women.  You’d be right about that.  What can I say?  If you ever needed money and had to do any waitress work whatsoever you can probably relate.

Perhaps you waited tables or had to sling coffee in your career and while you worked you didn’t feel like smiling.  Really?  Well, just like me, tough shit!

We all have to do what we have to do.  All women do it at one time or another.  Every waitress knows what it is like to be pawed by the customers.  So like me you put on your best customer service face, smile anyway and then muddle through.  You do the best that you can and ignore the rest.  The good news is that when you clock out of the place you get to go home and be yourself again.

Sort of the same attitude I took with my relationship with Richard.  In a way my marriage was simply a form of prostitution—just like we all sell ourselves at our place of employment.

In the case of my marriage I was exchanging sex for safety and security.  At the end of every night I could wake up and be myself again.  If I pretended I was happy enough I thought that perhaps I could muddle through.

At the time I took the waitress position I needed the money but after my marriage things changed.  I could be more selective and work where I wanted to because I had Richard’s money to fall back on if I needed to.

So recently I had left my position as a waitress and took on a new position working as a part time receptionist at a job placement firm.  Now that I was married there was far too much groping going on from the customers at the club for my taste and I had decided that I had enough of that.  A girl can only put up with so much before she has to move on.

Evelyn was the smart one.  She went on to medical school and became a surgeon.  Poor Julie was still stuck working at the club enduring the groping while waiting for the right guy to sweep her off of her feet.

It was at the club that I had met Richard.  At first he appeared to be a blond-haired blue eyed dream come true.  Like all of the male patrons he came on to me while I was serving him drinks.

I thought that something about him was different.  Perhaps it was the look in his eyes.  He had puppy dog eyes that seemed to beg for attention.

In retrospect I think that those eyes couldn’t resist a woman.  In spite of his rude demeanor deep down inside he was a submissive little puppy just waiting for a woman like me to take advantage of him.

His masculine front was simply a ruse.  Maybe because he was short for a male he thought he had to put up a masculine front to be taken seriously.  The front covered a much different personality that was hidden underneath.

The second time I saw him he took me home with him and he ravaged my body.  We were married a few weeks later.

At the start I was impressed with Richard.  He worked as a stock broker and made big money.  At least his money seemed big to me.  That first night he drove me home in his Lamborghini to his huge house out in the burbs.  He had a problem with small spaces so he liked to do everything large—including his home.

He told me everything was paid for and that he had a substantial amount of money in the bank.  After we were married I found out that he was definitely telling the truth.

Like I said it was a big mistake on my part.  He turned out to be extremely controlling.  For example when I was in heels he was actually shorter than me so I wasn’t allowed to wear my hair up.  He said that made him look smaller.

My skirts and dresses had to come well above my knees.  Richard always said that I looked sexy that way and that he didn’t want anything obstructing his view.  Whenever he looked at me he seemed to be checking out my body.  He seldom looked me in the eye because he was too busy checking out the rest of me.

He didn’t worry nearly so much about my neckline.  He often pointed out that my “Tiny 34-AA tits were suitable for a training bra and wouldn’t turn the head of a schoolboy.”  I knew that he admired female breasts so I often wore a Wonderbra to try to enhance what little I had.

It hardly mattered.  A flat chested woman is just not lavishly endowed no matter what she does.  I’m not sure if he ever realized that I had been wearing size DD breast forms when he first met me.  They helped me garner tips at the club and were definitely worth the modest price I paid for them. They had certainly fooled him.

Without the substantial enhancement my rather unpretentious bustline would simply not have garnered any attention.  Some might call that false or misleading advertising.  I called it survival.

I’m sure that my enhanced breast played a large part in landing Richard.  Oh well, buyer beware!

How controlling was Richard?  I even had to trim my pubic hair a certain way just for him.  He wanted a “Heart shaped pussy bush on his nice piece of ass”.  I resented every moment I spent shaping my hair for his pleasure. 

To Richard I was just an object used to gratify his sexual urges.  Then there was his drinking.  He drank to excess and usually came home from work late at night completely intoxicated.  He liked to hug barmaids when they served him so he also would reek of cheap perfume.

It was while he was in those drunken fits that he would routinely take his pleasure on me.  He was ruff and brutal typically leaving me bruised and sore.  Recently if he wasn’t sufficiently pleasured he had taken to slapping me around.

While I waited for Julie to arrive I went into the master bathroom and covered the bruising around my eye that he had left me with just last night.  After applying heavy makeup I was no worse for wear.


CHAPTER 2.  Shock

Julie was well suited for waitress work.  Her long auburn hair nicely framed her delicate features.  Her green eyes could charm any guy that she cared to have.  She was strikingly attractive and the skimpy form fitting uniform of the club showed off every luscious curve of her body.

Her double D breasts were the envy of all of the women at the club and the focal point of every guy that leered at her while she waited on them.  Those breasts were good for business and always assured her of a generous gratuity.  I was insanely jealous of her natural bounty.

When I opened the door I immediately knew that something was wrong.  Normally Julie would greet me with a smile and a hug.  This time she quickly brushed by me into my home without saying a word.

I followed her into the great room where we sat down together on the sofa.  She looked down at her hands when she began to speak.

“I’m so sorry Margo.  I don’t know what to say.  It just happened.”

“What’s the matter Julie?  What happened?”

I didn’t think it could possibly be as bad as it looked.  I was wrong.  She sniffled while she explained.

“He followed me out to my car after we closed up for the night.  Then I couldn’t help it…it was an accident…hotel room…I tried to resist…he raped me…well maybe it was awesome… every night this week…but then he beat me…”

She looked up at me with tears flowing from her eyes.  It was my first good look at her since she came in the door.  She had an ugly black eye and her lower lip was puffed up.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“My God Julie did you call the police?”

“No…I…couldn’t…”

“Why not?  Who did this to you?”

She sniffed and brushed a tear away with her hand.  I offered her a tissue and she grabbed the whole box as though it were a lifeline thrown out to a drowning woman at sea.

“I didn’t know what to do.  I couldn’t call the police.”

“Why not?  Who was he?”

“It was your husband--Richard.”

Unburdened of her news she stopped sniffling and the room was quiet. Her words lapped at my brain like waves crashing on the shore.  Did I hear her correctly?  Did she say that my Richard had raped her?

I looked at her and paused before I spoke.  Richard and I had only been married a short time.  Certainly he couldn’t be cheating on me already.

“Julie are you sure it was Richard?  You must be wrong.  It couldn’t have been my husband.”

She looked at me with a somber expression that told me her answer before she spoke.

“I wouldn’t lie to you about something like this.  It was Richard.  He fooled me and he is fooling you too!  I found out yesterday that he has had affairs with almost all of the other waitresses at work.

He was cheating on us both at the same time!”

My heart sank.  Our marriage wasn’t great but I didn’t think that it was over.  Then something else began to rise up inside of me.  Anger.  How dare he cheat on me!

We sat together and we talked for hours about what had happened.  We were good friends and we weren’t about to let Richard come between us.  We decided that our best option was to confront Richard together and shame him into admitting what he had done.  Perhaps that would cause him to treat us both better.

A few hours later Julie went home.  I told her that I would call her when Richard came home that evening and then we would deal with him together.

I sat alone that afternoon thinking about what I would say to Richard.  Any intelligent woman would probably divorce a husband that had cheated on her like Richard had cheated on me.

For me divorce was simply not an option.  When I first met Richard I had thought that the best part of Richard was the “Rich” part.  Richard had money and plenty of it.  Not ridiculous wealth but more than enough for a modest woman like me to live her whole life in total luxury without ever having to go to work.

Yes, I was working but only because it gave me purpose.  I didn’t need to at all and neither did Richard.  He was such a control freak that he even made me deposit my meager paychecks in his account.  But all we were doing was padding his ridiculous amount of wealth one paycheck at a time.

Since I had married Richard I had become accustomed to a new lifestyle.  I enjoyed a life without worries, with a beautiful home and the ability to buy whatever I wanted.

Well, almost whatever I wanted.  Richard had to approve everything I spent.  Perhaps that’s why he drove a Lamborghini and I drove a KIA Soul.  Richard was like that with me.

So why wouldn’t I divorce Richard?  Why did I put up with him?  I have a reason that sums it up in just two words.  Two words and only two words.  Prenuptial Agreement.

At the time I didn’t think much of it.  I signed the agreement that his team of lawyers provided without reading a thing.  It was only a few months into our marriage when I realized what a mistake I had made.  It was only then that I took the document out and read it.

Richard had been clever.  The agreement gave everything he had and everything we would ever have to him.  I had no claim whatsoever on anything.  Not even the paychecks that I was depositing in his account.  Nothing at all.

In a clever clause at the end of the document the agreement even dictated what would happen to me if we were to be divorced.

Incredibly I had signed a document that would require me to dress back up in the waitress uniform of the club I had been working in when we met and I was to be dropped off there by cab with nothing to my name but the skimpy clothes on my back.

It was Richard’s way of keeping control of me and of keeping me in my place.  He even made me keep a maid uniform in my closet to remind me of the possible consequences of leaving him.  So you can understand my reticence to divorce him.  Patching up our relationship was a much more profitable way to go.

I wanted to look authoritative when I talked to Richard.  I thought that I could make a better lasting impression if I dressed up like an office professional so I put on one of my work outfits.

I wished I owned a higher pair of heels so that I could increase my stature to look more imposing but I didn’t own a single pair over six inches.  I sat in my blue pinstriped skirt suit all afternoon thinking about what I would say.  To my dismay I never had a chance to say a word.


CHAPTER 3.  Confrontation

I didn’t expect Richard to come home early.  He had been routinely coming home late in the evening.  I realized now that this was because no doubt he was busy sampling Julie’s charms.  So I was surprised when I heard the Lamborghini pull into the garage just when the sun was going down.

I sat in the kitchen facing the hallway that led to the garage.  I wanted to catch Richard off-guard and confront him when he came in the door.  Unfortunately he caught me off-guard instead.

The door opened but instead of Richard walking in to my surprise Julie came walking in the door.  She was dressed in her maid uniform from the club.

I knew immediately that something had gone dreadfully wrong with our plan.  Julie had been crying and her makeup was streaked from her eyes down across her cheeks to prove it.  My mouth opened in horror when she walked in with an angry looking Richard trailing closely behind her.

Before I could say anything Julie began sobbing while she tried to explain.

“I’m so sorry Margo.  I thought I could help.  I told Richard…”

Her voice trailed off when Richard interrupted her.

“Shut up slut.  I’ve heard enough from you.  I’ll take care of this situation right now.  Go to the bedroom like I told you and wait for me there.”

She lowered her head and whispered to me when she walked by.  “I’m so sorry Margo…”

Now it was just the two of us in the kitchen.  He glared at me like I had betrayed him.

“You are a nice piece of ass dear but you should know that I won’t tolerate you going behind my back.  I’m in charge here and if I want to fuck a waitress at the lounge then that is exactly what I’ll do.  Now I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

I’m ashamed of everything that happened after that.  Since that day I’ve become a much stronger woman but at the time I couldn’t resist his orders.

He took me by the hand and yanked me off of the chair then led me by the hand off to our bedroom.  I was too surprised by events to say anything so I just meekly went along with him.

When we entered the bedroom Julie was already there standing at attention next to our bed.  He glared at her and barked an order.

“Strip this piece of ass.  I want a good look at her.”

Like a good docile wife I stood there obediently and allowed my friend Julie to strip me naked one piece of clothing at a time.  She sniffled and sobbed when she unclipped my bra and lowered my panties.  When she finished my best suit and my fine lingerie were piled in a heap on the floor at my feet.  I started to cry.

Richard walked up to me and we stood face to face.  I could smell the liquor on his breath so I knew that I had to carefully obey him or he could hurt me.  In the state he was in I was surprised that he hadn’t done so already.

Looking me straight in the eye he gave an order to Julie.

“The bitch has a hairbrush on the vanity.  Bring it here.”

I knew what he was talking about.  My favorite hairbrush.  It was a large wooden imitation antique brush that I had found on our honeymoon in a small shop.  I used it every night on my hair before going to bed.

Naively I thought for a moment that my hair must be out of place and that Richard was going to brush it for me.  I couldn’t have guessed any further from the truth.

When Julie presented the brush to him he took me by the hand and before I knew what happened he was seated on the bed and I was over his knees.

I hadn’t been paddled since I was a little girl.  On that occasion Mom had tapped me on my jeans when I had back-talked to her.  That was nothing like what Richard did to me.

He made no effort to be gentle or delicate.  Instead he cruelly walloped my bare bottom while I begged him for forgiveness.  No forgiveness was to be found in his relentless assault.

I cried, I sobbed and I kicked my legs all to no avail.  Finally I succumbed to him in a limp surrender.  At that point the only sound in the room was the smacking of my own hairbrush on my bare bottom.

When he finally let me up I could feel my skin burning from the assault.  I knew that it would be a long time before I would be able to sit comfortably.

In a gruff voice that hinted at lewd arousal he ordered me to stand at the foot of the bed with my back to it and with my hands on top of my head.  I did just like I was told.

In that position I was facing the large mirror that Richard had installed on the wall opposite the bed.  When he had ordered it mounted there I had thought at the time that it was erotic.

Now while I stood looking at myself in the mirror it only served to reflect the humiliation that I was feeling inside.  There was nothing erotic about being paddled like an errant schoolgirl.  My blistered bottom ached to be soothed but I dared not touch it because he hadn’t said that I could do so.  The searing pain seemed to worsen while I stood there.

In the reflection I could see our bed and now I could see Richard with Julie in his arms.  His tongue was no doubt halfway down her throat in a lewd embrace that under any other circumstances would have made me livid with anger.

I had no anger left in me.  Richard had whipped it out of me.  I could only watch in the mirror like I was in a dream while my husband stripped my best friend naked.

When he took her bra off he fondled her lavish breasts and spoke in a voice that I was near enough to hear.

“You have such beautiful breasts—the breasts of a real woman.  Not like the breasts of that piece of ass that is my wife.”

When he pulled her panties down I could see that her bottom was a dark red just like my own probably was.  Richard had already spanked her too!

With that he pulled her down on our bed and in a crude dance that I had often been the recipient of he pounded his flesh into her while she moaned in exquisite pleasure until he exhausted his passion deep inside of her.


CHAPTER 4.  Hot For You

When Richard pulled out of her Julie was gasping for breath just like I had done myself on numerous occasions.  While he had been satisfied she was in a high state of unfilled arousal.  I could feel my own muscles deep inside start to respond in sympathy for her plight.

You would think that at that point Richard had demeaned his wife enough for one night but Richard was just beginning.  Rather than bring Julie to fulfillment he sat up in bed and looked at her.  His tone changed to something more compassionate.

His voice seemed so out of character.  At the same time Richard knew his way with women and I thought he was reacting to her need.  I should have known better.

“Look at you honey.  You’re as hot as a whore in heat.  How unthoughtful of me not to finish you off.”

He stroked her inner thighs with his fingernails while she moaned in yearning ecstasy.  He was making no effort to bring her satisfaction—instead he was teasing her with light touches.  He lightly fondled her intimate area while she writhed on the bed in full surrender to his touch.

When she started to raise her hips to meet his tantalizing caress he stopped what he was doing and waited for her to cool down a bit.  Then he slowly resumed his teasing.

Now I was angry at myself.  Watching the lewd scene in the mirror had been arousing.  I was moist in my most intimate place.  I could see in the mirror that my face was flushed not with the embarrassment of my spanking but rather with the heat of my arousal.

I wanted to touch myself but I kept my hands on my head just like I had been ordered to do.  When Richard spoke again I wasn’t sure if I wanted to scream in anger or in excitement.

“Two high and mighty bitches in need of relief.  What ever shall we do?”

Julie gave a libidinous moan.  I knew what I wanted and at this point I could easily ignore the stinging on my bottom to get it.  I might even forgive Richard for what he had done with Julie if only he would bring me to a blissful orgasm.  His voice brought me back to the present.

“I’d like to see a little girl on girl action.  Bitch come here.”

I could see in the mirror that he was looking at me.  Normally I would resent being called a bitch but in my excited state it didn’t matter.  He could have called me anything he wanted to at that point if only I would be allowed to orgasm for him.

I had never gone down on a woman before and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to.  But I felt like I had no choice.  My burning flesh reminded me what would happen to my buttocks should I resist his order.

I turned around and Richard motioned me onto the bed.  Now he spoke in a nonchalant voice as though it was unimportant to him what was going to come next.

“Assume the 69 position.”

I felt like I was watching outside my body when I did like I was told.  I wasn’t sure that I could comply with his demand until I positioned myself over Julie and lowered myself onto her tongue.

When her warm tongue touched me it set in motion feelings that I couldn’t control.  In a movement that was more of a reflex than response to any order her touch caused me to caress her intimately with a flick of my own tongue.

What followed was a wickedly degrading exhibition of oral servitude.  Richard watched in amusement while we attempted to satisfy each other with the eager lapping of our tongues.  We blissfully took turns teasing each other with soft touches until we lost control and then desperately probed deep inside.  The taste of semen inside Julie reminded me of what my husband had just done to her right in our bedroom on my own bed.

Neither one of us could help ourselves.  We lapped excitedly while we made uninhibited animal sounds.  The show we put on for Richard didn’t end until both Julie and I were both satiated with intense orgasms of our own.


CHAPTER 5.  Long Ride Home

I was lying next to Julie on the bed staring up at the ceiling in an orgasmic daze.  We were both too exhausted from our shameful act of intimacy to move.

My mind wandered.  I noticed a cobweb in the corner.  It was such a large house I couldn’t possibly keep it all clean.  I had asked Richard many times to hire a maid but he had insisted that I do all of the work.  I hoped that Julie didn’t notice the cobweb—it would be embarrassing to me.  I laughed at myself.  What a strange thing to think about after such a bawdy romp!

It was the first time I had ever had sex with another woman.  I never realized that a woman could satisfy another woman so intimately like that.  I suppose I should have known better.

I turned my head to look at Richard.  He was standing now.  In a strange move Richard was gathering up our clothes from the floor.  He walked out of the room carrying our garments with him.  I lazily thought that it was nice of him to fetch us clean clothing after our little frolic.

I composed myself enough to speak.

“My God Julie, what have we done?”

There was a satiated sigh from the woman on the bed next to me.  She whispered to me in a voice without conviction.

“I hate him.  I hate Richard.”

My own satisfaction caused a dreamy sounding response of my own.

“So do I.  So do I.”

“Did you enjoy that Julie?”

“My God yes!”

“Me too.”

I thought for a moment.

“Julie will you do me a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Please don’t ever speak of this again.”

“Never.  I promise.”

“I won’t either.”

“Agreed.”

Richard came back into the room.

“Well my harlots it’s time for one of you to go home.  I can only share my bed with one whore per night.”

We both slowly sat up in bed.  I still wasn’t clear headed.  Richard handed me the keys to my car.  The turd must have gone through my purse!

“You can drive her home bitch.  I need to get some sleep.”

There was that word again.  Bitch!  He could be so insensitive!

With that he stood looking at us with his arms crossed.  I wasn’t about to challenge him any further that night.  How could I after such heavenly sex?  We both slowly got out of bed.  I looked at Richard.

“What did you do with our clothes?”

“I didn’t say you could wear any clothes did I?  A couple of hot bitches like you will probably be more comfortable just the way you are.”

Before either of us could mouth a word of protest he took me with one hand and he took Julie with the other and then he led us to the front door.  In a quick motion he opened the door and pushed us both out into the cool night.  The door closed behind us and I heard him set the lock.

I was stunned for just a moment by what had happened.  He didn’t really do that to us did he?  One moment I was basking in the afterglow of an intense orgasm and the next I had been shoved out the front door.  Just like that we were both standing naked on the front porch—with the porch light shining brightly on us I might add.

We both put one arm across our breasts and with the other hand covered our womanhood.  It was only then that I noticed that my car was parked at the curb.  Apparently Richard had moved it there while we were recovering from our intense fling.

We both saw the car at the same time and ran towards it.  Richard had made sure to lock all of the doors so I fumbled in the dark trying to unlock the doors.

I hardly felt any better sitting in the car.  The dome light shone brightly and it wasn’t until Julie got in the passenger side and closed the door that the light finally went out.

I thought it best to quickly get Julie home.  So I started up the car and we were on our way.

Fortunately there was no moon out that night.  It was dark out and at that hour we were the only car on the road.

We were halfway to Julie’s apartment when it dawned on her that she didn’t have a key to her apartment—Richard had taken her purse from her and her keys were in her purse.

I decided we had to go back to my place and get her purse from Richard.  Since there were no other cars on the road I did a quick U-turn so we could go back.

Unfortunately I didn’t see the police car that came down the road just at the moment when I turned the car around.  The flashing lights immediately went on.  Julie began to panic.

“We can’t let a cop see us naked Margo!  Quick get us out of here!”

“I can’t do that Julie!”

I slowly pulled the car to the side of the road.  My heart raced while the police cruiser pulled up behind us with headlights illuminating the inside of our car.  I watched in the rearview mirror when the officer came out of the car.

“Julie, thank God it’s a policewoman!”

We both breathed a sigh of relief.  Things could have been worse.

The officer approached the car and shined her flashlight on us.  She seemed to make an immediate judgment by slowly shaking her head.  She made eye contact with me.

“I am required by the department to advise you that your activity is being recorded by police surveillance camera mounted on my car and by surveillance camera on my person.  Driver’s license and registration please.”

I could see that she was wearing a camera and although I couldn’t see the camera on the police car in the dark I was sure that it was there.  I wondered who would be reviewing the recording.  How humiliating!

I couldn’t give her my license or my registration.  Both were in my purse—safely back at home.

“I’m sorry officer--I don’t have them with me.”

“I’m going to have to have you both step out of the car.”

“Officer please!  Can’t you see that we’re…naked?”

I swallowed hard almost choking on that last word.

“I see that Ma’am but I need you both to step out of the car right now.”

The tone of her voice changed.  The last thing I wanted to do was to get arrested for disobeying a police officer.

Reluctantly we both opened our doors and stepped out of the car.  The light from the police car shined brightly on us while she ordered us to put our hands on the car and spread our legs.

We complied.  I have never been so humiliated in my life.  Just when we posed like she had ordered I heard another car drive up.  I turned to look and saw that it was a second police car.  She ordered me to look straight ahead and I complied.

This time we weren’t so lucky.  I heard a door open and then I heard a male voice.

“What do we have here officer?”

I could feel his eyes on my body.  I wanted to scream.

“These are the two hookers.  They made an unlawful U-turn and I stopped them.  As you can see by their colorful buttocks they’ve both been engaging in S & M play.”

The male officer was amused.

“Well, well girls.  Thought you’d get away did you?”

I heard the woman officer speak into her radio.

“Two hookers apprehended and stolen car recovered.  We’ll be bringing them in.  Request for tow truck.”


CHAPTER 6.  Object Of Attention

Julie couldn’t help herself.

“Officers we aren’t hookers.  We’re…”

The female officer interrupted her.

“Ladies don’t try and fool me.  We received a complaint from a young man that he was raped by a woman while her friend watched and that his car was stolen.

Your car matches the description and the plate of the stolen vehicle and you both match the description that was given of the assailants right down to your red bottoms.  Are you denying these charges in spite of all of this incriminating evidence?  After all I found you both naked in the stolen car!  Not only that ladies but with your hair all mussed and with your red bottoms you both look like you just had a playful romp in bed.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  Damn that Richard!  I was sure that he was at home laughing at what he had done to us.  Now I was angry again.

While I was trying to contain my anger I felt my hands go behind my back.  Now both of us were standing naked and handcuffed next to my car.  The female cop spoke.

“Sorry girls I don’t have any blankets in the car.  You’ll have to go to the station just like you are.  Get in the back of the car.”

The second officer took me by the elbow and took me over to the back door of the police car.  He took a good long look at my body when he pushed my head down while I slid into the back seat of the car.

I watched while he went over to Julie and took her by the elbow.  She didn’t seem to notice that when he had her get into the car he slid his other hand across her breasts.  Our humiliation just didn’t seem to end.

The bright lights at the police station didn’t help either.  We were paraded right through the lobby in front of several male officers then down a well-lit corridor into an examination room.

On account of the rape accusation we were both subjected to an intimate examination by a female officer.  The arresting officer watched the examination as a witness to the proceedings.  The examining officer had me lie down on a white sheet on a table and she put my feet into stirrups.

I had heard of a rape kit before but I had never seen one.  In this case we were being accused of raping a victim so they were gathering evidence to prosecute us.

The process was undignified and took hours to complete.  I was still handcuffed through the entire ordeal.  The examining woman swabbed my lips, cheeks, thighs, vagina, anus, and buttocks carefully placing each sample into a sealed evidence bag while the arresting officer nonchalantly observed.

Then she carefully combed my heart shaped pubic hairs before placing the comb into an evidence bag.  When she finished the arresting officer spoke.

“Be sure to note her naughty looking bottom.  It looks like she was involved in some heavy S & M play.”

The examining officer used a camera to snap a picture of my buttocks and then she made a note on her pad.  I decided it wasn’t worth commenting on.

I then sat and watch while the process was repeated on Julie.  It was only then that I remembered the taste of the semen that I had gotten when I pleasured Julie.  They were going to find evidence on us both that we were involved in sexual conduct!


CHAPTER 7.  Day In Court

After the exam they decided that they didn’t want us to be naked for the rest of the incoming processing procedures so they dressed us up in standard prison garb.  The poorly fitting tunic and matching pants made me feel like a homeless person or even like a convict.

We were then photographed and processed like common criminals.

I knew that we were allowed to make a phone call.  I decided to call Richard and beg for forgiveness.  When the phone rang he answered immediately.

“Thank goodness you’re not sleeping Richard.  I need help.  I’m in jail!”

“Well be careful with that pretty little ass of yours dear.  I guess you’re pretty little head is going to learn a lesson.  Have a nice stay.”

He hung up.

Julie didn’t have anyone to call so she allowed me to use her call.  I thought that Richard was only kidding so I decided to call him again.

“Please Richard I’m begging you.  I’ll do anything just…”

He hung up again.

The officer tried to sound supportive.

“Ladies that happens all of the time.  Pimps don’t care about their girls once they end up here.  You are on your own now.  You’ll just have to work things out without your honey.”

With that she took us down the hallway and put us both into a jail cell.  What followed was a shameful miscarriage of justice.

Due to a backlog of cases it took a full week before we were brought before a judge.  We endured an entire week of confinement with male police officers occasionally coming by our cell to check us out.

When our day in court finally arrived the two arresting officers drove us over to the courtroom since they were expected to be called as witnesses.

We were brought in to court wearing ankle chains with our hands in handcuffs.  We stood in front of the judge while the prosecutor read the charges.

“These women raped a man and stole his vehicle.  The vehicle was recovered with the accused inside of the vehicle.  The evidence collected was irrefutable.

Rape tests confirm sperm was found on both women as well as other evidence of decadent sexual conduct.  Both women exhibited rosy buttocks caused by vigorous S & M activity.  Please note the evidence of the S & M activity on the picture that we have presented.

We hereby charge these women with grand theft auto, prostitution and rape.”

The judge was an elderly woman and I could see the disapproval on her face.  She looked at us with a scornful glare.

“How do you ladies—and I use the word reluctantly --plead to these charges?”

I didn’t know where to start.  There was a long silent pause in the room.  The judge continued.

“Ladies I need a plea.  I’m not interested in hearing who spanked who or what they were wearing when they were doing it.  I don’t want to waste any of my precious time on that.  Save your tawdry details for your brothel.  Please enter your plea.”

Since we had no money we had a public defendant representing us.  He whispered in my ear.

“Notice that the victim did not appear in court.  The car has been returned to the rightful owner.  The judge told me before the proceedings that if the victim did not appear and you pleaded guilty you would be released with time served.”

After that it didn’t take long to decide what to do.  To our shame we both pleaded guilty to all charges.  The judge shook her head in disgust and then she decided to sermonize.

“If I ever see either of you in my courtroom again you will both go to jail for a long time.  Your conduct was disgraceful and you should be ashamed of yourselves.  I do not tolerate prostitution and I am no advocate of S & M activities either.  I also particularly despise prostitutes that are released due to the technicality of the law.”

She kept her word.  With that we were pronounced guilty on all counts and then sentenced to time served.  We both breathed a sigh of relief.

Normally a prisoner would be released from custody wearing the same clothing that she arrived in.  However since we had arrived naked we had nothing to wear when we were released.

With both of us still in chains the two officers accompanied us back to the precinct.  There they gave us a choice—we could wear our prison garb out the door or we could select from attire that was confiscated in the evidence locker that had been abandoned at the station.

It wasn’t too difficult of a decision to make.  I thought that no matter what was available it couldn’t possibly be any worse than appearing in public in prison garb.

The two officers talked while they took us to a place to change.  The woman officer spoke first.

“I really do despise a failure of the justice system.  Here we have two prostitutes caught in the act of car theft and the judge is lenient.  It’s enough for good law enforcement people to take justice into their own hands.”

I was worried even before the male officer responded.  It almost sounded like some kind of inside signal.

“I agree.  It’s a travesty.  Perhaps we should make things right.”

The female officer laughed.

“Let’s get them properly dressed up and send them on their way.” 

We were led to the abandoned evidence room.  I should have known what sort of things we would find there.  After all what is the most common type of woman arrested and put in jail?

The male officer closed the door behind us and locked it.  He stood in front of the door while the female officer gave us an order to strip naked.

I looked at Julie for strength.  She was already trying to shed her prison garb.  With her handcuffs and ankle chains the best she could do was to pull her top over her head and position it down to her wrists and drop her prison pants to her ankle chains.  Neither one of us had been given undergarments so she stood quite naked.

I decided that I had best do the same.

The male officer walked in front of us and made no effort to hide the enjoyment he received from eyeing our bodies.  Then he pulled keys from his pocket and made a spectacle out of slowly removing the cuffs and ankle chains—all the while closely examining our most intimate areas.

While this was going on the female officer went into a back room and emerged with clothing for us.  I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw what she intended for us to wear.

She handed me a black leather bodysuit.  I wanted to refuse to put it on but I was standing naked in front of a leering male so I thought that it was better to wear it than to wear nothing at all.


CHAPTER 8.  Ensemble

Both officers watched in amusement while I struggled with the garment.  When I stepped into the garment I had to pull it up tight in order to get my arms into the sleeves.  It was only then that I realized that the bodysuit fitted like a thong.

In front the leather formed a perfect V only briefly covering my crotch and fully exposing my legs all the way up to my waist.  Worse than that the tiny rear of the attire was only a thin strip of letter that had to be pulled right into my butt crack in order to fit me correctly.

When I zipped up the front the combination of the leather and the long sleeves was quite warm even though my buttocks were completely exposed.

It was only then that I glanced over at Julie.  She too had been struggling with a tiny garment of her own and at that point I wasn’t sure which of us had gotten the worst end of the deal.

Julie was standing in a tiny pink nylon skin tight dress that covered the absolute minimum.  In fact once she had the dress on the bottom of her buttocks cheeks were fully exposed.

Julie looked at me and then looked back at the female officer in horror.

“You can’t possibly expect us to leave here dressed like this can you?”

Julie would soon regret saying a word.  The officer smiled.

“Of course not dear.  Let me go and get you girls the rest of the ensemble.”

With a smirk on his face the male officer kept careful watch on us while the woman went into the back room.  She returned with an armful of items not normally seen outside of an adult sex toy shop.

She had a pair of shiny pink platform heels for Julie.  For me she brought leather high heel boots that came all the way up to the top of my thighs.  Of course I was happy to have any shoes at all so I wiggled into the boots and zipped them up.  Julie refused to step into her platform heels.

“I won’t put those on.  They’re hooker shoes!”

The female office quickly responded.

“We could send you out naked.  You shouldn’t complain honey!”

She took another item she had brought out—a leather posture collar—and went over to Julie.

“Dear I’m going to put this on you and then I’m going to gag you with a ball gag.  Then you are going to slip those platform heels on.  If you resist I’m going to put you back in the jail cell until you agree to cooperate.  Do you understand?”

Julie’s eyes widened in horror.  I could tell that the officer wasn’t kidding and apparently Julie decided the same.  In just a few minutes my friend was standing in her mini dress and platform heels with her chin held up with the leather posture collar.  Just like she had promised the officer gagged her with a ball gag.

They weren’t through with her yet.  Clearly they had recently raided some sort of S & M sex party because now the woman brought out a leather blind fold and placed it over Julie’s eyes.

Once she was both silenced and unable to see anything she was treated to the indignity of a set of bondage cuffs.  These were placed around her wrists and ankles.  Her wrists were then pulled behind her and clicked together with a padlock.  A small chain was then attached with padlocks to hold the ankle cuffs together with just enough slack to allow Julie to take small steps.

I wasn’t sure what they were planning to do until they attached a leash to the bondage collar, secured it with a padlock and then took the other end and wrapped it around my wrist securing it there with yet another padlock.

We were the perfect picture of a submissive harlot being led by a strict looking Dominatrix.  I wanted to protest but looking at what they had done to Julie I decided to just play along with the game.

The last piece of the ensemble was a riding crop that the male officer brought out.  To my complete embarrassment he swished it a couple of times against my buttocks and then wrapped the leather handle around the wrist of my free hand and then locked it in position with a padlock.

The female officer spoke again.

“Now ladies you came in here naked and admitted to being guilty of prostitution.  Since the judge was so lenient we’re going to send you home dressed like the hookers that you’ve admitted to being.”

She held up her cell phone.

“If you tell me a phone number I’ll dial it for you and let you speak for a few moments.  Then I’m going to parade you both out through the front door of this station where you can wait out front for your ride to come and get you.”

After our sad ordeal I could only think of one other person to call—our friend Evelyn.  After I gave her the number the officer held the phone up to my ear.  When Evelyn answered I told her that we were down at the police station and I literally begged and pleaded with her to come for us immediately.

She said she would be right there—but that she was in her office in San Francisco.  Since we were across the bay in Oakland it would take her a few minutes but she would try to pick us both up as soon as possible.

After that we were paraded through the police station.  With her ankle constraints and blind fold Julie had to walk slowly.  Several male police officers in the lobby took a long look at us and then snickered at us when we walked by them out to the front door.  Finally we stood outside on the busy sidewalk in the sunshine waiting for Evelyn.

To that point in my life I didn’t understand what it meant to be publicly humiliated.  It seemed like forever before Evelyn arrived and during that time motorists honked horns at us, pedestrians pointed and laughed, males gawked at us and women looked at us with scorn.

While I felt total embarrassment and humiliation at our plight I did feel a strange stirring inside.  It occurred when a good looking young teenage boy came up to us.  He leered at Julie but when he looked at me he lowered his eyes.

Then he did something totally unexpected.  He lowered himself to his knees and kissed my boots!  At first I was horrified but then I realized that what he was doing was worshipping me.  Or maybe I should say that he was worshipping my attire.

For whatever reason he acted that way I realized for the first time that I had hidden power deep inside that I could tap into if I only knew how.

I never felt so relieved to see Evelyn.


CHAPTER 9.  Doctor Evelyn Fairchild

I hadn’t spoken to Evelyn since I had been married.  She had gone off to medical school and had been busy with her new career while I started my new life.  Now she was our savior--a sight for sore eyes.

“What in the world are you two doing?  You look like a couple of refugees from an S & M party!”

The look on her face said it all.  She was appalled at the condition that she found us in.

“I’ll explain later.  Just let us get into the car.”

The leash kept us so close together that I couldn’t sit in front. So we both climbed into the back seat.  Julie flashed a group of teenage boys that were watching us when she bent over to get into the car.  Her short dress gave them an eyeful that I’m sure they will never forget.  With her blindfold on she never realized what she had done and I never mentioned it to her.

Since Julie didn’t have keys to her apartment and I was far too angry to go back home Evelyn was kind enough to take us to her place.  I have never been so relieved like I felt when we pulled safely into her garage.

Inside her home Evelyn worked with a tiny screwdriver on the locks.  Fortunately it didn’t take much to get them off.  Still somewhat embarrassed by our attire we both sat down on the sofa to talk.

Evelyn sat opposite us in a plush chair looking more like a cute young nurse than like the doctor that she had become.  She was wearing a white dress that came well above her knees.  It was embroidered in pink with the name of the clinic that she worked at called “Celeste Place” and with “Doctor Fairchild” embroidered beneath that.

Much like Julie the blonde haired blue eyed Evelyn always turned heads wherever she went. I’m sure that her shapely legs and hourglass figure could stop traffic.  I had always been jealous of her looks too.

It never seemed fair.  It always seemed to me that I was the only woman not endowed with knockout boobs.  Neither Julie nor Evelyn ever had to worry about that.

She innocently looked at us for an explanation of what had happened.  Neither one of us knew precisely where to start with our tawdry tale.

Our anger grew over the next few hours while we finally managed to tell our story.  Julie and I both agreed that we could kill Richard for what he had done to us.

In Evelyn we found a sympathetic ear.  She smiled at our anger and reminded us that we should calm down before we did anything rash.  She even suggested that I patch things up with Richard.  Of course after what he had done to me I could never do that.

It would be late in the evening before Evelyn offered to drive Julie back to her apartment.  Julie made a call and arranged for the superintendent to let her in so there was no need to go back and see Richard for her keys.

Evelyn was gracious enough to offer to let me stay at her place until I decided what to do.  So I stayed behind in her home while she drove off with Julie.

After they left I sat in my Dominatrix attire thinking about Richard.  I wanted a divorce but I didn’t want to give up my lifestyle.  That stupid prenuptial agreement was a real problem.  The thought of being put out into the world wearing only the maid uniform that hung in my closet was frightening to me.

I laughed to myself when the thought occurred to me that if I killed Richard I would inherit everything.  Then I thought that of course I am far too forgiving to do anything like that even to a pathetic cheat like Richard.

It was only then that I took notice of the material on the coffee table that was by the sofa.  There were magazines, newspapers and marketing material from Celeste Place.  A newspaper caught my eye first.

The headline was ironic.

“Three Killed In Fatal Lamborghini Crash.”

A picture of the obliterated car was featured right beneath the headline.

I couldn’t help but read the article.

A woman and her daughter were killed late last night when a male driving a Lamborghini swerved over the centerline and burst into flames when it struck their minivan head on.  The male was taken from the scene by good Samaritans and was pronounced dead shortly thereafter.

Witnesses said that the Lamborghini appeared to be driving in excess of 100 mph in the 35 mph zone.  Police were unable to confirm the speed since the driver never touched the brakes.

Police did confirm that while the condition of the vehicle and severe burns on the male driver kept them from immediately identifying the male victim his blood alcohol content was three times the legal limit for driving.

The county prosecutor stated that had the driver of the Lamborghini not been deceased he most certainly would have spent the rest of his life in jail for manslaughter.

I couldn’t read any further than that.  Such a sad story—I didn’t want to know any more.  Then it occurred to me—did that Lamborghini belong to Richard?

I put the paper down and I saw a cell phone on the coffee table that Evelyn had left behind.  In a panic I picked up the cell phone and pressed in the number to Richard’s cell.  It seemed like the phone rang forever before a woman answered it.  She was giggling while she spoke.

“Hello.  This is Richard’s phone.”

“Is Richard there?”

“He’s quite busy right now.  May I take a message?”

I heard Richard speaking in the background.  Thank goodness he was still alive!

“Honey who is that on the phone?”

“It’s a woman dear.  She wants to speak to you.  She sounds sexy to me.  Do you have another woman in your life?”

“No!  You are the most beautiful woman in the world.  I could never look at another!  Come back to bed dear!”

How dare him!  I pressed “end” on the phone and began to cry.  My marriage was over.  My life was over.  What was I going to do?

I sobbed for a while before I got up and went to the bathroom to wash my face.  After I splashed cold water on my face and dried myself off I stood looking at the woman in the mirror.

I was still wearing the dominatrix attire that I had left the police station in.  I looked attractive in the outfit.  Men could worship a woman that looked the way I did.  The young teenage boy sure thought that I was hot.  Why did Richard cheat on me? 

Suddenly I found that I wasn’t so much hurt but instead I was angry.  I couldn’t understand why Richard treated me like he did.  I’m an attractive woman—sexy even—yet he cheated on me.  He defied explanation.

I walked back to the sofa.  More than anything else I wanted to get even with him.

I sat down on the sofa.  My mind wandered.  My eyes drifted around the room before settling on the coffee table again.  I saw the brochures on the table again and to get my mind off of Richard I picked up some of the marketing material that was entitled “Celeste Place”.


CHAPTER 10.  Celeste Place

It was a life changing moment.  I don’t even know why I picked that material up.  Maybe I was bored waiting for Evelyn to return.  Perhaps it was because I wanted to know more about Evelyn and where she worked.  Or maybe it was just the sharp glossy paper and the smiling woman on the front of the brochure.  Maybe I thought the woman could comfort me.  I intended to quickly flip through the brochures but for whatever reason I soon found myself immersed in the material.

ABOUT CELESTE PLACE

Welcome to Celeste Place.  If you are thinking about becoming the girl of your dreams then you have come to the right place.  No doubt you have many questions and concerns and we are here to help.

We are the leading private clinic for those considering Male-To-Female (M2F) gender reassignment surgery (GRS).  Here you will find complete confidential service that will take you from initial consultation through gender reassignment and reintegration into society.

We see to all of your needs including confidential legal services.  When you leave Celeste Place you leave your past behind and you become the girl of your dreams.

Discover Celeste Place where you will find a supportive, caring environment dedicated to handling your every care and need including psychological counseling and physical assistance.  We care about every aspect of your transitioning and your well-being.  From our elite surgeons to our in-house beauty and fashion consultants you will be glad that you chose Celeste Place.

There were several other brochures all describing the caring services of the clinic.  I devoured each and every one of them.  I suppose when I finished reading the brochures that should have been the end of my interest in Evelyn’s career.  But when I put the brochures down next to the newspapers something clicked in my brain.  A plan began to form.

At that exact moment Evelyn returned from dropping off Julie.  She sat down next to me on the sofa and now I was intrigued enough to ask her about her career.

“Evelyn I’m curious.  Tell me about Celeste Place.”

She flashed that beautiful smile at me.

“I see you found the brochures.  I try to keep my career private.  It’s not something people like to talk about.”

I nodded in approval.

“I understand but I’m curious.  If I’m reading this right your job at the clinic is to take men and turn them into women.  Is that correct?”

She smiled at my description.

“It’s much more complicated than that but yes that’s the basic premise.  We treat males that have personality issues.  Our clients are what we call females trapped inside of a male body.  You might think that the condition is rare but it most certainly is not.

We bring the female out in them so to speak so that they can enjoy their life to the fullest.  The work I do is really quite rewarding I can assure you.”

“I’ll bet it is.  Tell me, do you ever have clients that change their mind after their transformation?”

“You mean do they want to become male again?”

“Yes.”

“Well first of all that would be impossible.  The transition is permanent and irreversible.  That’s why we are careful to provide psychological counseling to all of our clients.  We want to make sure that never happens.”

“But what if it did?”

“Again the transition is permanent.  We would offer therapy to such a person so that she would accept her new body and her new life.  I can assure you though that we are extremely careful screening our clients so that it should never happen.”


CHAPTER 11.  Transitions

She had my full attention.

“I’m curious.  Tell me more about your career.”

“I didn’t realize that you had such an interest.  I’m the clinic administrator and the lead surgeon at the clinic.  At Celeste Place we deal with transgender males that claim to be uncomfortable with their biological sex and its associated gender role.

Actually the American Psychiatric Association has identified the condition they call gender identity disorder which we call GID for short.  GID can be a source of duress and impairment for individuals on both a social and personal level.”

She was beginning to sound too clinical for me but I continued on anyway.

“How do you know if someone has GID?”

“Essentially if a male has a desire to escape his assigned gender demonstrated by a consistent aversion to his sex and its associated gender role that is an indicator.  A second indicator is consistent identification with the opposite gender.”

“I see.  So if a male identified so closely with women that he wanted to become a woman he would be diagnosed with GID.”

“Correct.”

“Evelyn, once a person is diagnosed what are the steps that are taken to change gender?”

She smiled at me.  I’ve always found that people like when you take an interest in their work and clearly Evelyn was enjoying my interest.  She spoke like a woman with great pride in her career.

“We start with a mental health evaluation.  Clients must be diagnosed with GID before anything else occurs.  Then the individual must take on the role of their desired sex in their everyday activities both socially and professionally.  We call that the “real-life experience” or the “real-life test.”

The real life test means that our patients will generally dress and live like the opposite gender in order to adopt a female identity.  They do that without surgery.”

I nodded my head.

“I see.  What then?  What about the actual change?”

“The process begins with hormone therapy.  The purpose of the hormone therapy is to begin to change the physical appearance into that of a woman.  Estrogen has powerful effects on males. 

The feminizing effects of estrogen may start to appear after the first couple of doses although it may be several years before a person is satisfactorily transitioned.  This is particularly true of breast development.”

“Just what are the effects of estrogen therapy on the male client?”

“Female breast development occurs.  The male testicles shrink accompanied with an inability to achieve an erection.  There is a substantial reduction in body hair, skin becomes softer and smoother along with decreased muscle mass and strength.  There is fat redistribution that occurs making them appear more feminine.  Most clients have a substantially reduced sex drive.”

“Substantially reduced sex drive?”

“Oh yes, absolutely.  But the most important thing is that there is a reduction in the dysphoria—that uneasy dissatisfaction with their gender-- that transgender people struggle with all of their lives.  It doesn’t take more than a month or two for their bodies and brains to begin aligning.  The client begins to feel and behave differently—more in step with their feminine side.”

I definitely liked what I was hearing.  I prompted Evelyn to continue.

“After all that it would seem that not much surgery is needed.”

“On the contrary.  At least a year after the start of hormone therapy and at least two years after the mental health evaluation it is time to complete the changeover.  There are two basic stages of surgery, top surgery and bottom surgery. 

Top surgery includes breast augmentation if needed, facial feminization, creation of a female hairline, reduction of the Adam’s apple if needed, and voice change surgery.”

“What is involved with facial feminization?”

“Since the face is first impression we get when we meet someone it is important that it looks correct.  So we narrow the nose and refine the tip of the nose.  We do a brow lift to feminize the curvature and position of the eyebrows.  We shave some bone from the jaw and reduce the size of the chin.  With a little lip lift and enhancement of the cheek bones we finish the feminine appearance.”

“What about the bottom surgery?”

“For obvious reasons this is always the final step.  We often do buttock augmentation to broaden the pelvis.  The penis and scrotum are removed and then some of the skin is used to fashion a largely functional vagina with a labia and a “neoclitoris” that allows sexual sensations.

Of course because the human body treats the new vagina like a wound that we refer to as vaginoplasty.  The condition requires long term maintenance with vaginal dilation by the patient using medical graduated dilators, dildos or suitable substitutes to keep the vagina open.”


CHAPTER 12.  Grateful Forever

“Are you okay Margo?”

I was lost in my thoughts but Evelyn brought me back to the present.

“It sounds quite overwhelming.  Can it be done any quicker—in say six months?”

“Psychologically that wouldn’t be prudent though I suppose there is no physical reason why you couldn’t.”

“Evelyn, have you ever taken a male that was unwilling to be transitioned and reassigned his gender?”

“Heavens no!  That would be extremely unethical.  I can’t imagine a reason why I would do that.”

She gave me a strange look then she seemed to grasp what I was thinking.

“You don’t mean…Richard?”

“Why yes, of course!  What better way to get even with him!”

“Calm down.  You’re angry right at the moment.  What you are suggesting is rather extensive.  Margo I’m sure that you don’t want to…”

“Yes I do!  He cheated on me, he abused me and I can’t divorce him without losing everything I have.”

“Yes but there must be another…”

“No there isn’t!  Besides if the male brain that thinks it is female can cause a male body to become a female body then certainly a female body can cause a male brain that thinks its male to become a female brain.  It only makes sense.”

She gave me another strange look. 

“Margo it doesn’t work that way.  You don’t just do a boob job and put a guy in panties and a bra and expect him to become a woman.  There is far more to it than just that.

There are psychological implications.  He would still be attracted to women with typical male sexual impulses.  At the same time he would be unable to satisfy himself with a woman because he would have female anatomy.  It would be cruel and extremely sexually frustrating for him!”

“Exactly!  That’s precisely what I have in mind!”

“I can see your point.  But you can’t possibly mean that.  Besides I don’t believe that it has ever been done before.”

“Then you would be the first to do it!  Besides didn’t you say that female hormones change the personality?  Wouldn’t they just change him into becoming a demure woman?”

“I suppose so but there is no way to be sure.  Transgender hormone therapy is an uncertain science.  Psychologically just about anything could happen.  I suppose if a high enough dose of female hormone were given and enough therapy was involved…”

“What’s the worst thing that could happen?”

“Well I suppose the worst thing would be to trap a male with a male sexual appetite inside the body of a woman.  That would be quite cruel.”

“And the best thing that could happen?”

“That would be creating a female persona from the male subject.  You know, making her docile, demure and submissive like most women.”

“That sounds perfect!  Evelyn please do this for me.  I’m begging you.”

“No I couldn’t’…”

Fortunately I knew something special about Evelyn.  Her weakness had always been the same ever since I could remember.

“Even if there was a substantial amount of money in it for you?”

“I don’t think…”

“…And even if there was an almost brand new Lamborghini with extremely low miles on it in it for you?”

She paused and then looked down at her hands.

“Well that might be a little different…”

At that point I knew that she was in.

“I would be grateful forever!”

“I suppose if we planned carefully and engaged the full psychotherapy resources of the clinic and with proper treatment…yes, maybe it could be done.  But I wouldn’t be able to guarantee you anything.”

“Then you’ll do it just for me?”

“What color is the Lamborghini?”

“It is a beautiful custom sky blue.”

She gave a thoughtful smile.  Finally she nodded her head.

“Okay, I’m in.”

“Then it’s settled!  Thank you Evelyn you’ll never regret this and I’ll owe you big time!”


CHAPTER 13.  By Any Other Name

It is not easy to plan a life changing scheme.  Particularly when the scope of the ploy is complicated like what I wanted to do to Richard.  Everything had to not only be carefully thought out but it also had to be carefully executed.

Once Evelyn agreed to my idea we talked about how we were going to make it happen.  We agreed that to be successful that we needed more help.  That was why we brought Julie into my scheme and why we also invited Darcie.

Darcie worked at Celeste Place and she was Evelyn’s good friend and confidant.  She also performed many duties at the clinic so it was important that she knew what was happening with their new client.

We reasoned that with the four of us we would be able to pull it off.  I was the mastermind, Julie would assist me, Evelyn would perform surgeries and Darcie would see that everything stayed on track at the clinic while providing transitional resources.

Darcie is an attractive brunette—the sort of woman that Richard would no doubt hit on if given the opportunity to do so.  She arrived at Evelyn’s house for our first meeting still dressed in her white uniform with “Celeste Place/ Darcie” stitched in pink on it.

She is a shapely woman with gorgeous legs that most of us would die for.  I suppose it is fitting that transitioning males would be emasculated by such a feminine vision.  Her smile could disarm anyone at any time and instantly make a person feel at home.

I immediately knew that this was a caring person that was well suited for her clinical position.  Once I described Richard and his abysmal behavior to her she had no problem with what we were doing.  But she wanted to be sure that her patient would be comfortable and well treated throughout the process. She brought a clipboard with her to our meeting and took notes during our discussion.

We sat together in Evelyn’s home and casually discussed the details concerning what was going to happen to Richard.  Darcie reminded us that clients always used their female names so she insisted that our first order of business was to rename Richard. 

She said that every client that approaches the clinic usually already has selected a feminine name but of course Richard did not.  There was a moment of silence in the room before Evelyn began the discussion.

“There are many fine names a girl can have.  I’ve always been quite found of Madeline myself.  Then there’s Janet, Rose or Holly.”

Then Julie chimed in.

“I think our new girl should have a slutty name.  Her name should scream “Bimbo”.  I think that is only fair.”

I loved that idea right away.  Darcie threw a few ideas out.

“How about Daisy?  Then there’s Tillie, Fifi, Mitzi, Monique or even Dixie.”

Any of those would have been fine.  But I wasn’t sold yet.

“Those sound great but I was thinking maybe a name with a hint of domestic in it.  Like maybe Lucy or Molly.”

Darcie nodded her head.

“How about Pamela or Candy or Missy?  No?  How about Cindy?”

I shook my head no.  Darcie continued.

“How about Simone or Gigi? Or maybe Mabel or Abigail?”

I knew it immediately when I heard it.

“That’s it!  Abigail—I can call her Abby for short if need be.  That sounds perfect.”

“Why did you pick Abigail?”

I was hoping somebody would ask and Darcie was providing me the opportunity to explain.

“Simple enough.  A sissy girl should be named after someone she respects.  Richard told me that when he was a little boy a girl named Abigail lived next door and she used to watch him when his parents were away.

She was a very strict sitter and she even used to spank him when he misbehaved.  I think that makes her a great role model for our new girl to be reminded of.

Besides there was a time in England when the name Abigail was so common among maid servants that housemaids were actually called an abigail.  I think it fitting for what I have in mind.”

The ladies all gave a giggle before Darcie continued.

“Ladies now we need a surname.”

Julie spoke up immediately.

“That turd always looked at my breasts and never at me.  I think she should be called Abigail Titmore.”

We all shrieked with laughter at the very thought.  Darcie made a note on the clipboard that she was holding.  So it was that Richard became Abigail Titmore.  But Julie wasn’t finished yet.

“I think Abigail Titmore should have a generous bosom don’t you think?  It only seems right.” 

She couldn’t even say it with a straight face though she tried to suppress her laughter.

Evelyn answered her question.

“Our client’s bustline can be enhanced to have whatever figure that they like.  What would you suggest?”

She looked at me.  I looked at Julie.

“Well I’m a DD cup and since Abbie is so fond of breasts I think that she too should have a DD cup to say the least.”

She looked at me again.  I smiled and nodded “yes”.  Darcie made another note on her clipboard.


CHAPTER 14.  Boorish Male Behavior

It should be said that after our plan was made we almost changed our minds about what was going to happen to Richard.  Such treachery does not become such fine ladies!  But then again Richard deserved it because of his juvenile male conduct so a girl has to do what a girl has to do.

Our final meeting before the plan was put into action was held at Darcie’s apartment.  When the four of us came together that last time it was Evelyn that made the case for calling things off.

“Ladies I don’t mind saying that I don’t feel good about what we are planning to do.  I mean gender reassignment is permanent and there may be extreme psychological consequences of our actions.  Do we really want to change Richard into a woman?  He can’t be all that bad can he?”

I could tell by the look on Darcie and on Julie that they were having second thoughts too.  I knew that in order to save the plan I needed to speak up right away.

“Richard is the typical ill-mannered male.  He has no regard for women and he certainly needs to be taught a lesson that he won’t ever forget.  You probably don’t know this but just a few months ago he was almost put in prison for his actions.”

I had their attention immediately.  Julie was interested and spoke first.

“I didn’t know that.  What happened?”

“Well Richard was out shopping and he approached a thirteen year old girl.  You won’t believe what he did.”

I paused for effect.  Darcie prompted me to continue.

“What did he do to her?”

“Richard took out his cell phone and put it down on the ground in front of her.  The poor girl didn’t know what was happening so she just stood there.  If her Mom hadn’t intervened there is no telling how long his behavior would have gone on.”

Evelyn looked concerned.

“Do you mean that he was…?”

“Yes, he was taking upskirt photos with his cell phone!  Can you imagine that?”

All three women let out a disgusted gasp.

“If her Mother hadn’t called store security he would have gotten away with it too.  When the police came he denied everything but they confiscated his phone for evidence and took him into custody.

When the police examined his phone they found that he had been taking upskirt pictures for quite some time.  They found hundreds of upskirt photos of women—even from at the office where he works.”

Julie could only manage one word.

“Pervert!”

Evelyn was appalled.

“That’s disgusting.  How could he do that?  It’s illegal too isn’t it?”

“Yes it’s illegal but the judge was a good old boy.  He thought that it was just boys being boys.  The cell phone was confiscated but Richard was let go with only a warning.”

Julie shook her head “no” while Darcie just sat with her mouth open.  Finally Evelyn looked at me and broke the silence.

“Clearly he has a pattern of abusing women and he probably can’t be cured without…shall we say…extreme measures.  Yes it would seem that in addition to cheating on you he is a sexual predator.  Extreme measures would seem to be appropriate for him and to be in order.

With that we all agreed to proceed.  There would be no leniency for Richard after that.

There is no doubt about it.  After we considered Richard’s behavior what we were about to do was about far more than just humiliating Richard.  We wanted to punish him—to teach him a lesson about how to treat women that he would never forget.


CHAPTER 15.  Day Of Reckoning

It was well past midnight with a full moon shining a soft glow on us.  We stood together on the porch waiting outside my house for Richard to return.  Or maybe I should say Richard’s house—he bought it and I never really had anything to do with it.

I was wearing my Dominatrix attire—it made me feel powerful—with a white lab coat over it that had Celeste Place monogrammed in pink on it.  Julie was wearing the same pink dress that she had worn when we were released from jail with a Celeste Place lab coat over it too.

Evelyn and Darcie were in a white Celeste Place van that was parked down the street waiting for our call.  Both were in their work attire ready for the night’s performance.

Another week had passed since we had finalized our plans.  It was Friday night or I should say early Saturday morning.  Our scheme was well thought out and more than ready to be implemented.

My heart rate picked up when the Lamborghini came up the drive swerving and flattening out the shrubs that lined both sides of the pavement along the way.  Richard was obviously drunk just like we had hoped that he would be.

Unable to successfully park the car in the garage he stopped in the driveway then he staggered out of his car stopping only when he came up to the front door.

“Well what have we got here?  A couple of convicted whores I think!  I hardly recognized the two of you with your clothes on.  Perhaps I should call the police and report that I’m being solicited by prostitutes right here on my front porch.”

He leered at Julie when she opened her lab coat revealing her skimpy dress that was hidden beneath it.  I knew exactly what to say.

“We were hoping for a threesome honey but if you’re not interested…”

His demeanor changed immediately.  He was such a sucker for women.  I could tell by the faint fragrance of feminine perfume that he had obviously had one woman already that night.  Even I knew that he wouldn’t be able to get it up for another go at it until tomorrow especially after all of the drinking that he had done.

Nevertheless he fell for it.  He quickly opened the door and invited us both in.

Julie took her lab coat off and while he gazed at her body I proceeded just like we had planned.

“Honey would you care for a drink?”

Richard couldn’t turn down alcohol either so naturally he said yes.  What he didn’t know was that tonight he would be having his last drink.

His beverage was to contain a powerful sedative that Evelyn had provided me with.  Just one capsule and Richard wouldn’t know where he was for at least a day and maybe longer.  Evelyn had said that this was extremely strong stuff. 

After I poured his drink I carefully emptied the capsule into it.  Just to be safe I doubled the dose with a second capsule.  After all a scheming girl can never be too sure.

When I returned from the kitchen Richard was already mauling Julie.  She was struggling to free herself from his grip and he only stopped his vulgar assault to take the drink from my hand and quickly gulp it down.

Julie and I both breathed a sigh of relief.  Within minutes he was prone on the couch waiting for his free ride to Celeste Place.

We called Evelyn and Darcie on the cell and they slowly came right in through the front door rolling a gurney that they had brought from the van.  Within minutes the four of us had Richard on the gurney strapped down and unable to move in his drug induced slumber world.

I’m sure it was an odd scene.  Four women in lab coats slowly rolling the gurney in the moonlight to the van that was parked in the driveway right behind the Lamborghini.  But there was nobody there to see the awesome display of feminine power that had put Richard completely at our disposal.

When Darcie slammed the back door to the van closed it was the beginning of Richard’s new life. 

While the three of us climbed into the front of the van Evelyn walked over to the Lamborghini and gently stroked the hood with a big smile on her face.  Then she joined us in the van and with a turn of a key we were off to Celeste Place.


CHAPTER 16.  Let The Games Begin

Celeste Place features an underground parking garage so that clients can discreetly come and go.  That night the clandestine entrance allowed us to unload Richard in private and roll him into the clinic unobserved.

He looked so peaceful when we brought him into his room and lifted him off of the gurney and onto a bed.  Darcie began her work immediately.

We watched while Darcie did a cutdown with shears on Richard.  She eased the tension in the room by humming the commonly heard burlesque strip tease song—Take It Off--putting extra emphasis on her tones with each snip of the shears.  She hummed with authority wiggling her hips like a sort of sex kitten eyeing her prey while she worked.

She giggled at his erection when she removed his underwear.  All of us enjoyed her playful show.  In the end it only took a few minutes and he was lying in front of all four of us totally naked.

A few more things were necessary before Doctor Evelyn would begin his estrogen therapy.  We had decided that Darcie would secure his penis with a metal chastity device that would keep him from achieving an erection.

The steel chastity belt would hold his phallus down between his legs and force him to use a bed pan while he was being transformed.  It was part of our plot to convince Richard that his male parts had been injured in the accident and that he would need surgery.

We did not anticipate his erection.  Darcie tried but it quickly became obvious that she couldn’t fit his penis into the chastity belt and secure it unless it was flaccid.

After a few minutes of frustration Darcie decided to our complete hilarity to jerk him off so that she could fit the chastity belt on him.

It was an amusing sophomoric scene that we reveled in.  Richard was unconscious while she playfully toyed with his manhood.  We stood near him talking about his transformation to womanhood while Darcie casually fondled his manhood.  He remained out cold when he spurted his semen into a cup and we all laughed at his ejaculation.

Darcie decided that it was so much fun that she wanted to “Go at it again.”  In Richard’s final acts as a complete male Darcie milked him dry with two more hand jobs while the three of us looked on in total amusement.

Fully spent with a limp penis and still out cold Darcie put Richard’s penis into a severe chastity belt and locked it into position pointing harmlessly down between his legs never to be used to abuse a woman again. 

She smiled when she clipped it into place.

“Oh my.  All of that sexual energy!  You know what they say about chastity belts—they take the libido and reduce it to complete obedience!  I think that Richard will be obeying us from now on!”

We all laughed again while she patted the shiny metal.  Never again would he be able to even attempt to cheat on me!

We assisted Darcie while she put him into a pink hospital gown.  We turned him on his side so that she could tie it closed on him.  When she had laced him into the garment she gave him a firm slap on his buttocks—further emphasizing that he was ours to do with whatever we pleased to do.

After that we secured him to the bed using heavy straps that would normally be used to secure a violent patient.  Darcie clipped a clinic ID band on his wrist identifying him to be Abigail Titmore.

Richard was completely at our mercy when Darcie rolled the IV cart over to begin his intravenous estrogen treatments.  Julie watched intently with her arms crossed authoritatively in front of her when Darcie inserted the IV into his arm.

That was the last time we would refer to Richard directly by his male name.  From that time forward Richard would be Abigail Titmore to all of us.  Even when I left the room that night the patient identification plate on the door to the room had been changed by Darcie to read “Miss Abigail Titmore”.


CHAPTER 17.  Darcie

Celeste Place is operated entirely by a young female staff.  Doctor Evelyn set the clinic up that way deliberately.  She had felt that sissy boys wanting to be transitioned to female should be surrounded by femininity.

That was the inspiration for the pink hospital gowns, pink sheets on the beds and the exaggerated feminine uniforms that the staff of Celeste Place wore.  Once a client checked into Celeste Place it would be all feminity all of the time and there was no turning back.

The uniforms were extremely suggestive.  You might say that they were even sexy.  At least as sexy as a clinical uniform can get.  The short white dresses showed plenty of leg.  The female employees liked that because the attire was cool, youthful and easy to work in.  The outfit was far too provocative for most places of employment but perfect for Celeste Place.

Whenever for various reasons a staff member would bend over the tiny dresses didn’t cover much.  The resulting leg show that went on all day at the clinic was certainly an eyeful that any male would drool at.

But the transgender clients weren’t sexually oriented that way so for most prospective clients the sexual titillation was not much of an issue.  Therefore the women made little effort to maintain their modesty while on the job.  The classic transgender male client was typically a “woman trapped inside of a male body” and was not even slightly turned on by the hot fashion statement.

However what was going to happen to Abigail was entirely different.  She was about to become a male trapped inside the body of a female.  For that matter you could say that she would be a male imprisoned in her female body still very much sexually attracted to women.

Perhaps that explains the fun that Darcie had with Abigail right from the start.  I observed a good portion of Darcie’s shenanigans in person but we also spent a good deal of time together outside the clinic discussing Abigail’s progress.

Knowing that Abigail was restrained the best part of Darcie’s amusement was teasing and titillating her.  For Darcie the fun had started that first day when she had masturbated Abigail before she put her in her safely into her chastity belt.

From that day forward once Abigail was suitably restrained Darcie had soon realized that Abigail was unable to achieve an erection without a substantial amount of pain so she set about titillating her at every opportunity.

So not only did Abigail have to request intimate attention for use of a bed pan she also had to endure sensual sponge baths and titillating visions of Darcie while she worked in the room.

Darcie made a show of it.  She would drop things on the floor and then she would bend over in plain view of Abigail giving her a glimpse of her panty.  She would bend over Abigail in bed giving her an eyeful of her breasts.  She would touch up her makeup in front of Abigail and even spritz herself with perfume right in front of the poor girl.

Darcie would laugh hilariously when she described the painful look on Abigail’s face while she was mercilessly teased.  She knew that no matter what she did that restrained penis wasn’t going to become fully erect.  It could only struggle for freedom while being held in the firm unforgiving grip of the chastity belt.

I couldn’t have done it any better myself.


CHAPTER 18.  Abigail Titmore

Abigail was kept so sedated that she missed most of her early transformation.  By the time I sat down to talk with her to explain matters Doctor Evelyn had already completed much of her top surgery.

Doctor Evelyn was an artist.  With a pug nose, reduced chin, altered cheek bones and modified eyebrows and hair line at that point Abigail would be laughed at if she were to even suggest to a stranger that she was male.  Her breasts had been enhanced to a perfect size DD though I doubt she realized that she had a new feminine shape.

With her voice altered and her lips plumped up into a luscious feminine pout she was almost comically feminine.  She was perfect.  She was becoming exactly like what I had envisioned.  Simply put she was a ladylike work of art expertly created by the magnificent Doctor Evelyn.

That was how I found Abigail when I came to explain her situation to her and have her sign away her possessions.  Abigail was still strapped to her bed when I held the newspaper article up so she could see it.

Her eyes widened at the picture of the mangled Lamborghini.  She was still too groggy from sedatives to read the article herself so I read it to her.

I explained that she had been in the car accident and was lucky to have escaped with her life.  I told her that fortunately for her Julie had driven by at precisely the right moment to save her from a life in prison.  I told her that Julie and I had acted quickly in an attempt to keep her from incarceration.

She nodded her head and spoke to me in a groggy voice that had already been altered by surgery.  She now had a charming feminine voice.

“Thank you Margo.  Thank Julie for me too.  I couldn’t have gone to jail.  I wouldn’t ever want that.”

“You are so welcome.  Doctor Evelyn is going to fix you up.  We came up with an idea to hide your identity so that you can stay out of jail.  Doctor Evelyn is doing gender reassignment surgery on you.”

“You mean she is going to make me into a woman?”

“Yes dear, it’s for your own good.”

“No I won’t let her…”

Her squeaky groggy voice didn’t sound too adamant.  It was more of a ladylike plea.

“Okay honey.  I’ll call the sheriff and have them take you off to prison…”

“Wait no!”

“Oh then you like our plan?”

I waited for her response.  She seemed to be deep in thought.  Or maybe she was sleeping.

“You’ve been hurt in the accident that’s why you are strapped down so that your bones can heal properly.  You’ve been seriously hurt in your privates—I’ll bet you can’t even feel your penis down there.”

“No I can’t.  It doesn’t feel right.”

“That’s right dear.  There isn’t much left of it.  That’s why it feels strange.  If you’ll just sign these papers you’ll give Doctor Evelyn permission to proceed with your transformation.  It will keep you out of jail.”

He was so sedated he would have signed anything that I put near his hand.  That’s exactly what he did too.

In his near comatose condition and without reading a thing he gave me complete and total power of attorney, transferred ownership of his home and bank accounts, changed our prenuptial agreement giving me everything he owned if we divorced or if he cheated on me and of course giving Doctor Evelyn complete irrevocable permission to perform gender reassignment surgery.

I put the papers in my purse and Abigail closed her eyes and went back to sleep.


CHAPTER 19.  New Beginnings

The next few months were rather hectic for me.  While Doctor Evelyn continued to transform Abigail under Darcie’s watchful eye I went to work transforming my own life.

I was extremely busy during that period.  First I took all of Richard’s positions and donated them all to a second hand store.  Using my power of attorney I transferred all of Richard’s accounts into my name.

I was shocked at the wealth that Richard had accumulated.  I would never need to work another day in my life if I simply lived within reasonable means.

Then I sold the house and moved to a home in my own name that was more fitting to my new lifestyle.  My new sprawling ranch was fit for a Queen and included a special tiny servant’s bedroom back behind the kitchen.

Unlike the home that I had lived in since my marriage this home was all my own.  Everything from the luxurious bathroom with the huge tub to the pool by the patio the home screamed pampering.  The only thing missing was an obedient servant to see to my every need.

While I had been busy taking care of all of the important legal matters and my housing situation Darcie was busy with Abigail.  We met at a coffee shop so that she could give me a progress report.

Darcie was excited to tell me how well everything had progressed.  We sat and calmly sipped our brew while we discussed Abigail.

“How are things going with our special project?”

“We’re preparing to do bottom surgery on her.  I had to talk with her to get her ready to pass her psychological evaluation.”

“Psychological evaluation?”

“Yes.  All of our clients must pass a final evaluation by our in-house therapist Doctor Nora Woods.  It is necessary because that final snip is, shall we say, rather permanent.”

We both laughed together.

“Is Doctor Woods briefed on our situation?”

“Heavens no!  The fewer people at the clinic that know about our plan the better.”

“Then how did she pass the evaluation?”

Darcie gave me a proud smile.

“I prepped her for her evaluation.  At first she was hesitant to go along.  Bu then I told her that she had to convince Doctor Woods that she wanted to proceed with her transformation or else I would have to send her off to prison.  She was very amenable after that.  I think she knew what would happen to her in jail with her new feminine features!”

We stifled our laughs when another customer walked by us and then out the door with her coffee.

“She had to complete other courses at the clinic before she met with Doctor Woods in order to prove her determination for her change.”

“Like what?”

“Well she had to learn how to dress herself like a lady and then she had to learn how to apply her own cosmetics.  Her hair is much longer now so she had to learn how to style it properly.  Then there was also deportment class.  You know, how to sit, stand and scooch down like a woman.  She received crash courses in all of the essential elements and passed with flying colors before she met with Doctor Woods.”

I pictured Abigail being taught all of the essentials of feminity by the attractive young ladies at Celeste Place.  It actually felt better than I ever could have imagined just to think of what Abigail had been put through.  It never occurred to me that humiliating Abigail like that would be so much fun.

“Wow!  The clinic is very thorough.”

“Absolutely.  We pride ourselves on completely feminizing our clients.  Not one girl ever leaves the clinic until she knows everything there is to know about being a woman.  From the tip of her powdered nose to the heel of her strappy heels showing her toes Abigail will be entirely feminized.

She will talk, move and act like a woman.  In the restroom she will sit on the stool and then she will touch up her makeup when she leaves the ladies room.  Even you won’t be able to recognize her.”

“So how did she do with her psychological evaluation?  Did she pass?”

Darcie grinned broadly.

“Doctor Woods said that she was the best candidate for transformation that she had ever interviewed.  I guess Abigail really wants to stay out of prison!”

“Well she never did like confined spaces!”

We both laughed together and ordered a refill on our coffee.


CHAPTER 20.  A Visit To The Clinic

Not long after our discussion at the coffee shop I stopped by the clinic to see how things were progressing.  By the time I came to visit Abigail Doctor Evelyn had completed bottom surgery on her.  She was already far into her healing and recovery stage.  I was extremely pleased with what I heard and what I saw there.

When I arrived Doctor Evelyn greeted me and told me that Darcie was with Abigail and that I should go right into the examination room.  I stood quietly at the doorway observing Darcie while she worked.  I was immediately captivated by the scene.

Abigail was lying on the exam table on her stomach with her legs spread wide apart.  Her legs were very feminine looking—completely hairless.  She was still wearing her pink Celeste Place gown with one addition—a pair of matching pink stiletto heels.

Darcie had opened the back of Abigail’s hospital gown and with a rubber gloved hand was slowly lubricating the girl’s anus.  When she had generously applied lubricant she rolled a cart that held a suspended enema bag over near to the examination table.

When she inserted the nozzle Abigail let out a soft moan.  Then Darcie opened the flow valve before she turned to greet me.

“Hi Margo how are you today?  What brings you here?”

She took off her rubber gloves and placed them on the enema cart.  She walked up to me and gave me a hug.

“I wanted to see how our new girl was doing.  She seems…um…rather occupied at the moment.”

“Let’s step outside for a moment.”

She opened the drapes that created privacy in the exam room and we stepped into the hallway outside the room.  She closed the door and we stood by the window where we could observe Abigail receiving her enema.

“Why is she getting an enema?”

“Doctor’s orders.  Actually she gets two enemas per day.  She also is douched twice per day before her vagina is dilated with her dildo.”

“Isn’t that a bit excessive?”

Darcie gave a sly grin.

“Of course it is.  That’s the point.  I suggested it to Doctor Evelyn and she agreed that the extra treatment would help her with her disposition.  We thought that the humiliation would mellow her out so to speak.  It seems to be working fine actually.”

“What about those heels?  They must be four inch stilettos.  Those can’t possibly be standard clinic issue are they?”

This time she laughed at my question.

“Of course not.  We told Abigail that the heels would help her to develop her feminine thighs.  I thought up the idea myself.  I thought that she would look silly running for the bathroom after her enema in them and I was right about that.

I have her wear them all of the time.  Quite amusing wouldn’t you say?

By the way they’re actually six inch stilettos in saucy fuchsia.  Don’t you just love them?”

“She wears them all of the time?”

“Yes of course!”

“Oh my God!”

We both laughed together.  Abigail was starting to wiggle her bottom—a sure sign that the enema bag had emptied and that the fluid was starting to do its job.

“Shouldn’t you see to her?  She looks like she needs assistance.”

Darcie looked at Abigail and smiled.

“Come with me—you’ve got to see this.”

We both walked back into the room together.  Darcie’s tone changed to a more authoritative clinical sound.

“Very good Abigail.  You didn’t try to take the nozzle out by yourself this time.  Now remember what we practiced.  Keep your legs apart while I remove the nozzle and then I want you to stand up.

Remember you must wait for the fluid to do its job before you use the ladies room.  That’s very important so I’ll tell you when you can go.  Are you ready?”

“Yes Miss Darcie.”

I almost lost it when I heard her response.  So meek and so docile!  Such a feminine voice!  So diminutive!  They had definitely given her quite a lesson in manners.  I found it very refreshing.

Darcie put her rubber gloves back on and then she took her time slowly removing the nozzle.  Her patient wiggled her bottom a bit when the tip finally emerged while letting out a soft moan at the same time.  Then Abigail quickly stood up in front of us but stayed in place waiting for permission from her nurse to proceed.

Darcie turned to me speaking quite calmly while Abigail began to fidget.

“Two enemas per day are necessary to make sure that everything is healing properly.  Doctor’s orders.  Two turns with the douche bag are also necessary to make sure all of her feminine parts are properly sanitized and lavender fragranced like a lady should be.  Also Doctor’s orders.”

I don’t believe that Abigail heard a word.  I think that she was feeling quite full.  While Darcie talked Abigail was dancing on her pretty heels doing the potty dance clearly in definite need of an immediate trip to the ladies room.

Darcie calmly turned back to Abigail.

“I believe that that your enema has almost had enough time to work.  Please wait a few more seconds for me sweetie.”

Abigail put her hands on her buttocks pushing them together in an attempt to keep from soiling herself.  Finally Darcie had mercy on her.

“You may proceed honey.”

“Thank you Miss Darcie.”

With that Abigail hastily pranced in her stiletto heels to the private bathroom that was at the back of the room.  I could no longer contain myself so when she closed the door to the ladies room I immediately burst into laughter at what I had just witnessed.

“Bravo Darcie, Bravo!”

“If you think that was fun just wait!  There’s even more than that to see.”

She took off her rubber gloves and put them down on the enema cart.

“How did you get her to be so polite?  I mean, “Yes Miss Darcie”?  That was awesome!”

“We just explained to her how a young lady should speak respectfully to other women.  We wanted her to know her position so to speak.”

“I’ll say.  I like that a lot!”

“Of course all of that estrogen she has in her might have something to do with it too!”

A few minutes later Abigail emerged from the ladies room.  A strong lavender scent wafted through the room.

Darcie put a chastity belt—a female chastity belt-- on Abigail’s waist but left the pubic panel unfastened.  Then Darcie had her lie down on the table on her back.  She then lifted the girl’s pink gown and had Abigail spread her legs before she put Abigail’s feet--still in heels--into the exam stirrups.  She then secured Abigail in place with straps holding her torso and hands and feet tightly.

In that position her legs were spread wide apart with the rest of her body completely immobilized.  Darcie winked and smiled at me before she spoke to Abigail using her clinical voice.

“Very good dear.  Now we’ll dilate you so that your lady parts heal properly.  Hold tight honey.”

With that she reached down on the lower shelf of the enema cart and produced the largest dildo I had ever seen.  She put on another pair of sterile gloves and began to smooth lubricant on the massive phallus.

I have to admit that the sight of the large rod touched something deep inside me.  My own feminine muscles twitched while I wondered what it would feel like to feel completely filled inside with the lewd device.  For a moment my mind wandered off to a place normally reserved for private nocturnal activities.

I came back to the present when Darcie slowly eased the faux penis inside of Abigail making great show of the process.  The patient gave a libidinous moan when it was fully inserted.  Darcie snapped the pubic chastity panel in place securing the dildo in position and completely covering her female parts.

With Abigail skewered by the mammoth phallus we took a few moments to converse in her presence while she adjusted to her feeling of fullness.

Darcie started the conversation.

“I’ve told Abigail that she couldn’t leave the clinic until she was fully healed and she had lined up work.  A girl has to work you know!

She isn’t sure yet what she wants to do with her life.  I’ve suggested waitress, barmaid or even showgirl to her but she seems uncertain.  With those boobs she has she’d make a great Hooters Girl.  Her tips would be great.  I suppose that she could even go down to Vegas—because they are always looking for call girls out there.”

There was another lusty moan from Abigail.  I wasn’t sure if it was prompted by the thought of becoming a call girl or if it was the dildo making an impression on her.

“Oh, I didn’t tell you?  I already had an idea for her.  Abigail dear, what would you say to becoming my live-in maid?  My new house is quite large and I’m in need of a servant.  Perhaps you might be interested.”

Abigail seemed like she was off in another world.  Her eyes were glazed over when she managed to mutter a “Yes Miss Margo.”

I turned to Darcie.

“She seems rather distracted.  When was the last time that Abigail had an orgasm?  For that matter can she still do that?”

“Oh she’s still functional but in a much more feminine way.  But other than an orgasm Doctor Evelyn applied after her bottom surgery to make sure that everything was working we’ve kept her celibate since she’s been here.  We thought that she would be more manageable that way.”

Just then there was a pleading moan from Abigail.

“Please Miss Darcie.  Just one time!  Please…”

Darcie gave me a sly smile.

“Now, now little Miss Sunshine.  Doctor's orders my dear.  I already told you.  You can’t play with your new clitoris just yet.  No orgasms are allowed for you while you are at the clinic.  You wouldn’t want to disobey the Doctor now would you?”


CHAPTER 21.  Yes Miss Margo

It was only a few weeks later that Abigail was ready to come home.  With her surgery finalized and her training concluded there was nothing else to be accomplished at Celeste Place.

Indeed the Abigail that left the clinic was far more manageable than the crude person that had originally been admitted.  Abigail clearly had been changed for the better by the feminizing treatment that had been provided for her by Celeste Place.

When I arrived to pick her up Abigail was actually quite docile.  No longer was she the rude and crude Richard that I had come to know.  She could almost be described to be an obedient likable young lady.

Darcie told me that most clients would leave the clinic wearing conservative business attire.  More than anything else clients from Celeste Place wanted to fit in like the rest of the girls.  While I’m sure Abigail probably felt the same way Julie and I made sure that was not the case.

Instead of dressing her conservatively she left the clinic wearing the same pink dress that Julie had worn when she was released from jail complete with a new pair of pink platform heels.  Julie thought it a comical irony when she suggested it and I quickly agreed to the attire.

I added a pink silk scarf to the outfit—after all why not appeal to all of Abigail’s fetishes?  She was so fond of that slutty look on women I thought it only fair that she should present the same appearance.

So when Abigail stepped out into the world for the first time in her tiny dress she appeared to be a sexy harlot looking for a good time.  You might even say that she was a nice looking piece of ass ready for a quick fuck.

I wasted no time bringing her home and putting her in her place.  She seemed to be amazed at my new home but made no mention of what may have happened to her own house.  She was more than happy just to be out of the clinic and still safely out of jail.

I took her immediately to her new room.  She stood with her head down while I explained the new rules to her.

Actually it was quite simple.  She would obey all of my rules while working in domestic service for me for room and board.  She was to be a mere maid that would tend to my every need.  If she failed to live up to my standards I would call the sheriff immediately and she would spend the rest of her life in jail.  That was our arrangement.

When she opened her mouth to protest I stopped her to explain.

“You are never ever to question my authority do you understand?”

“But…”

“And just like at the clinic you will always address me formally.  You will always respond “Yes Miss Margo” to my instructions and you will never refer to me in any other way.  You are now my servant girl and a servant girl is what you always will be.  Do you understand?”

She paused for a moment and lowered her head again.

“Yes Miss Margo.”

A chill went up my spine.  Never again would I have to be humiliated by a whorish reference!  Guess who was the “nice piece of ass” now?  I knew I was going to really like my new arrangement.  Abigail was a mere maid.  A servant to tend to my every need.  Yes indeed Miss Margo!

“Very good!  You are a quick learner girl.  Now let me show you your new wardrobe.”

I had stocked the closet with precisely the outfits I wanted her to wear.  I walked over to the closet and opened the door revealing a closet filled with black maid uniforms and a few babydoll nightgowns.

I held up a French maid uniform for her to see.  It was a short number that would show a hint of panty with white frills that I had custom ordered just the way I wanted Abigail to wear it.  There were several identical dresses in the closet.

“The French maid uniforms are for special occasions.  I’ll instruct you when you will wear them.”

I put the French maid back in the closet then pulled out a black housekeeping uniform.  This uniform would be fall just above the knee on Abigail.  When she put it on she would look similar to a hotel maid.  There were several of these in the closet too.

“The housekeeping uniform is to be worn for daily chores.  I expect you to keep it neat and clean at all time even when you are at work.  If it becomes soiled or wrinkled you are to change into a fresh uniform immediately.”

Finally I pulled a longer Victorian uniform from the closet.  This uniform would cover Abigail from her neck all the way to her ankles.  It was the type of uniform a prim and proper maid would have worn in a much more sophisticated puritanical era.

“The Victorian uniform is for serving evening tea.  No matter which uniform you are wearing you will wear the matching white apron at all times along with the cap that matches the appropriate apron.”

I pointed to the shoes at the bottom of the closet.

“Black pumps are mandatory.  It’s a good thing that Darcie had you in heels because the pumps are all six inches.  I don’t ever want to hear how uncomfortable these heels are because women wear them all of the time so you will too.

Remember that should I catch you out of uniform you will be punished.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Margo.”

I pointed to the pink nylon babydoll nightgowns.

“You’ll wear the nightgowns to bed.  Notice that they having matching panties with them so be sure to put those on too.”

I wanted to laugh but I restrained myself.  The image of Abigail wearing a babydoll nightie was almost too hysterical to resist.

I walked her over to the chest of drawers and opened up the top drawer.

“Everything else you need is in these drawers.  The top drawer has your panties.  Put on basic back seamed nylon panties for everyday wear.  The white rumba panties are for the French maid uniform.  The frilly black panties go with the Victorian.”

I closed the top drawer and opened up the second drawer.

“Your bras are in here.  A girl with your bustline needs firm support so I think you’ll find these will do just fine.”

I closed the drawer and opened up the next.

“Garters and stockings go with the French maid.  Pantyhose go with the other uniforms.”

I went on to the last drawer.

“The slips are in lengths that match the uniforms.  I’m sure that you can figure it out.  Any questions my dear?”

“No Miss Margo.”

“Fine.”

I walked her over to the vanity.

“Light makeup at all times will suffice.  I expect lipstick, lip liner, blush, eyeshadow and mascara but all in light colors.  I don’t want a garish looking maid.  You are not in uniform unless you are fully made up.  Do you understand me?

“Yes Miss Margo.”

“I’m glad that you are agreeable.  Since you have no questions you are to change into your housekeeping uniform right away then get to work.  Start with the bathrooms then work your way to the kitchen.

I’ll be out by the pool.  I’ll  require an iced tea with a slice of lemon.

Oh and once you’ve changed dispose of those clothes that you are wearing—you look like a whore.”

“Yes Miss Margo.”

It had been incredibly easy to put Abigail into her place.  That evening I even had her brushing my hair with the same wooden hairbrush that she had used to paddle me with just a few months earlier.

Over the next few weeks while Abigail slaved away with her domestic chores I became accustomed to my new role of Mistress of the household.  On many occasions, particularly when she was down on her hands and knees cleaning the floor, it was difficult for me to suppress my laughter over her new role.

How far had Abigail fallen?  To best illustrate I recall the events that occurred when my Mother came to visit.


CHAPTER 22.  Tea Party

My Mother—Vivian Farnswell--was sitting on the sofa with my younger sister Ashley.  Mom had taken the afternoon off and she had come straight over from work so she was wearing her usual navy blue business outfit.  Her blazer and short skirt with a soft silk paisley blouse were the perfect sophisticated combination for a marketing executive.  She looked both professional and provocative—Mom always has had a knack for doing just that.

My sister Ashley was on her way back home after lunch with her boyfriend.  She wore a cute pink almost see-thru chiffon dress that generously displayed her legs.  It was a feminine garment if ever there was one highlighted with delicate contrasting lace trim.

Ashley is like that.  She enjoys her womanly charms and likes to show off wearing all lace and fineness.  She is a stylish young woman that eagerly flaunts her femininity whenever she can much to the delight of her male suitors and observers.

They had come by to see how I was doing and to comfort me on the loss of my husband.  We had already been talking for hours when Mom noticed that I wasn’t particularly upset with the apparent loss of my spouse.  So she changed the subject over to my domestic servant.

I had just summoned Abigail for tea and she was busy in the kitchen preparing it for us.  Mom was clearly impressed with my maid service.

“Margo your Abigail seems to be quite the find.  She has nice manners for a young lady and appears to be well trained.  How ever did you accomplish that?”

I couldn’t lie.  Besides it was an opportunity to brag a little about what I had done with Abigail.

“We have an agreement.  She has submitted to my training and to my strict requirements.”

“Like wearing that tiny French maid dress?  Don’t you think it’s a bit too revealing?  I mean I can see her panties for heaven’s sake.  It certainly doesn’t leave much to the imagination.  With that lacy garter and those stockings she looks—well—I would say rather whorish dear.”

She said it so very matter-of-factly.  I gave her a smile.

“I like the way she wears it.  It becomes her.  Not only that but it was actually an important part of her training.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well traditionally live-in maids were young ladies just like Abigail that needed discipline to perform their duties properly.  Her short dress makes that easier to accomplish.”

Mom raised an eyebrow.

“Do you mean that you paddle her when she isn’t up to your standards?”

“Exactly.  On her bare bottom.  It keeps her in line.”

Both Mom and Ashley gave a laugh.  Ashley couldn’t help but tease me.

“I always knew that you had a strict schoolmarm hidden away inside of you.  You are such a bitch!”

I chuckled at her playful humor.  Only my sister could call me a bitch and get away with it.  Siblings can do that.

“Well it works for me.  Just like Mom said Abigail is well-mannered and she seldom makes mistakes anymore.”

Mom took up the conversation from there.

“How quaint.  I approve of your handling of the maid.  She is young and obviously needs to be taught proper etiquette.  How would such a young thing learn if she is not disciplined?  Spare the rod and spoil the maid!”

We laughed at her joke.  She smiled at me with that wonderful Motherly pride.

“I can see dear that you are more relieved than devastated after losing Richard.  He wasn’t really much of a husband was he?”

I was just curious what would cause her to say such a thing.

“What do you mean by that?”

When I asked the question Abigail appeared in the hallway pushing the serving cart.  My sitting room was so far from the kitchen that the cart was required for bringing proper tea service.  Abigail slowly approached while carefully rolling the cart while Mom spoke.

“Well we all know that Richard wasn’t exactly a great catch.  I mean he was rich and great in bed but other than that…”

“Wait a minute Mom.  How do you know he was great in bed?  I don’t ever recall saying anything about that.”

She seemed unconcerned with the possible implications of what she had said.  Instead she continued on in a matter-of-fact tone.

“You did know that he cheated on you didn’t you honey?  He was so blatant about it.  How could you not?”

Abigail was now standing near us with her cart.  She started pouring the first cup of tea.

“I wasn’t positive…”

“Are you kidding me Margo?  He hit on every woman that he could.  I mean he even tried to bed Ashley on your wedding day.  You didn’t know?”

I looked at Ashley.

“Don’t worry I didn’t sleep with Richard on your wedding day.  It wasn’t until that summer after when he came by and…”

She giggled and waited for my response.  Abigail passed Mom her tea and began to pour a second cup.  I looked over at Mom.  She took a tiny sip of tea before she continued on.

“He was difficult to resist.  He had a sweet talking way.  Such a little man—a boy really—with those little hands.  But what a marvelous cock he had!  Just thinking about him makes my lips long for his firm…”

“Mother!”

“Well he could drive a woman wild with lust—he always hit that special spot.  I’ve never felt anything like it!

“Mother, how could you!”
 

Abigail picked up Ashley’s tea and moved towards her.  He reached to pass the tea to her when Mom continued.

“Of course I did honey.  Many, many times.  I knew a good gigolo when I saw one.  He was the perfect fuck toy if ever there was one!  He knew how to kiss too!  He had a way of making me feel like a special beautiful woman.  I know he admired me because of that firm erection he always had.  He couldn’t keep his hands off of me!  I’d sleep with him again if I had the chance.”

I wanted to cry.  Then I wanted to scream.  Was there a woman anywhere that hadn’t slept with my husband?

Clearly Abigail was listening to our conversation.  She was distracted by Mom’s last comment for just a moment taking a look at her at an inopportune moment.

She was just about to pass tea to Ashley but Ashley wasn’t looking at her.  Abigail didn’t notice that Ashley wasn’t paying attention.  Then unfortunately she let go of the cup and saucer too soon—before Ashley had them in hand—and the tea spilled onto Ashley’s pink dress while the cup and saucer landed squarely in her lap.


CHAPTER 23.  Spot On

Ashley jumped up off the sofa and began to scream at Abigail.

“You stupid girl!  Look what you’ve done to my dress!”

The pink dress now had a big dark tea splash all over it.  Abigail tried to help by using a napkin to dab at the liquid but it only made things worse.  Ashley was clearly annoyed with the fruitless effort.

I insisted that we make an attempt to save Ashley’s new dress.  With reluctance she agreed and turned to have Abigail unzip it for her.  Then she carefully slipped it off and gave it to Abigail.

“Pretreat this at once or it will be totally ruined.”

“Yes Miss Ashley.”

With that Abigail took the dress and scurried off to the laundry room.  She must have been completely flustered because she hardly noticed Ashley’s appearance.

Like always Ashley had the frilliest sexy lingerie on.  She stood for a moment while we watched her brushing her pink lace push up bra making sure that the tea hadn’t soiled her lingerie.  She decided that her bra was dry before she patted her pantyhose and found that her hose had also managed to escape the tea.  I could see through her sheer pantyhose that she was wearing a tiny pink thong that matched her lacy brassiere.

Ashley wore the same size clothing that I wore so it only made sense to offer her something to wear.

“Ashley can I get you another dress or something?”

Before she could answer Abigail appeared again holding the soiled dress.  There was a big white splotch with a hole in the middle of it where the tea had previously stained the garment.  It appeared that instead of using the correct pre-treatment on the dress that Abigail had sprayed it with bleach and then attempted to rub out the stain.  The delicate fabric had been unable to withstand the rough treatment.

Ashley let out a gasp while she stood in her lingerie with her mouth open looking at her spoiled dress.  Mom had the same appalled look on her face.

Abigail stood there with a confused look on her face seemingly puzzled by what she had done to cause the destruction to Ashley’s prized dress.

Mom broke the silence.

“Margo dear is that the sort of work that earns your maid a paddling?”

Ashley didn’t give me a chance to respond.

“There is no excuse for what that girl did to my dress and I want to be the one to spank her!”

Abigail seemed to notice her at that precise moment.  Her mouth gaped open while she took in my lingerie clad sister.  She leered hungrily at her exposed body.

I quickly broke the moment before Ashley realized what was going on.

“Abigail bring Ashley the paddle immediately!”

Abigail looked over at me and reverted back to an obedient maid.

“Yes Miss Margo.”

She gave a curtsey and disappeared down the hallway.  When she returned she held only the requisite silver tray with the paddle on it—she had thoughtfully decided to leave the dress behind.  I suppose she felt that Ashley was angry enough so there was no need to further infuriate her.

Ashley sat down on the couch and made herself comfortable.  Just like I had trained her Abigail slowly walked up to Ashley and bent slightly over to offer her the tray to her with the paddle.

“I’m so sorry Miss Ashley for ruining your dress.  Please punish me for my sloppy work.”

I was so glad that I had demanded that Abigail apologize for careless work and then request punishment.  It always made me feel superior and I could see that it had the same effect on Ashley.

With a devious glint in her eye Ashley smiled and took the paddle from the tray.  For a moment I thought that maybe she was going to enjoy applying the paddle so much that it was worth losing her dress.  But I changed my mind when her expression changed and I saw the fury in her eyes.

Ashley tapped her lap with the paddle and gave a stern look at the maid.  When Abigail looked down at Ashley’s knees I knew that she had to be excited to be so close to a woman sitting in her lingerie yet she was unable to take advantage of the situation.  For her those days were gone!

Like an obedient little girl going over Mommy’s lap for her punishment the maid was unable to resist.  While Mom looked on in approval she carefully put herself over my sister’s lap and waited for her reprimand to begin.

Ashley was in absolutely no hurry to proceed.  Instead she talked to Mom while she dilly-dallied about the task of taking down Abigail’s panties.

“Can you believe what that stupid girl did to my dress?”

Mom shook her head in understanding before she answered.

“She clearly knows nothing about removing stains.”

Using one finger Ashley fiddled with the elastic band on the maid’s panties.

“Is there a school or a place where she can be sent for training?  She obviously needs it.”

“I don’t think so dear.  I’m afraid Margo has her hands full.  Do you need help honey?”

Realizing that she couldn’t lower the maid’s panties while holding the paddle Ashley shook her head yes.  Mom stood up and walked over.  With an unceremonious tug from Mom the maid’s panties were down around the maid’s thighs. 

Mom returned to her seat without realizing the impact the view she provided the maid might have.  In her place over Ashley’s knees the maid had a good close look at her legs when she passed her by.

Between her position over Ashley’s lap and the view of Mom’s legs it may have been a bit too much for Abigail.  She gave out a soft libidinous moan that Ashley didn’t seem to hear.

Still holding the paddle Ashley then set the paddle softly down on the upturned bottom of the maid.

“Mom, how many do you think I should give her?”

“Well dear she did completely ruin your dress.  I should think that at least a couple of dozen of your best effort would be a minimum.”

“I was thinking the same.”

With that she raised the paddle and delivered a sharp wallop that made a loud crack when the paddle landed on the bare flesh of the maid.

I’ve never seen my sister work with such determined anger before.  By the time she was finished Abigail’s buttocks were a dark shade of red and she was kicking her heels with each stroke and sobbing in total submission.


CHAPTER 24.  Rosy Glow

Abigail was begging Ashley for mercy when the chastisement finally came to an end.  Ashley put the paddle down next to her but kept the humiliated maid over her knees.

I could tell that Abigail was stinging from her punishment.  She probably wanted to rub her bottom but Ashley wouldn’t permit it.  Instead the maid slowly moved her legs in an attempt to mitigate her pain while Ashley proceeded to scold her.

“That was a brand new dress little girl.  You are going to pay me back for it.”

I knew that Ashley was making good money and that for her the loss of the dress wasn’t really such a big deal.  Her condescending tone betrayed her true intentions.  I think that she was just enjoying exerting her authority over a mere maid.  Perhaps Mom was thinking the same thing so she intervened.

“Don’t you think that you’ve punished the girl enough?  I’m sure it was an innocent mistake.  You can’t punish a maid too much for her ignorance—she can’t help her inexperience.”

“Ignorant or not I’m out a new dress!  But you are right to a certain point.  I won’t have her pay me back.  Instead she can come to my place and work it off.  My apartment could use a good cleaning.  What do you say sis?”

She was looking at me for my approval.  Abigail was still squirming on her lap trying to get comfortable.  Judging by the rosy glow on her buttocks that wasn’t going to happen any time soon.

“I’m sure that it would take more than one visit to pay back such an expensive dress wouldn’t it?  Perhaps you would like me to lend her to you for a few weekends.  Would that make you feel better?”

“Absolutely.  If she messes up again I’ll spank her again too.  Into the corner with you girl and hold your dress up so that I can see your bottom!”

With that she smacked the upturned bottom with her hand a final time.  Abigail slowly stood up and then shuffled over to the corner with her panties still lowered near her knees.  There she stood holding her dress up while we continued our visit.

Ashley never did give her permission to leave the corner.  Instead after I let her borrow a powder blue sheath dress from me that flattered her figure Mom and Ashley went out the door with the chastised maid still at attention with her nose tucked in the corner of the room.

The image of Abigail humiliated like that amused me.  I had her remain in place for a full hour after they left simply because it pleased me to do so.  Her pose reminded me just how far Abigail had fallen and how powerful I had become.

Ashley had treated Abigail like a simple hired maid.  She had been reprimanded like a naughty little girl and she had been unable to resist the orders of even my younger sister.  How the mighty had fallen!

The situation was perfect.


CHAPTER 25.  A Visit From Julie

Julie hadn’t seen Abigail since that first day at Celeste Place.  She had been too busy working at the club to stop by the clinic to check on the progress of our delightful payback.  I wanted her to see how things had turned out so I invited her over for a Saturday lunch—prepared and served of course by my new maid.

When Abigail answered the door the look on Julie’s face was priceless.  I’m not sure what she was expecting but seeing Abigail in her domestic maid uniform for the first time was a bit of a shock for her.

We sat and talked in hush whispers while Abigail prepared food for us in the kitchen.

“My word Margo.  You not only turned him into a full-fledged woman you turned him into your maid!  How absolutely delightful!”

She snickered at the reality of the concept.

“I loved the curtsy greeting at the front door.  You must be bursting with laughter.  I only wish that every woman that Richard cheated on could see Abigail now.  What sweet revenge!”

“I’ve enjoyed every minute of it.  She is so docile and so demure!  I even have her helping me out of my clothes in the evening and assisting me with dressing in the morning.  She has learned to be quite the helpful maid.”

“Oh my!  Does she powder your bottom too when you get out of the shower?”

Julie was teasing of course but then she didn’t know how far I had actually humiliated Abigail.

“How did you know?  She clips my bra on and brushes my hair too!”

We both laughed together.

Abigail slowly came into the room carrying a tray that held a fresh salad for each of us with a side of dressing.  She stood next to me at attention waiting for her instructions.

“That will be all for now.  I’ll ring when we are ready for our soup.”

Julie noticed the servant’s bell on the table and smiled.  Abigail gave a curtsy.

“Yes Miss Margo.”

The maid returned to the kitchen.  Julie and I conversed while we ate our salad.

“Margo you know how I said that I wish that every woman that Abigail ever cheated on could see her now?”

“Yes.”

“Well I have a great idea.  I found something at my apartment that was left behind by Abigail.”

She held up a small black address book.

“I paged through it.  Every woman he ever screwed is listed in it along with notations on how she performed and her physical attributes.  He even noted our bra and panty sizes!

His comments are so cute.  For instance next to my name he wrote “Cute ass, luscious breasts and great fuck.  Beautiful 36-DD and shapely 6.  Isn’t that adorable?”

I rolled my eyes in disapproval.

“You can’t be serious Julie.  He was a pig!”

“You’re just upset because he didn’t write nice things about you.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Let me read it to you then you’ll see.  Right here.”

She tilted the book towards me so that I could see what she was reading.

“Tiny titties wouldn’t interest teenage boy.  Aspires to fill 34-AA with size 4 panty.”

“Julie please stop!  I don’t want to hear it!”

“Then it says “Best CS ever.  I wonder what CS means?”

She looked at me for an answer.  I knew exactly what it meant but I wasn’t about to tell her.

Ever since high school I was known by boys to be the best CS ever.  Yeah, CS stands for cock sucker.  Yes, Margo knows how to suck cock!  How embarrassing, even after I turned my husband into my maid I was still being humiliated!

A little trick I used in high school led to my—shall we say—expertise.  In an attempt to keep my virginity I would simply tell dates that I was having my period.

Word quickly spread that I didn’t put out on dates.  Guys were ignoring me.  So I decided to provide oral satisfaction instead.

Practice does make perfect.  In spite of my distaste for semen I went down on every guy I dated since freshman year.  Most of them I brought to a climax several times on every date.

I was able to take whole cocks into my mouth.  I could gently tease and drive the boys wild with the tip of my tongue until they begged me for satisfaction.

Those were the skills I put to work when I met Richard.  That’s probably why he married me in spite of my 34-AA bustline.  Finally Julie figured it out.

“Best CS ever?  CS stands for…cock sucker!  Margo, you sucked cock?”

“Guilty as charged…”

“You didn’t!”

“I know a lady shouldn’t but I did…”

“Well that explains a few things.  So that’s why you were able to bring me to…”

“We agreed not to talk about that!”

“Sorry.  I couldn’t help it.  It’s difficult to forget a blissful orgasm.  Your tongue was heavenly!”

“Julie!”

“Sorry again.  Anyway basically the book lists almost all of the women that have worked at the club the past few years along with your Mother and Sister and several women from the office where he worked.  There are thirty four women in all listed in here complete with not only comments but also with their address and phone number.”

My mouth gaped open at the large number.  How could he possibly have had relations with all of those women?

“I was thinking.  Suppose that we had a sort of reunion party for all of the girls from the club.  You have more than enough room here to hold the party.  Just imagine Abigail waiting on all of those women in her pretty maid uniform!”

We both squealed with laughter.  The vision of Abigail being humiliated in front of all of those women was far too tempting to simply dismiss.  I agreed immediately to the idea.


CHAPTER 26.  Little Black Book

A few days later Julie put together a computer printout of the names and phone numbers of all the women in the book.  She brought the list over to me that weekend and we sat down together again.

It wasn’t enough humiliation of Abigail for us to just hold a party.  Julie insisted on even more embarrassment for the maid.  At her suggestion I rang the bell for Abigail.

The maid quickly came over and stood at attention before us.

“I’m holding a reunion dinner party here for all of the girls I met over the years at the club at 7:00 pm in two weeks.  Abigail, I want you to take this list and call each name on it and invite them over.  Please identify yourself to be Miss Margo Farnswell’s personal maid and then extend the invitation.”

I pointed to the phone that was on the table.

“I want to listen to the first few conversations to make sure that you are doing it right.  Please begin.”

“Yes Miss Margo.”

She curtsied and took the list from me.  Her eyes grew wide when she recognized the first few names on the paper.  She started to form a word of protest but then she decided against it.  Perhaps she realized that any attempt at protest would simply incriminate her.  Instead she slowly took the phone and keyed in the first number.

“Hello Miss Holly Breckinridge?  My name is Abigail Titmore, I’m Miss Margo Fanswell’s personal housemaid.  Miss Margo has asked me to invite you over to a reunion dinner party in two weeks on Saturday at 7:00 pm.  May I inform her that you will be attending?”

I thought that Julie was going to gush with laughter but she managed to contain herself.  Instead she put her hand over her mouth and suppressed a feminine giggle.

Julie and I watched in amusement while she made the first few calls.  When we had sufficiently satisfied our dominant urge I sent Abigail off to the kitchen to finish her task there.

To my surprise all but four of the women accepted my invite to come over for dinner.  Those four were working that night at the club.  Perhaps I should have known that waitresses from the club would appreciate being served a nice dinner by my charming maid.


CHAPTER 27.  Dinner Party

Thanks to Julie all of the women at the club had heard of Richard’s rather unfortunate auto accident.  Perhaps that explains why the guests brushed by the maid when she answered the door and immediately came straight to me and offered me their sincere hugs and kisses.

The group assembled in my large game room that had been converted into a dining hall for the occasion.  The ladies kept Abigail busy running for drinks while they conversed about the club and reminisced about Richard.

While the food was catered it was Abigail that served it to each and every woman that was present.  The guests chattered away enjoying themselves while the maid worked hard to please them.

Naturally Abigail toiled diligently to please the guests.  After all I had told her that if she failed to be at her best there would be strict punishments for her at the end of the evening.  That alone seemed sufficient for her to perfectly act the part of an obedient serving girl.

Many of the guests commented how lovely my maid Abigail looked in her French maid uniform.  She even lifted her hem for Beverly Maye when Beverly asked to see her pretty Rumba panties.  Then like a well-mannered servant she thanked Beverly for her charming compliment before she returned to her duties.

Fortunately while all of the guests knew Richard none of them seemed to grasp that they had all been bedded by the man.  Even better not a single woman seemed to realize that the buxom maid in the French maid uniform that was serving them was in fact their former paramour.

It wasn’t until the evening ended and the last guest was leaving that Suzy Gilmore intimated that she knew anything at all.  She was standing all ready to go at the front door when she spoke.

“Margo thank you for the invitation.  I had a great time.  I’m so sad for you that Richard is gone.  You know somehow I think he was here today watching.  I could have sworn...oh you’ll think that I’m crazy I’m sure.  I thought I saw a hint of him in the eyes of your maid.  The sweet thing seemed to have the same sexy look that Richard had.”

“Thank you Beverly.  I appreciate that.”

“That’s quite a maid you have Margo.  I was watching her work.  She’s a cute thing.  She did a good job taking care of everything tonight.  You are lucky to have her.  I’m sure that she will clean everything up for you after tonight just fine too.”

“Oh I’m sure that she will!”


CHAPTER 28.  Chastity Redux

On her last visit Julie had noticed how Abigail had looked longingly at her while we were talking.  That probably explained her return trip the week following the party.

In the interim period Abigail had been working hard.  Not only was she taking care of my home but now she was providing maid service for Ashley too.  Perhaps that explains why she seemed to be too tired to resist when Julie stood in front of the maid and ordered her to strip.

Abigail thought that she had been instructed to remove her maid uniform but Julie wasn’t content with that.  Instead she wanted everything removed and wasn’t satisfied until Abigail reluctantly stood nude in front of both of us.

While I wasn’t immediately sure what Julie had in mind it was an opportunity to admire the work that Doctor Evelyn had done with Abigail.  I must say that the good Doctor had done a magnificent job with my maid.

Even standing naked in front of us in good light there was not a hint that Abigail was anything other than an actual woman.  From her well-endowed breasts down to her neatly manicured heart shaped pubic hair everything about her screamed anatomically correct female.

Celeste Place had even paid attention to cosmetic details.  They had obviously put Abigail into a tanning booth because it was evident by her tan lines—she had white bra and white bikini images on her well-tanned body.

Julie had brought a bag of items with her and she took it behind Abigail before she took the first piece out of the bag.  I immediately recognized the item because it was similar to the female chastity belt that Darcie had used on Abigail at the clinic.

Julie clipped the belt on Abigail at the waist.  She had the maid spread her legs slightly before she clicked the pubic shield in place.  While she did that she explained that the belt was designed to be worn at all times and that there were appropriate access holes in the unit for use in the ladies room.

When Julie mentioned the permanence of the belt Abigail gave out a moan in protest.  Julie would have none of it.  Instead she reached back into the bag and produced another item.

I had never seen a metal chastity bra before.  The concept is actually quite simple.  The metal bra cups completely cover the nipples and are connected by and held tightly in place by chains.  Combined with the pubic shield on the belt the result is that it is impossible for the female wearer to stimulate herself in any way, shape or form.

The inevitable sexual frustration that follows can drive a woman crazy with lust.  Males typically use the devices on sexually reluctant women to increase their desire for vigorous sex.

Julie had no such intention for Abigail.  Her sole intent was payback for her own mistreatment.  She wanted the maid to long for sex but never be able to achieve it.

Julie put the chastity bra on Abigail then locked it into place.  Julie stood back for a moment and admired her work.

I approved of the idea and enjoyed the look on Abigail’s face when she realized the implication of her situation.  Julie smiled smugly and placed a chain necklace on her own neck that featured a key that dangled down to her cleavage.

Once fully sexually secured we watched while Abigail dressed herself back up in her maid uniform.  I couldn’t believe that it was possible to make Abigail more contrite than she had already been but Julie had managed to do exactly that.

When she was dressed again the girl stood demurely at attention waiting for further instructions while I casually talked with Julie.

I must admit that I had often heard the saying “Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned” but it was not until Julie came by that day that I realized the full extent of it.

I had been content to turn my cheating husband into a simpering female maid servant totally at my beck and call.  I felt that was sufficient punishment for his dreadful behavior cheating on me and for his complete humiliation of my virtue.

But for Julie that was not enough.  She wanted to taunt and tease Abigail past complete domestic servitude all the way to extreme humiliating sexual exploitation.

That was the reason that she suggested that we should pay a visit with Abigail to Phallic City to meet with her friends Rita and Pamela.


CHAPTER 29.  Phallic City

Women of a certain persuasion frequent Phallic City--the perfect pickup bar for girl on girl relations.  I had never heard of it until Julie mentioned it to me.  With a glint in her eye she explained her idea to me.  She sent Abigail off to the kitchen to fetch us drinks before she gave me details of her plan.

She told me about her good lesbian friends Rita and Pamela.  She described Rita to be a strict sadistic Dominatrix while Pamela enjoyed being her submissive sexual toy.  The girls lived together and frequented Phallic City for sexual entertainment.

The thing about Rita was that while she enjoyed taking advantage of Pamela what she actually liked the most was being watched while she was ravaged by her sexual slave.

For Rita the perfect evening involved trolling the Phallic Club for a submissive woman then taking her home on the pretense of a threesome.  When the new eager submissive arrived at their home Rita would instruct Pamela to tie the girl snugly in a chair so that she would have a good view of Rita being pleasured by Pamela.

A compliant voyeur might spend days or even weeks observing the sexual exploits of the haughty Rita without any sexual release.  Between sexual escapades the women would put the obedient submissive to work doing domestic chores for them in their home.

Failure to obey the dictatorial Rita would result in spankings for the passive observer.  No submissive could refuse the dominant Rita.

After she had her fill of amusement the girls would send their newly acquired servant on her way—naturally without any sexual release--in a total state of intense arousal.

When Julie explained her plan to me my mouth literally watered with excitement.  It sounded like a perfect situation ideally suited for my Abigail.

By the time we set up our rendezvous at the club Rita had been briefed regarding Abigail.  She was told that Abigail was a very submissive girl eager and ready to do her bidding.  In addition Julie told her that Abigail was yearning for a long term relationship working for a dominant woman as a domestic servant.

That evening she was waiting for us at the club at a pre-arranged time.  I wore a slinky black sheath suitable for a night out on the town.  Julie wore a black leather miniskirt with a matching leather vest over a black silk blouse.

It was called Phallic City for various reasons.  Not only was it because of the dominant women that frequented the place but also because of the water fountain on the grounds.

Right in front of the club was a huge round fountain that featured a large statue of a woman.  The beautiful bare breasted woman stood with her hair flowing.  She also wore a dildo strapon that acted like a spout circulating the fountain water.  The stone statue was quite a sight when fully illuminated at night.

Initially I thought that Abigail would look out of place in her French maid uniform but maid uniforms were the attire of choice for submissives at Phallic City.  When we came in the door it was difficult to tell the employees of the club from the patrons—there were that many maid uniforms present.

Julie and I sat down at a table.  We had Abigail fetch us drinks then we had her stand at attention next to us while we sipped our beverages.  It didn’t take long before Rita came over with Pamela trailing behind her to introduce herself.

Rita was an absolute knockout in a tight black leather bodysuit that left little to the imagination.  She was the epitome of a Dominatrix—quite at home in the club that had more than a fair share of submissives in it.

Pamela wore a tiny red dress with a matching red leather collar that had “Slave” spelled out in rhinestones on it.  She was carrying a black leather purse that no doubt belonged to Rita.  The fact that she was carrying it left no question about her position in the hierarchy.

Rita completely ignored Abigail.  She sat and talked with us while Pamela and Abigail stood by at attention.

I didn’t realize what she was doing until Julie was well into the conversation.  She had decided to do me a favor and sell Abigail to Rita to become her live-in maid and sexual slave.

Initially I didn’t like the idea.  After all I was enjoying the services of my own private maid.  However when Rita asked Pamela for her purse and wrote out an incredibly lucrative check that Julie presented to me I changed my mind.  A girl has to have her priorities.

With the check in my hand Abigail became the property of the sadistic Rita to do with as she pleased.  It was the crowning achievement of our plan to have revenge on Abigail.

Finally Rita thanked us for our company and stood up.  She turned to Abigail and planted an open mouthed kiss on her while her hands roamed down between Abigail’s legs.  When she felt the chastity device she pulled away from the embrace and smiled.

“Perfect!  Tastes just like submission!”

She then turned to Pamela.

“Collar her and we’ll be on our way.”

Pamela reached into the leather purse and produced a black leather collar that featured “Slut” in rhinestones.  We watched her buckle the collar onto Abigail’s neck.  She reached back into the purse and produced a black leather leash that she clipped onto the collar.  She then offered the leash to Rita.

Rita took the leash and in a rather violent tug she led Abigail away to the exit.

Julie and I laughed at the image of Abigail being led away by such a dominant woman.  I knew that Abigail was in for a life of complete sexual submission.  Paybacks can be so much fun!

Julie made a comment when they disappeared out the door.

“The French Connection seems to be working already.”

“French Connection?”

I wondered what she meant by the comment.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you.  That’s the nickname I use for the two of them.  It’s because they enjoy their oral attentions.  You know, using the tongue on heels, thighs and more sensual areas.  Abigail will find that out soon enough.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes.  I hope she enjoys licking a lady’s intimate parts.”

“Well not really.  I never could get…”

“I’m sure that Abigail will adjust.  When Rita needs further amusement she’ll have Abigail pleasuring them both with her tongue.  If she fails to perform satisfactorily Rita will apply incentive to her bottom.  Rita is quite adept with the paddle!”

We laughed at the idea that Abigail was in for a difficult time.  It was well into the evening when a thought occurred to me.

“Julie, did you give Rita the key to the chastity belt that Abigail was wearing?”

She took hold of the necklace that was on her neck and pulled the chain from her cleavage.  She held up a key so that I could see it.

“Do you mean this key?”

We both laughed again at Abigail’s expense.  Then we stayed behind at Phallic City drinking wine for a few hours before we made our way home.  I suppose that you could say that it had been the perfect evening.

Weeks later Julie told me that she had visited Rita at her home and that both women were thoroughly enjoying being served by their new slave.  When she saw Abigail she was wearing a tiny pink French maid uniform without panties that left her bottom cheeks partially exposed.  Her bottom had clearly received the attention of Rita—it was a bright red color.  She was still wearing her chastity belt.

I suppose that you could say that it was certainly poetic justice.  Abigail was destined to be an objectified sex object living for the pleasure of a strict authoritative woman.  She would be dominated by attractive women yet she would be kept in chastity so that she could properly serve them without any pleasure of her own.

Any failure to provide her new Mistress with satisfactory servitude would be met with swift discipline.  Paybacks are seldom so satisfying.

These days I rarely think about Abigail.  I never saw Abigail again after that night at Phallic City.  I enjoy my new life in my new home free of the abuse of my former husband secure in the knowledge that Abigail is receiving her just reward.
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