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Warning: This work is fiction, for adults only. It contains material relating to forced feminisation, cuckoldry, bondage, gay situations, humiliation and other aspects some people may find offensive.

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

This book follows on from Book 1 Club ZerØ Nine. Though it contains many characters and continues situations from the first book it can be read as a self-contained novel.


Book One, a reminder …
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In Club ZerØ Nine Book One Kyle embark on a maid training course enticed by the genteel Miss Hall. 

Miss Hall soon turns into a fearsome dominant. It is explained to a shocked Kyle that all maids at the club must have an owner and Kyle finds himself collared by the club’s powerful CEO, Mister Harrison, who now controls Kyle’s maid training program. 

Worse, Kyle’s wife Madison must be owned by a dominant in order for her to remain at the club. ‘All part of the procedures,’ as Miss Hall explains to a shocked and helpless Kyle. So while Kyle undergoes maid training under a new name, Abbie, Mister Harrison takes ownership of Madison entering her in the club's course for dominants.

Book One details Kyle’s training program along with his attempts to rescue his adorable wife from the clutches of the bullying Mister Harrison.

We take up the story in Book Two, the day after Kyle becomes officially recognised as a Maid in Training. More information plus many free stories on the same theme can be found on http://blog.thehoteltransform.com


Imagine a club, an S&M club, catering to dominants and submissives.

Imagine it located in a nearby city, in a huge vacant lot near the disused docklands. No one can hear you scream.

Imagine a club that has been in existence for over five years, long enough to foster its own code of practice.

Imagine it, as it develops into a place where Bulls can meet married women in a BDSM setting.

A club that understands there are people who long to have submissive maids serve them.

A club that knows there are many who would adore the opportunity to wear one of the club’s prized maid’s outfits.

A club that has developed an intensive training plan to take anyone from scratch to licenced maid within a matter of days. Anyone, yes anyone.

A club where no student has ever failed to qualify to be a licenced maid. No one is allowed to fail the strict tests and assessments. No one.

A club which has no gender bar, either sex can apply for the maid course.

A club run by a dedicated band of severe, sexy women who single mindedly train even the most recalcitrant of maids.

A club where dominant Bull males know the beneficial effects of a wife seeing her husband completely transformed. Thus the Bulls do all they can to ensure the complete submission of any maid before his wife.

A club that draws on enhanced, intense, one on one, behavioural modification therapy.

Dream or nightmare? Read Club Zer0 Nine and decide for yourself.
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Chapter 1 Abbie, Miss Richter and Introducing Sammie

Imprisoned in his locked bedroom cell Kyle slumped on the bed, elbows on thighs with his fists propping up his sorrowful features. His blonde curly hair flopped about his face.

Hanging from the wardrobe door, tauntingly, just inches from his face hung the crisp, silky maid’s uniform he had strove so hard to win by passing the exacting Maid Assessment Course to become, officially, a Maid in Training. Yet Zoe had told him he had to remove it and re-dress in the silly adult school girl’s outfit, to prepare for a meeting with the delightful Miss Richter. 

He moaned. He deserved his success and ought to be allowed to wear the maid’s uniform with pride, especially before Miss Richter whom he knew would be so proud of him.

Smiling he recalled how he adored chatting with Miss Richter, with her being so understanding and always ready to listen to his plight. In his mind he could hear her voice reciting the mantra for him to be ‘a good girl.’ He closed his eyes, pressing his fists into his groin as he thought about how delightful it would be to be called a ‘good girl’ by a dominant, particularly Miss Richter. She was always so concerned for Kyle’s well-being. 

But oh, oh how he wanted to parade into her office wearing his newly acquired maid’s outfit. He knew she would have been thrilled for him. Yet here he was, merely inches from it, but not daring to touch it. 

He felt himself stiffen in his tiny chastity cage so cruelly locked on him under the wicked instructions of Mister Harrison, a man he now had to refer to as ‘my owner.’ Even worse, the steel collar locked around his neck reminded him constantly that his wife Madison wore exactly the same collar, with exactly the same message in the front window: ‘Property of Mister Harrison.’ 

The chill of humiliation and frustration ran through him. He reached between his legs, beneath the short, flared, tartan school skirt. His fingers rubbed through the thin panties concealing his caged dick as he felt his mind swoon away to his hot bed of dark maid fantasies. 

‘Property of Mister Harrison,’ he whispered to himself.

When had he last masturbated? He knew today was Thursday and that he had been here since Monday. Miss Hall had ordered him to wear the Club’s steel chastity cage for a full five days before being admitted. It was part of the agreement along with the diet, body waxing and hair growth. Miss Hall had explained how it would be better if he didn’t play with himself for those five days before joining the club’s maid training scheme. Wow! He had gone nine days without any relief, five days of sexual frustration looking forward to the Maid course, and four days on a sexual high that made him feel faint and permanently cloudy-headed.

He rubbed the cage about his crotch again feeling his senses drifting away. There could be no release from his torment, he would have to stop, get a grip. He wasn’t going to be able to cum until Mister Harrison released him, or, and he shivered at this thought: until he reached the end of his stay here on Sunday night.

The door clicked open and Zoe skipped in, as mindlessly happy as ever. In fact all the maids seemed carelessly blissful, as if they were wholly fulfilled just by serving the dominants.

“Oh look at you!” She giggled playfully adopting Position One but with her finger over her mouth as if suppressing a playful laugh.

“Well it’s all right for you. You can wear your maid’s uniform!”

“Aw! Abbie! I know. It is horrible isn’t it? But I have to wear the school girl's outfit when I am in lessons too.”

Kyle glanced up, his eyebrows knitting over his darkly made up eyes. 

Zoe giggled. “Oh silly! There is always something new to learn! Next week I am booked in for advanced bondage courses.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “I have to be handcuffed all day and still carry out chores. Can you imagine it?” 

Zoe closed her eyes and squeezed her shoulders as a dreamy grin lit up her face. She ‘oooohed’ and giggled. “Just think, being all helpless like that? And all day too. Oh! A room full of Masters and Mistresses. They won’t be able to keep their hands off me.” She opened her eyes and laughed.

Rising from the mattress Kyle felt slightly better. “I thought fully qualified maids like you wouldn’t have to go back to school.”

Playfully slapping Kyle’s arm through his translucent blouse, she said, “Don’t be silly. Heavens! There are always new dances, specialist chores, oh, oh oh!” her eyes widened as if she just remembered. “Some girls are taught about basic accounting so they can be Personal Assistants for powerful men and women who are too busy to do menial tasks. You’d be surprised. Oh Abbie. Look at the time. Quickly!”

As the leash clicked to the front of his collar Kyle felt himself relax. At least while leashed he could not be blamed if he did anything wrong. He could feel relaxed when being led on a tether under someone else’s control.

They trotted to Miss Richter’s office with Zoe chirpily chatting about anything and everything.

And then it happened.

They were nearing Miss Richter’s welcome office when Zoe jabbered something about Kyle needing to be prepared for his ‘ordeal tomorrow.’

“What ordeal?” No one had mentioned an ordeal!

Gasping with regret, she put her hand over her mouth in Position Seven. “Oh! Oh Abbie please don’t tell anyone I told you. I didn’t say anything. No, not me. No.”

“Zoe? What ordeal?”

Kyle saw the fearful maid adopt a full Position Eight with just a finger to her lips as her eyes grew wide with concern.

Moving close and glancing around the empty corridor like a nervous rabbit Zoe whispered, “Oh please don’t say anything to anyone. Miss Latour is taking me through the advanced lap dancing course as a reward for all the extra points I have earned for being extra special good.”

“Zoe? Please tell me.” Terror niggled at Abbie’s tummy. 

“Oh!” Zoe’s eyes widened with empathy. “Please Abbie don’t worry. We all have to do it.” Suddenly she kissed his cheek with a giggle. “And once it is over that’s it: then you can’t go back to being all boring and worried about everything and …”

The door cracked open and the thin Miss Richter, in half moon glasses, stood in a neat grey trouser suit holding the handle. “Zoe. You are late.”

Sucking in a lungful of air Zoe squealed: “Please Miss Richter it was all Abbie’s fault. She keeps asking me questions and I keep saying to ask you but she just goes on and on. Then when I …”

“Silence, stupid girl.” Miss Richter’s voice remained low and calm, with that slight Germanic trace Kyle had detected on his first meeting. “That is what gags are for. You know how to use a gag don’t you?”

“Oh yes Miss Richter, yes thank you.” She bobbed a few curtsies as she spoke.

Removing her spectacles Miss Richter tapped them against her teeth in thought. “I see. So why don’t you go and ask a Master or Mistress for a lockable gag. Ask them to set the timer for six hours.”

“Oh Miss Richter. Please. I will be working in the bar and I won’t be able to speak and have fun and …”

Her words trailed off.

“Girl I know what it will prevent you from doing.” Her eyes narrowed, a mean smile appeared. “Tramp. So next time you will remember the gag's uses won’t you?”

A sorrowful maid let her chin fall to her chest. “Yes Miss Richter.”

“Make it a spider gag girl.” 

Kyle noticed Miss Richter’s eyes darken with an evil pleasure. For a woman with such a frail body it was amazing how she could be sinister and command fear with a mere change of expression. 

He heard Zoe sniff a ‘Yes Miss Richter’ before she was dismissed.

A spider gag? What the hell was that? Kyle trembled in his ignorance.

Miss Richter’s couch was as comfortable as ever. The music was of the familiar, gentle classical style, with violins softly playing in a large chamber else a South American flute echoing about what sounded like a huge cavern. Kyle ensured he lay in the required position, wrists slightly turned up and knees turned in as he stared up at the psychiatrist expectantly.

Miss Richter, as if in no hurry, pulled a stool closer to him and raised her yellow legal notepad. She jotted down a few short words and then opened her android tablet. Her eyebrows rose and a smile soon appeared.

“My, my, Abbie. You have been a busy girl.”

Kyle giggled, thrilled she had read about his success. “Have I been a good girl Miss Richter?”

“You have indeed Abbie.”

Kyle giggled. “Thank you Miss Richter.”

“Officially a Maid in Training. Let me see. Day four! Well done girl.”

Kyle felt himself groan with pleasure. He so much needed to please Miss Richter and she was clearly delighted for him.

“I wanted to wear the maid’s uniform now, just for you Miss Richter.”

Stroking his curly blonde hair back from his eyes the doctor smiled. “Don’t you trouble your silly little head. As your psychiatrist I will be able to study your assessment fully. It will be maintained continuously with videos, photographs and reports composed by those present.”

Kyle froze, his eyes as big as traffic lights. “Erm. No. I don’t want you to see that, thank you Miss Richter. Not the videos. Oh, nor the notes.”

“Oh, silly, how can I care for you if I don’t know what you are up to?”

Knowing he shouldn’t sit up Kyle stared at the tiled ceiling, gathering his thoughts. “Please don’t watch it.”

“Oh aren’t you the little precious madam,” she smiled as if speaking to an endearing child. “Such a little princess. Don’t be concerned. Over our time together I will know everything about you. I will search into the darkest, most hidden corners of your airhead mind.”

Kyle gasped, his two hands coming to his mouth in terror. He saw her face shift into a cold analytical stare, a little smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Little Abbie. You won’t be able to keep anything from me. You will be like my own little daughter.”

The maid’s pink lips hung open.

“Even those nasty little secrets you keep locked away and dare not even share with yourself. Those wicked, shameful secrets that only come to you in the darkest of nights.”

“M-M-Miss Richter…I …. Please don’t view it.”

The lady sat up straight setting aside her pad. “Now then. Let us move on. You are troubling yourself quite unnecessarily. You no longer have a mind of your own young lady. But rest assured, those of us who have taken charge of you have your best interests at heart.”

Looking into space Kyle felt his heart beat faster. He was losing control of his entire existence. The sooner Sunday, his final day of his course at the club came, the sooner he could escape the nightmare. Then he could return to being a maid at his leisure, in his own time and hang up the dress once he had played with himself.

“What on earth did you ask that stupid slut Zoe that meant you were so late?”

Groaning Kyle didn’t know how to answer the question without getting Zoe into more trouble. Yet why protect her? He noticed that when confronted by Miss Richter, Zoe was quick to blame him for the delay. 

In any case whilst Zoe tried to get him into trouble Miss Richter was always helpful. She was always so concerned for him. He so wanted to please his very own psychiatrist. 

“Please Miss Richter, Zoe just mentioned something about an ordeal tomorrow and …”

“Ah she did, did she?” Miss Richter cut him off looking into the distance. Finally she angrily added some points to her yellow pad. She pressed with such venom that Kyle thought the pen might tear through the paper. Under her breath she spat: “little madam!”

“Please Miss Richter I don’t think she meant to do anything naughty. It is just that ...”

“Be quiet girl. I am working.”

“Yes Miss Richter.”

Under her breath the psychiatrist said, “So the stupid little slut doesn’t like a spider gag does she? Well, let us see what else the little trouble maker doesn’t like.” She added a full stop as if stabbing the page.

Then her features softened as if a veil had been drawn back. “Little Abbie, you shouldn’t take any notice of what a maid in here says. They are all as stupid as blancmange, whiling away their time on idle gossip when they usually have chores to complete.”

Kyle touched his tongue to his top lip in thought. “All stupid Miss?”

“Oh Abbie. Do not trouble yourself. Being stupid is fun.”

“Yes Miss,” Kyle wished he could feign agreement with more certainty but he knew he had failed.

The therapist’s fingers ran down Kyle’s silky, crisp white blouse to his flared, obscenely short skirt. “Just think. You have no worries at all as a maid. No mortgages or loans to pay. No work stress. Those responsibilities are carried about by people better able to handle such pressure. All you have to do is a live in your own tiny sweet world looking cute all the time. Something I am certain a girl like you can do without any trouble.”

Her speech didn’t make him feel any better. He wasn’t stupid, he knew that much. Nor was he fearful of the stresses of life. Equally he appreciated it would not be wise to argue with the powerful Miss Richter so he changed the subject. “But what will happen tomorrow Miss?”

“The same as every other day young lady. You will learn new things about both the world and, more importantly, about yourself.”

Kyle felt his hands clench. “I bet Miss Richards knows!” He was surprised he used his wife’s maiden name without any effort. Her Christian name Madison now seemed to be part of another life.

The woman’s fingers tickled the hem of his skirt before reaching his bare thigh, making his breathing grow short. He closed his eyes. Oh, if only he could masturbate, just gain any release. He was certain he would be able to think straight and extricate himself from this bizarre and confusing world.

“It doesn’t concern you what a Master or Mistress knows little girl. Suffice to understand they will always know more than you. That is how it should be don’t you think?”

He moaned as the fingers reached under his skirt, caressing the inside of his thigh.

“Yes Miss. But Miss …” it was so hard to reason when she did this to him. Clearly she didn’t know how aroused he was. “Miss, I, well I, … it is just that …well I don’t know anything anymore. I get sent here or dragged there. Told to do this then told to that. Everyone seems to know what’s happening except me.”

“And how does that make you feel princess?”

“I don’t know, oh, oh, oh!” She was stroking his tiny steel chastity cage through his panties. He could feel the pressure on the little metal container rubbing through to his excited member. He tried to marshal his thoughts from the fog in his mind. “I don’t know. Erm, foolish, ignorant, helpless. I feel stupid Miss!”

He wanted to be angry but his arousal overruled all other emotions.

“But you cannot help being stupid girl. So why torment yourself?”

Stupid? No he wasn’t stupid! Oh why couldn’t he find the right words anymore?

“And how does it feel knowing that Miss Richards might know all about the Club’s intentions for you and you are not even allowed to ask about them?”

Tears stung his eyes. He had not thought of it that way. His own wife is aware of elements of his life to which he himself is not privy, unless they are revealed. “It doesn’t feel right. It is wrong. I feel like a little kid.”

“Aw poor Abbie. And how do you view Miss Richards, with her superior knowledge and all that power?”

“I don’t know.”

The fingers rubbed between his legs. “Well, perhaps, you feel like a little girl. A child in a nursery possibly? So I must seem like your mother? A teacher? A powerful aunt?”

“Yes, yes, I guess so.” So difficult to think when he was being frustratingly aroused without any hope of sexual release but Miss Richter’s summary seemed accurate enough.

“And oh dear.” Miss Richter exclaimed as if just remembering something. “And just think your owner must be planning all this. All just for you. Yet you have no idea what he has in his mind, what he has arranged for you. Your future is hidden behind a door to which the adults do not allow you access. A man pulling all your strings. And you have to obey him.”

Tears stung his eyes. “Please Miss Richter I tried to explain this to Miss Hall. I didn’t want this. I wanted a female domme …”

“Exactly. You wanted to turn Miss Richards into a domme just for you didn’t you?”

“Yes, yes.” The way she put it made him feel devious. As if he wanted to change her for his own selfish reasons, yet, as usual, Miss Richter seemed to be accurate in what she said. A bubble of uncomfortable guilt drifted through his thoughts.

“Yet you have no say in how she will be trained or how she will feel, do you?”

“No Miss. No.”

“You have no say in anything. It is all down to your teachers, the Master and Mistresses here, your owner and …,” she paused, leaning close to his ear, “… and Miss Richards herself.”

“I don’t like that Miss Richter. It frightens me.”

“Aw poor Abbie. And what are you going to do about it?”

“Miss! I cannot do anything about it. I am not even allowed to speak unless spoken to.”

“So what are you going to do about it little girl?” 

Her eyes were fixed on Kyle’s forcing him to look away.

Her hand was deep between his legs. He felt aroused, vulnerable and helpless. “I, I ... I don’t know ….”

“Think girl. What are you going to do about it? Mister Harrison and Miss Richards planning all these things for you and you don’t even know what they are. What can you do about it?”

Tears gushed from his eyes as he twisted on the couch into a tight shaking ball. “Nothing! I cannot do anything about it. I am just a stupid maid!”

A hand patted his bottom through his tight school girl panties.

“Exactly girl. Exactly. You cannot do anything. It is all in their hands. Poor, poor Abbie.”

He cried into his hands until Miss Richter told him to sit up. She put a slender arm around his shoulders and a tissue to his nose. “Big blows. Go on.”

He blew into the paper tissue before she dabbed at his tearful eyes.

“Little Abbie so wanted to be a cute sexy maid and now you are one. You wanted a dominant mistress and now you have one. How does that make you feel?”

He considered her in the low lighting of her room. Her grey blue wise eyes pierced his soul searching for the honesty in his reply. “Helpless. Totally helpless. Dependent.”

Miss Richter smiled and a relieved Kyle felt he had given the appropriate response to her.

“Good girl Abbie. What a good Girl.”

‘Good Girl.’ Oh what a joy those words meant to him. A well of delight poured through his being. “Thank you Miss Richter.”

She cupped his chin in her hand, her eyes tightened, her mouth twisted down at the edges. “One day little Abbie you and I are going to have a serious chat and I am going to chew up your very soul and leave you as the vacuous empty shell you were always destined to be. An automaton. A human puppet. A timid pet. Only good to serve others like your wife and her lovers.”

Staring up in exploded shock Kyle sought an explanation for the words. They had been spat at him as if she loathed him, wanted to hurt him, yet now she was smiling like a benign aunt at Christmas.

In a single sharp motion she pulled herself to the edge of her seat, leaned close to his face and clicked her fingers. “And forget what I just said. Close your eyes. Sleep for me now. Sleep. Sleep for me now. That’s it. You have already forgotten what I just said. The words have vanished and the more you seek to recall them the more the words disperse like shadows on the water.”

The psychiatrist waited until there was a slight nod and a grunt from the adult school girl before she pressed on.

“Being a good girl is all you need ask of yourself, all that others demand of you. Sleep for me now. Good girl. Listen to those words. Good girl. What more could you wish to hear in life? They are your fulfilment. When I awake you, you will feel even more helpless than when you came in. Fully aware of how you must please others in order to exist. But you will yearn for more of our chats. You will think often of me. Tonight when you hear my guided imagery as you sleep, you will focus as never before on the words I use, the way I say them and how they are spoken. Just like the good girl you truly are. You will forget these words and the words I just said to you. When you try to recall them they will be a blur. Recalling them will require too much effort for you. It will be too taxing. So on the count of three you will awake refreshed and be unable to remember anything I just said. One, two …”

Kyle’s eyelids fluttered.

Her fingers clicked above his nose. “Three. Wake girl. Wake up like a good girl.”

“Yes Miss Richter. Thank you Miss Richter.”

“Now Zoe is otherwise engaged right now. Zoe is a naughty little maid who is learning that naughtiness has consequences.” She grinned to herself, her eyes drifting away to some happy thought before returning to Kyle with a steely menace. “You don’t want to be a naughty little girl do you Abbie?”

“No Miss. No. I want to be a good girl.” His breathing became short with fear. He was terrified yet aroused. How could he feel two such conflicting emotions?

“So you will be led to Mister Harrison’s apartment by Sammie. I think you will like her. And during your walk on her leash I want you to ask Sammie if she has any tattoos. Will you do that for me little Abbie?”

It seemed a strange request but one with which he could easily comply.

“Yes Miss Richter. Of course.” 

He would do anything for the wonderful Miss Richter.

Sammie was a permanently panic stricken little maid constantly jumping when a door opened or a voice was raised. She was taller than Brandi and painfully thin with angular cheek bones below her wide nervous eyes. It was like being led by a reindeer foal through a swamp of alligators.

She had a similar collar to Kyle’s, only it read ‘Property of Mister Todd.’

“Can we go a bit slower please Sammie?”

Kyle was constantly being tugged along on his toes. The heels were treacherous enough as it was without trying to skip along at this pace.

Sammie turned around, her cheeks glowing. “I am really sorry. I am terrible at this. Honestly. I don’t know why Miss Richter asked me to do this. She knows how hopeless I am and …”

“Please, it is all right.” Kyle was desperate to stop her jabbering. 

“Oh you won’t tell Miss Richter I was so incompetent will you?”

“No, no.” Of course not.”

For a long moment Sammie stared into Kyle’s eyes searching for sincerity. Finally she shook her head as if to say ‘what does it matter.’ “Oh, oh!” She was agitated again. “And for heaven’s sake please don’t tell Mister Harrison. Oh not him. No.”

“I won’t.” 

Kyle studied the terrified maid as she stared down at the floor shaking her head at some imagined dreadful future. Kyle coughed, “Shall we get going?”

Sammie seemed to wake out of some deep dream and took in Kyle as if he had just landed from another planet. Then she saw the lead in her hand and nodded. They set off again.

Kyle hated these agonizing trips to see Mister Harrison, his owner, and was desperate to get it over and done with. He could do without these nervous chats with the skittish Sammie.

Sammie walked slowly in front of Kyle. Only this time too slowly, but the cuffed, leashed Kyle felt it best not to set off another panic attack by asking her to speed up. 

They stepped into the lift and Sammie pressed the button for the underground floors.

Now it was Kyle’s turn to freak out. “Sammie! Stop! I am going to see Mister Harrison! He is upstairs.”

Flinging her fingers to her mouth Sammie gasped. “But he told me to take you to your room to get you changed. Am I in the wrong again?”

“Oh. I didn’t know that.”

“Oh dear. I am sure he told me that. I get so confused these days. My wife,” she cleared her throat, “Erm Miss Pearson. Sorry, yes Miss Pearson, well she told me that since my training here I have become a real airhead blonde.”

Kyle stared at Sammie. Her wife? She was married? She was a he? Tiptoeing closer to the shaking maid he whispered, “Are you a man?”

Sammie looked as if she would explode. “Oh no. No! Mister Todd has explained this to me and Miss Richter has. Mister Todd is thoughtful like that. Well sometimes. Not always. They both have been very good, taking the time and trouble with me to let me know what I am. And Miss Pearson agrees as to what I am.”

Kyle sighed, Sammie prattled on as mindlessly as Zoe. Kyle interrupted her incessant chatter: “Which is what?”

The lift doors opened on the familiar maid’s chambers corridor of blank doors.

Sammie whispered, “I don’t think I should say any more. I always get it wrong. Miss Pearson says it is because I try thinking. Which I shouldn’t. Oh I don’t know. Miss Richter explained it to me so I know she is right.” The maid screwed up her nose as is thinking hard, “when a maid tries to think she is not doing her chores. No! If a maid tries to think then she will distress herself.”

Kyle wanted to stamp his foot in frustration at her stupidity but a tug brought him scampering into the corridor where his own room lay. The warm colours from up lighters fixed to the corridor’s walls reminded him of a hotel hallway with its ordered line of numbered doors.

“Sammie. What are you? You say you are not a man. Are you a girl?”

The maid looked stunned. “I never said that!”

“No you didn’t.” This conversation was ridiculous.

“I am a complete slut of course. What did you think I was?”

Having exhausted his patience Kyle found a smile and nodded. “Ah I see.”

Once in his room Sammie released Kyle’s handcuffs and leash, and put a finger to her pink lips as she thought hard. “Ah yes! Now then. You must wear the outfit Mister Harrison bought you on your first night for being such a good girl. That was his instruction.”

“Ok.” Seemed a straightforward command to Kyle. Being in the company of such a nervous maid made him feel powerful and in control, perhaps for the first time since Miss Hall had made him strip in front of everyone on that painful first day.

Opening a drawer Kyle drew out the magical silky, rose pink shorts and strappy top. He tingled at their smooth electric qualities. His dick hardened in his chastity belt and he could have simply rolled into bed and rubbed himself immediately had Sammie not been studying his every move with an apprehensive stare.

He stripped out of his school girl outfit folding each item meticulously before putting them away in the drawers of the wardrobe.

“I cannot remove the corset.”

“Corset?” Sammie appeared troubled. “Oh. The waist trainer!” She smiled, almost relaxed. “Silly. Corsets are different.”

“I don’t understand. It looks like a corset.”

“Oh dear.” Sammie’s face darkened. “Have I said the wrong thing again? Is that what they told you? A corset. Yes. I can see now that it is a corset. Silly me.”

“You said it was a waist trainer. What’s the difference?”

“Oh dear, I am not sure I should be telling you this.” She wrinkled her face in troubled thought before whispering confidentially, “Well for one thing you mustn’t take it off while it is training your waist and ….” Sammie looked down at his groin and choked. “Oh my God!”

“What?”

“Your, your chastity device. Are you really that small down there?”

Anger raged through Kyle. He was so humiliated. “No! They squeezed it into this little thimble. Mister Richardson, my so called owner, thinks it is funny.”

“Gosh. It is horrible enough being exposed in the standard ones!”

Kyle fought back tears. This was too much. He was in a worse plight than any of the other male maids here. Clearly he was the only one wearing a demeaning, tiny chastity device. He caught sight of it in the mirror. It was barely a few centimeters long with a pink lock tapping against its metal confines. 

To cover his embarrassment he hurriedly pulled up the tan tights he had received with the package and instantly hit 100% arousal. They were so sheer and smooth and tight and controlling he felt his lungs collapse in need of air. He carefully pulled up the tiny, tight pink shorts that clutched him about his hips and groin before squeezing into the delicate top.

Now he might as well have been floating through the sky, his senses had drifted away from him, the way they do before sleep envelops the mind. He was experiencing sexual overload.

“Wow.” Sammie eyed him up and down. “You are stunning!”

Kyle ran his palms down the delicate material, closed his eyes and sighed longingly. The material sang with its wondrous, sensuous qualities.

Somewhere in his mind he knew he had to ask Sammie about a subject that troubled him, but he was damned if he could grasp what it was.

“Oh my, oh my,” Sammie gushed. “If there was a dom in the room now they would be all over you.”

Kyle slipped on his strappy heels finding himself hypnotised by his reflection in the wardrobe mirrors.

“Oh heavens,” Sammie squealed. “We mustn’t dawdle. Quick. I need to cuff you and leash you for the journey.”

Inwardly Kyle knew he ought to be protesting but dressed so erotically made him compliant to any suggestion.


Chapter 2 Mister Harrison’s bedroom

The journey to Mister Harrison’s office proved quite eventful, with two old men in the lift who couldn’t keep their pinching, slapping hands off the delectable Kyle in her inviting lingerie. Worse, the corridor to Mister Harrison’s office was busy with male and female doms who delighted in teasing and catcalling the helpless maid in her underwear. Kyle felt the usual dichotomy of at one moment wishing he were safely elsewhere and yet also finding his cock aroused in its cage. He spurted twice before the final firm pat on his bottom sent him jogging around a corner. Sammie simply squeaked in fear and burst into a trot to try and escape the hands probing beneath her skirt.

Kyle could hear Sammie mumbling about not being late and took comfort in the thought that at least there was someone more timid at the Club than he. Yet in the back of his mind was a question he had to ask Sammie and it perturbed him greatly. He didn’t want to get into any trouble. He had asked Sammie a question back in his room, what was it?

Only when they were close to Mister Harrison’s office did Kyle suddenly recall Miss Richter’s mischievous instruction to ask about Sammie’s tattoo. How had he forgotten? What if Miss Richter discovered his lapse? Perhaps he was as stupid as everyone said? 

It had seemed an odd question to ask though. He recalled the devious smile Miss Richter wore as she instructed him to ask, though, of course, he knew she was his friend and confidante. She could never do anything horrid to him.

He also knew that he dare not disobey a command no matter how senseless he felt it was. After all, what did it matter what he thought?

Yet with all the preying eyes, pinches and slaps he had received on his tethered journey, asking about Sammie’s tattoo had slipped out of his mind. 

Sammie stood before Mr Harrison’s door, closed her eyes and inhaled deeply before tapping shyly on the wood.

“Erm.,” Kyle spoke tentatively, “do you have a tattoo?”

The door opened and Jessica, Mr Harrison’s secretary appeared just as Sammie shrieked, covering her mouth with her hands yet again. “Oh, who told you? Oh my God. This is dreadful. Everyone knows. What am I to do?”

A nervous Jessica leaned close, her eyes wide, “Shush girl. You will get us all into trouble.”

“Oh my God. This is awful. Abbie is a first week maid and even she knows.”

“Sammie! Hush!” Jessica grabbed her arm and shook her. “Please!”

But Sammie was in another world. A dreadful world of horror. Her eyes were exploding and staring at Kyle as if he were a threat. “Please don’t tell anyone!”

“I won’t.” Kyle stepped close to her so that his leash hung down over Sammie’s maid’s uniform and his own pretty pink rose combination. “Please don’t worry.”

“Hey Abbie. Just look at you!”

Mister Harrison was in shirt sleeves, his top button undone and his dark blue tie loose about his neck. His chest seemed curiously powerful, like that of a bear. He looked like he could do with a shave. Grinning he started at Kyle’s heels and then let his eyes flow up his legs in their tights over his little shorts and top as if he had all the time in the world.

He grinned from ear to ear. “Well, well, well. Aren’t you something?”

Kyle swallowed. He wanted to hide behind Sammie but he knew he had to remain in Position Two before this leering powerful male.

Snatching the leash handle from Sammie he tugged Kyle inside laughing as Kyle struggled to remain upright on his heels. “Come with me little girl. We need to talk!”

Snatching at the cuffs holding his wrists behind his back Kyle felt the familiar terror of ‘talking’ to Mister Harrison, his owner.

Moments later they were in his inner sanctum as he yelled back to Jessica, “Hey slut. Take the rest of the night off and lock the door on your way out. I don’t want to be disturbed.”

“Yes Sir.”

“And get your arse up to the bar an hour early to help set up.”

Kyle just heard her shout an excited “Yes Sir, thank you Sir” as the inner door slammed shut and Mister Harrison locked it before pocketing the key.

This was worse than ever. Not only was he sexily and scantily dressed before the man who constantly tormented and controlled him, not only was he leashed by a collar which read “Property of Mister Harrison” but now the door was locked shut. He was a total prisoner. Completely at the mercy of this confident alpha male.

The burly man led him to his desk, cleared a mess of papers and sat on it, tugging Kyle closer.

“So. You’re officially a Maid in Training?”

For a long time Kyle felt as if he couldn’t speak. Words choked in his throat. Eventually he managed “Yes Sir, yes.”

“Clever girl. Good girl.”

“Th-th-thank you Sir.”

His eyes drilled into those of Kyle’s. “So how do you feel now?”

“Erm …” what should he say that would please Mister Harrison? Was the answer ‘yes’? Or should he be more modest? He didn’t want to appear too conceited. He felt his bottom lip tremble.

Mister Harrison laughed. “You are delighted to please me aren’t you?”

“Oh yes Sir.” Kyle felt relief at being told the correct response.

“Then say it stupid.”

Kyle jerked on the end of the leash. “I am delighted to please you Sir.”

“Good girl, clever girl.”

At least he was a ‘good girl’, Kyle ached to hear those words, even from the fearsome Mister Harrison.

“You look hot in your little outfit.” 

Kyle knew he was hot in this getup but it was wonderful to hear someone say it.

“Thank you Sir.”

“I should just chuck you upstairs in to the bar with your hands cuffed. Maybe make you wear a blindfold. Just leave you to the horny guys up there.”

Kyle felt sick, his eyes widening in terror.

The alpha male bellowed a deep throated laugh. “Or those naughty dominatrices. They’d love to spend some time on you looking like that.”

Kyle swallowed, avoiding this terrible bully’s eyes. If he said nothing perhaps his ordeal would soon be over.

“So remind me. How does it feel to qualify as a trainee maid?”

Kyle’s brain froze. Nothing in his pathetic mind was working. Then he remembered. He knew the answer because Mister Harrison had just told him. “Oh yes, I am delighted to please you Sir.”

“Good girl.”

There were those words again. ‘Good girl.’ He felt his dick pump into the condom over the little metal container around his prick. What he would give to be released, even for a few seconds. That would be all it would take to relieve the pressure in his groin.

“And how do you look in your outfit?”

“Oh, I, I, nice Sir.”

“You look hot in your little outfit! Do you want a slap?”

“No, no Sir.”

“Then pay attention! How do you look in your little outfit?”

“Hot Sir. I look hot.”

Mister Harrison cursed with impatience at Kyle’s stupidity.

“Say it as a sentence bitch!”

“I look hot in my outfit.”

The slap across his cheeks came from nowhere. One moment he was trembling as he looked up at Mister Harrison’s impatient features, the next thing he knew the world flashed white, his cheek stung, and Mister Harrison had taken hold of his collar to give him a shake.

Kyle knew it was a comparatively gentle slap. Had Mister Harrison chosen to give him a full force wallop then Kyle would have been knocked senseless across the room. As it was his cheek burned bright and he felt humiliated. He understood Mister Harrison had treated him as a girl not as a man. It was an act designed to demean him, belittle him and worst of all it did exactly that.

“I said ‘little outfit’! You look hot in your little outfit!” He emphasised the word ‘little,’ the word poor Kyle had omitted in his recitation.

“Yes Sir. I look hot in my little outfit.” Sense had been knocked out of him but Kyle instinctively obeyed the man.

“Say it again stupid.”

“I look hot in my little outfit.”

“And how does it feel to have qualified as a Maid in Training?”

“Oh, oh, oh … I am delighted to please you Sir.”

Mister Harrison ruffled Kyle’s blonde curls so that they fell around his face tickling his cheeks. With his hands manacled behind his back he couldn’t do anything to push the irritating strands of hair away. He decided not to dare blow the hairs from his face.

“And to whom do you owe your success?”

“Oh, well, I, erm, my teachers Sir!”

Another slap. A white flash and his other cheek sang with pain.

“Stupid bitch. Who collared you, created your course and put you in front of the teachers?”

“Oh, you did Sir! You did!”

“Good girl.”

Those words again. ‘Good girl.’ As terrified as he was, as humbled as he was and as much as his cheek burnt, those words seemed to be a balm for all his ills. ‘Good Girl,’ he adored every utterance of those two simple words of praise.

“So, to whom do you owe your success?”

“To you Sir!”

In an instant Kyle realised he had not answered Mister Harrison in an appropriate manner. The man was so strong that he bent the fragile maid flat down over the desk with a single movement. Using his free hand to brush away booklets and papers to clear space. Gripping Kyle’s secured wrists Mister Harrison set about a hard, bare-handed spanking on the sexily attired backside. 

Kyle yelped and pleaded as his bottom grew more and more sore. “Please. No more. Sorry! Sir! Please.”

Just as he couldn’t take any more so he was dragged back to his heels, tears filling his eyes.

“Answer in sentences stupid! How many times must you be told girl?”

“Sorry Sir.” Kyle sniffed up the tears.

“To whom do you owe your success girl?”

“I owe my success to you Sir.”

“Good girl. You may thank me.”

“Thank you for my success Sir.”

Mister Harrison laughed, his laughter rich and deep bellowing from his chest. “Clever girl. I am a good teacher too aren’t I?”

“Yes Sir you are a good teacher.”

“I am the best teacher don’t you think girl?”

“Yes Sir you are the best teacher.”

“Good girl. That’s better. See how quickly I teach you simple lessons?”

“Yes Sir. I see how quickly you teach me simple lessons. Thank you Sir.”

Mister Harrison’s shoulders relaxed. He leaned back against the desk at ease with the world. “Now I have a surprise for you. But you must be good. Will you be a good girl for your owner?”

“Yes Sir I will be a good girl for my owner.”

He patted Kyle’s tender bottom firmly. “Good girl. Now come with me. I want you to meet someone you have never met before.”

Mister Harrison led Kyle on his lead to a set of double doors.

He paused, clutching Kyle’s collar, jerking the maid onto his toes. “Now if you are less than a very good, obedient girl I will whip your arse so hard it will be next Christmas before you can even think about sitting down!”

There was something in the wild threat that seemed true. In that single moment Kyle felt this man could whip his bottom so thoroughly he might not sit down for many months to come.

“Yes Sir. I will be a very good and obedient.”

The grip slackened as Mr. Harrison's eyes sparkled. “I think you will be.”

He pushed the door open revealing a large neat bedroom centred on a King-sized bed covered in burgundy silk sheets. It could have been the bedroom of some Arabian prince.

He was standing on thick carpet that caught at his stiletto heels. Mister Harrison had a bedroom apartment attached to his office? What a way to live Kyle thought, impressed by his owner’s style.

A further door in the opposite wall was left open revealing a sumptuous modern bathroom. Just in front of the open door stood a figure as shocked as Kyle. 

She was also blonde, though her hair was more elegantly curled than Kyle’s. She was very attractive and almost a mirror image of Kyle in that she wore the same rose coloured tiny shorts and delicate strappy top over her curves. She sported the same coloured tan tights and the same black heels. Not only was the makeup similar, with the darkened eyes and the glossy pink lips but she wore a collar which bore the legend: ‘Property of Mister Harrison.” 

Kyle’s mouth fell open. He knew he was not permitted to address his wife by her Christian name, Madison, so he said in mind numbing shock, “Miss Richards?”

He could see that she had formed the name ‘Kyle’ on her lips before changing it as she spoke, “Abbie?”

Mister Harrison laughed at their shared astonishment. “Now aren’t you two a picture.”

“Sir,” Madison was clearly incensed. “Why did you have Abbie dressed in the same clothes as me?” 

She referred to Mister Harrison as ‘Sir’. Kyle shook his head but Mister Harrison smartly tugged his leash and he found himself being led over to his wife with his hands still manacled securely behind his back.

“I thought the two of you should have something in common for your first meeting. Anyway let’s see what Abbie thinks of it all.” He poked a finger beneath the front of Kyle’s collar before hauling him onto his toes. “How do you look girl?”

Why did Kyle’s mind grow so blank whenever Mister Harrison asked him a question?

Just as he saw his tormentor’s lips grow thin he remembered and spluttered, “I look hot in my little outfit Sir.”

“Good girl, clever girl.”

He then poked a finger under Madison’s collar and drew her so close that Kyle could smell her fragrant perfume. “And girl how do you look?”

Kyle could see his wife’s eyes flickering with rage but she complied, “I look hot in my little outfit Sir.”

“Good,” grinned the alpha male. “I am glad that is settled. You know little Abbie here has been working hard in school. She has just qualified as a Maid in Training.”

Madison eyes flashed. “I know Sir.”

“Indeed you do girl, but Abbie, tell Miss Richards how you feel about your success.”

Kyle closed his eyes feeling the room sway about him. He tried to swallow but Mister Harrison’s finger was in the way of his Adam’s apple in his throat. “I, I am delighted to have pleased you Sir.”

“Aw, isn’t that cute. And Miss Richards here has something to celebrate don’t you girl?”

“Yes Sir,” she tried to affect a bored response but Kyle could tell she was as desperate as he to please this bully and avoid the consequences of his ire.

“Miss Richards has become a Mistress Level One, haven’t you girl?”

“Yes Sir and I am delighted to have pleased you.”

Kyle shivered. They had both been taught to say the same demeaning mantras.

Turning his attention back to the shivering, scantily clad Kyle, he said with laughing eyes, “So young lady, you had best refer to her as Mistress from now on.”

Oh, this was awful. How many times during their marriage had he begged for Madison to assume the dominant role, yet now it felt degrading to call his wife Mistress. Especially when she wore a collar denoting she was the property of this brutal bully.

“So Abbie to whom do you owe your success girl?”

“I owe my success to you, thank you Sir.”

“Good girl. And Madison? To whom do you owe your success?”

Rolling her eyes in a way Kyle dare not, she briskly recited: “I owe my success to you Sir. Thank you Sir.”

“Good girl, well maybe I should say good Mistress.” Pulling them both higher up onto their toes by using his finger beneath their collars, he brought them tightly together so that Kyle could feel the heat from Madison’s arm. “Now girls I am sure you have a great deal to catch up on. I know how you girls like to gossip.”

Kyle felt his tummy twist in mortification.

“So I am leaving you for as long as Miss Richards wants. You can send Abbie to bed whenever you please, though no later than eleven, she has a big day tomorrow.”

“Yes Sir,” Madison said, her face reddening.

“In fact why don’t you two girls climb under the sheets, I will dim the lights and you can have a good natter. But Abbie, just to warn you. Madison here came top of the module on using a cane and controlling an errant maid.”

“Yes Sir. Thank you for the warning Sir.”

“Think nothing of it girls. Just let me know when you want to send Abbie to bed girl.”

With that he released them, sauntered to a computer terminal, and tapped out a few controls. The lights dimmed and soft pop music played.

Was it really up to Madison when he would go to bed tonight? Would she let him stay up late? Kyle could see Mister Harrison’s plan backfiring here with Madison taking control of him. They could end up chatting together for hours, well at least until eleven, his new bedtime.

Returning from the PC Mr Harrison fixed his eyes hard on Madison. “Abbie calls you Miss or Mistress at all times got it?”

“Yes Sir,” flushed Madison.

“And you call her Abbie. When you call me back I will ask both of you if you referred to each other appropriately by the correct names. And don’t forget,” he eyed both of them, “I will know if you try to deceive your owner. And you should both understand that I am a dab hand with the cane too.”

Kyle heard Madison mumble ‘yes sir,’ so quickly replied “yes Sir.”

“So why don’t you both get into bed and have a nice close chat? I am sure you two successful girls have plenty to catch up on.”

Madison smiled and lowered her head so she could look up at him in the way Kyle had been taught when making a request of a dominant. “And Sir? What about our heels? Shouldn’t we take them off?”

The alpha male laughed. “Na. You both look too hot. Keep them on. If you tear the sheets I’ll get new ones.”

As naturally as you like he then placed his hand on Madison’s hip. Kyle noticed his wife catch her breath and look up at the brute through half closed eyes. Her cheeks flushed. 

There was a moment while the world stood still. Silence, no breathing no moving. Then Mister Harrison grunted and said:

“Ok I have papers to go through in my office. If you need me just give me a shout.” He lowered his voice. “And if you feel a need to release Abbie’s cuffs, say if she has been a particularly good girl, then you’ll find the key in the bedside top drawer. I expect to see it back there when you have finished and locked Abbie’s hands back up. I’ll see you later.”

Kyle noticed Madison colour up and smile shyly. With that he was gone.

Never having seen another man touch his wife in such an intimate manner before, Kyle was surprised at the submissive manner in which Madison responded. As if she were surrendering herself to Mister Harrison.

Kyle stared open eyed at his wife wondering if he would be allowed to speak. He was so aroused he could grab her right now and make love to her …only of course he couldn’t! His hands were cuffed and she was in charge of the situation. He didn’t dare so much as speak, in fact he bit his lip wondering whether he would be even allowed to initiate a conversation.

“Right, you heard him,” she said in a mock stern voice that made them both giggle, “into bed! And I mean right now.”

Kyle huffed theatrically to show how he was incapable of raising the sheets with his hands fixed behind his back in the handcuffs.

That induced further giggling as Kyle waited for his wife to raise the quilt before they could both clamber into the bed and nestle beneath the comforting protective sheets. 

For the first time since that ominous day in Miss Hall’s office Kyle felt he was in a good, safe place. 


Chapter 3 In Mister Harrison’s Bed 

They lay on their sides under the comforting warmth of the sheets staring at each other. Madison smiled and ran her hand down his cheek, as if stroking a precious, fragile vase.

“Having fun Abbie?”

“Yes,” Kyle hesitated. It felt absurd to call his wife Mistress but Mister Harrison had made that demand of him before leaving. He paused and then giggled a “Mistress.”

He checked her expression, would the giggle make her cross? Mister Harrison had been very particular about the names they should use in referring to each other. He had to call Madison ‘Mistress’ and she should refer to him always as Abbie.

She seemed to think about what he had said.

“Of course I would be a lot better with the handcuffs off Mistress.”

She smiled. “Aw babe.”

Babe! He was shaken by the term ‘babe.’ He had heard his wife use it about a young niece, but to use it for him?

“Sit up Abbie.”

He did so feeling the silk burgundy sheet slide from him and expose him to the slightly cooler air of Mister Harrison’s office bedroom. Madison pulled open the drawer and plucked out the key which she flashed to Kyle with an ‘isn’t this fun’ grin.

Twisting around on the bed he slid on the smooth sheets towards her. 

He felt her grip the handcuffs so raised his arms towards her as an aid.

Madison pulled his shoulder back so that he looked around at her. She wore a mock serious look and said. “Keep still slut,” before bursting into giggles.

Kyle relaxed. This really would be amusing, just what he had always fantasised about: Madison being his dominant in bed.

A moment later the cuffs were unlocked and he gratefully pulled his hands to the front to rub his tender wrists. 

She dropped the key back into the top drawer and slid it shut.

They glided back together, just touching. Madison’s sweet little boobs rubbing against his chest through their identical pink tops.

After a moment of staring they both burst into giggles. They looked at each other like young lovers, smiling for a long time in contented silence. No words were exchanged, as if they understood each other. Kyle had never felt so close to his wife. Having spent a life time of controlling what he truly felt he could no longer hide what he was. It was obvious to all.

No words were necessary as they shared the moment together.

“So, girl,” Madison whispered at last, “You are finally a Maid in Training. What you always wanted.”

“And you are a Mistress?”

“Oh, only level one, but our owner seems pleased enough. Some women take weeks to get to level one apparently.”

“You are going to be a Mistress?”

Propping herself up on one arm she brushed Kyle's curls back from his face as he lay on his back staring up at her with the cutest of expressions she had ever seen, even for a submissive real girl. “Don’t get excited. I don’t know. It is more entertaining than I thought though. The lessons are always a laugh.”

Thinking through all the games they would be playing at home he smiled. “So what have you been taught?”

Chuckling, Madison snuggled up his hot body, rubbing their matching silky garments together. “That, young lady, is something you are not allowed to know. Not ever. Wow, they are really tough on that line. We have to undertake a major vow on what we are allowed to tell maids, and what must be kept from them. It is so strict. Like being part of the Mafia or some secret cabal.”

“Oh don’t be silly, it is only me.”

He saw his wife’s eyes twitch, her features grew serious, hard somehow. He had never before seen this look, as if she were forcing herself to control her anger. Suddenly he felt uncomfortable and caught his breath. Should he apologise? Or just say he was joking? Perhaps it was wiser to wait for her to speak, after all he didn’t want to get into any more trouble. 

“Listen little madam. You wanted this. Not me. You were told that you aren’t allowed to know. What part of that do you not understand?”

Was she joking? Her tone was low, even and precise. Each word nailing him down. 

She was emphatic without shouting or raising her voice, as if making an obvious statement to someone who was a bit dense.

“Sorry I thought …”

“Thought? You were thinking for yourself? Haven’t you been instructed by your teachers about that?”

“Yes, yes … thinking for myself gets me into trouble,” he smartly recited hoping to please her.

“Hmmm,” she said at last, clearly still displeased. “And how should you refer to me? Wow girl, Mister Harrison only gave you that instruction a few minutes ago. Think little girl. Think!”

Kyle analysed her features with astonishment. Normally she avoided any confrontation and would acquiesce immediately to whatever he wanted. He found this new Madison somewhat alarming. She had developed an intimidating aura that made her seem like a different woman.

He swallowed not knowing how to reply. Was she serious?

“Aren’t I a level one Mistress? Does that count for nothing in your cotton candy mind?”

He swallowed. “Erm, Miss? Shall I call you Miss then?”

“I tell you what. How about you call me Miss every time you speak, and if you fail to do so I’ll show you why I came top of the class with a cane!” 

He gasped, staring up at a woman he no longer recognised. He desperately wanted to say something to please her, to revert her to the cute, giggling girl with whom he had just leapt into bed.

“Well girl? Did your cotton candy mind understand that?”

“Yes Miss, of course Miss.”

Cotton candy mind! That was the second time she had used that expression. Obviously such name-calling could be hot but right now Kyle could tell she meant it. It was an insult that irritated him. Clearly it was wise not to debate it with her right now, but once they left the Club he would confide with her how hurtful she had been. There was a difference between wounding remarks and a bit of fun.

“I didn’t hear you girl.”

He cleared his throat and repeated “Yes Miss. Of course Miss.”

Gazing up Kyle studied her, waiting for her to laugh out loud but she didn’t. Her nyloned leg passed over his, rubbing around his thigh area. “Good girl. Clever girl”

Ahh, those intoxicating words. ‘Good girl.’ He closed his eyes. It was unbearably erotic to hear those words whilst she was rubbing his legs when they both were wearing tights. “Thank you Miss.”

“And as a special treat to a silly, air head maid I will keep a firm eye on you. So watch out!”

With that her thigh buffed against his groin as he moaned with heat.

“Yes Miss,” he said hoarsely.

He felt a gentle kiss on his forehead. “And don’t mess up in front of our owner young lady, else I will really have to deal with you.”

Kyle’s fingers hesitatingly rose to delicately touch his wife’s bare shoulders, when he saw her smile he knew she was giving him permission to put his hands around her neck. He rolled his head back ready to be kissed. “Yes Miss, thank you Miss.”

Her cheek rubbed against his as she whispered, “And you love your Mistress don’t you?”

Her weight settled on him as she lay on him, pinning him into position and then driving his stocking legs apart with her knee. 

“Oh yes Mistress I love you.”

“You adore your Mistress don’t you?”

“I love you and adore you Mistress. Yes,” he panted.

He was dreamy now, his arousal permeating every cell of his being, drowning his mind and thoughts.

Fingers felt for his nipple, gripped it and twisted hard. He yowled with the pain, indignation and the shock.

“Say it like you mean it tramp!”

“Yes Mistress. I love you Mistress and I adore you Mistress, really. Honest. I do my love, erm, my Mistress.”

He heard her giggle and relax. 

“There’s a good girl.” Madison eyed the man she had thought of as her husband as he lay beneath her in his sexy little pink outfit. He looked so helpless, so lost, so desperate to please. Yet oddly, just as she had been told in the classes, he didn’t appear to know how to please her. He was hesitant as what to say and do unless commanded. 

Miss Hall had said she would soon feel powerful yet at ease when handling maids. The Club would give the wives the tools and education to dominate their husbands. ‘Give them what they asked for,’ Miss Hall would often recite with a malicious grin on her face. A grin that encouraged the women to laugh out loud at the plight of their husbands, now nothing more than maids ‘Moreover,’ Miss Hall would say, ‘they will not know what hit them.’

How often is a woman fully in charge in life? How often does she know she will get her way? Miss Hall had informed the entire class: ‘Once you have taken full charge over a sub, you will reach a state of heightened calm.’

During the exercise with the maids she had come close to that feeling but here and now she suddenly understood exactly what Miss Hall meant. Yes she was composed, at ease with her new position and yes she did feel aroused by it.

“And do you love me Mistress?”

She propped herself up onto her elbow, pushing her hair from her face and frowned. He would have to learn when and where to speak! “What?”

Immediately he knew he had said something wrong. How he wished he hadn’t asked her anything. If only life came with a rewind button. Especially for foolish maids. “Sorry, it is just that I love you and I wondered if …”

The slap across his cheek was not as hard as Mister Harrison’s, but it still stung. Worse, it made him feel piqued. A slap is such an insult and here he was on the receiving end of a real stinger from the woman who was his wife and he didn’t dare to verbally protest let alone physically react. 

“Stupid girl. If Mistresses loved their maids then they couldn’t dispose of them when they were incompetent or lazy. Could they?”

“Yes, yes I see that Miss.”

“Maids should love and adore their Mistresses. Always. For Mistresses it is sufficient to be strict enough for even the stupidest of maids to carry out her  duties.”

“Ah yes, yes.” Madison spoke the words with such authority that Kyle felt certain she must be right and he wrong. 

“We must take full responsibility for your every action.”

“Yes Miss.”

“That is the way of the world you find yourself in. Remember it girl!”

He had never heard her speak like this. She was so confident, addressing him with such authority he felt he was back in class with a Mistress teacher. When they returned home on the forthcoming Sunday night he would have to explain that their playtime sessions must have rules to which they both agreed. Right now it seemed wise not to argue or challenge her. 

“Spread your legs like the slut you really are.”

“Yes Mistress.” He did so studying her reaction to check he had been satisfactorily obedient in her eyes. From that point of view it was easy as obeying Miss Martinique or Miss Hall.

“Wider!”

He complied as she slipped down between his legs until her hips rested heavily on his groin, pressing hard on to his chastity cage. 

She giggled. “What is that?” She wriggled around before reaching down and pushing her hand down inside his tight, little shorts and tights to find his humiliating confinement.

He wanted to shout out no, but of course he dared not. He held his breath dreading what would happen when she caught hold of his tiny cage.

She inhaled loudly. “What on earth is that?”

He groaned. “My chastity cage Miss. You know that.” He closed his eyes feeling humiliated and defensive.

“But it is so tiny! Oh my God, how on earth did you get your little sissy clitty tucked up in there?”

Closing his eyes even tighter Kyle felt the world collapse on top of him. He mustn’t cry. He mustn’t cry. “Mister Harrison had it put on me Miss.” He felt himself choke.

“Let me see.”

“No! Please.” In his flustered state he almost forgot so quickly added, “Miss.”

He had shouted the word ‘no’ far louder than a maid dare to a Mistress. What was the worst terror? Being punished for shouting or his wife seeing that infernal, evil contraption of Mister Harrison’s locked around his genitals? Humiliation was swallowing him up whole and there was nothing he could do about it except beg her not to expose his chastity confinement. What on earth would she think if she saw it?

Madison laughed. “Oh Abbie. You are so cute.”

She pulled back the sheet revealing their matching rose outfits. He gulped, realising there was nothing he could do to stop her. Nothing. He might as well be a child’s doll to be dressed or stripped as anyone deemed fit. His hands slid up to his shorts as she gently tugged them down but he couldn’t summon the courage to offer any real resistance.

She eased his pants down his smooth tights and then gripped the panty waist of the tights to squeeze them over his hips until he was completely exposed. His eyes remained shut. He couldn’t bring himself to look down at his locked-up penis nor up at her reaction. He felt her fingers tenderly lift the device. 

“Oh Abbie this is unbelievable! I mean you were never exactly big but …”

She was making it worse! He must not cry. He must not cry. He knew how he looked down there. His entire manhood shrunk to an insignificant lump between his legs.

“Oh he is so cruel.” 

She spoke the words with a mixture of amusement and awe. It was as if she venerated his cruelty, admired it, was even, perhaps, amused by it. The words ‘oh, he is so cruel,’ were driven into his mind. He knew he would never forget them. Not so much for their sense as the way in which they were expressed. His wife appeared to be impressed by Mister Harrison’s cruelty. Perhaps she even respected him for it. Jealousy shook Kyle. Jealousy and powerlessness. 

She giggled fingering the cage. “A petite, little pink lock. Aw poor Abbie.”

“Can you put it away now please Mistress?”

She scrutinised him lying before her, eyes closed, pink mouth pursed. He was in hell. She felt compassion for him but knew that she must neither express any degree of empathy nor lessen the suffering. He wanted to be a maid, and apparently maids got a kick out of realising they were not in a control of a situation, no matter how terrible. As Miss Hall had said, ‘they created the situation and they must accept it. Once they have accepted it they will know true joy and peace.’

“No girl. It stays exposed until I decide otherwise.” She had said the words not so much to exert authority, she felt she had that in abundance already, but more to see what her husband’s reaction would be. 

Kyle was never an aggressive husband. If he were cross with her then he would be more likely to pout or sulk than shout at her. 

She heard him whisper, “Yes Miss,” before sniffing as if he were about to cry.

Wow, what power! She felt chilled, wholly relaxed. Having always feared making decisions, she had now been trained to handle maids with a degree of composure that astounded her. In fact, before she came to the Club she hated making decisions, yet right now poor Kyle, her husband, was little more than a toy. She knew it was what he wanted, the teachers went to great length to explain the mind of a maid. A clever woman called Miss Richter took them through the way a sub's arousal becomes all they need and all they seek. 

She understood it so well because it was a quality with which she readily identified. Powerful males like Mister Harrison made it a pleasure to be owned. She was proud to wear his collar and amused to see the same collar around Kyle’s neck. They were both his property until Sunday night. What woman wouldn’t want other women to know she were the property of such an Alpha Male?

At long last Kyle felt his pantyhose being eased back over his hips followed by the tight shorts. He looked up at his wife wondering what she would make of the sight. More importantly and of greater concern, what she would make of him? Madison looked thoughtful. 

Pulling the sheet over them she settled on her elbow looking down at her maid, sweeping his blonde curls from his forehead. She pressed her knee into his groin studying his reaction.

At first he appeared frightened like a little puppy, but he quickly closed his eyes and rubbed himself against her knee, disappearing into what she now knew was called ‘sub space.’ 

“Who do you love Abbie?”

“You Mistress,” he croaked. Then he recalled Mister Harrison’s lesson about always answering in sentences. “I love you Mistress.”

“Who do you adore Abbie?”

“I adore you Mistress.”

“That’s a good girl …” was all she could get out. How delightful to hear someone utter those words with such conviction. It made her heart sing to know a person valued her so highly.

Suddenly the maid flung his arms about her neck, hauling her face down to press his lips against her soft mouth.

She quickly ran both her hands beneath his close fitting top and found her targets. She twisted his nipples until he squealed and released her. 

“Put both your hands under the pillow like a good girl!”

He complied immediately, his expression that of terror. Had he ruined everything with that single act of passion? He couldn’t help himself. Didn’t she understand how aroused and in need he was?

She felt her entire being glow. What power. He was scared she would punish him. From her lessons she knew now would be the time to crush him further. After all it was what he had always wanted.

“Silly girls do not ever, not ever, kiss a Mistress! They wait until a Mistress kisses them!”

“Yes Miss. Sorry Miss. Really, I am so sorry!”

Had he ever felt so alarmed? 

Madison swallowed her instinct to be protective and ease his discomfort. Miss Richter explained that subbies descend to the level of helpless children and must be treated as such. The dominant must always act in the interests of the subs. Just as Mister Harrison always cared for her and ensured she spoke appropriately, she must offer the same resolute support to her maid.

“Do you want me to tell your owner you were a naughty girl?”

“No! Oh my God you don’t know what he is like Miss!” 

She had to look away to hide her smile from him. As if she didn’t know what Mister Harrison was like! She knew him better than Kyle.

Her training kicked in and she made her face slide into serious school teacher mode hiding her amusement.

“So, girl, you were deliberately naughty?”

“No Miss, really. No. I don’t know …”

“So you think you can kiss a Mistress whenever you wish?”

“No, Miss, No. really.”

“So you were stupid?”

He stared up at her. She knew he wasn’t stupid. “No Miss, it is just that …”

“So you know you are not permitted to kiss a Mistress yet you did so. You were disobedient. Naughty.”

“I…no, I …” Why could he no longer make sense to anyone? 

“Then you were stupid. Which is it, naughty or stupid?”

He groaned. This was dreadful. Would she really force him to admit it, just as that horrible Mister Harrison had?

“Well?”

“I am stupid Miss.”

She smiled softly, as if surprised he had complied so easily. “Then, ought a silly girl to apologise for being stupid?”

“Yes Miss. I am sorry I am stupid.”

Kyle pulled his fingers into tight painful fists. He must not cry, he must not cry.

She wrapped her arms around him, hugging him like a favourite, beloved teddy bear. “Oh Abbie, you are adorable.”

Determinedly he kept his hands beneath the pillow, though he was desperate to put his arms about her. Especially as she was so sexily attired.

He heard her voice, breathless in his ear. “Rub yourself little girl. Hard up against me. Buck against me like you are my little pony.”

He complied, bouncing against her pussy. She grew softer. In no time her body became a roaring oven of heat.

“Faster bitch, faster.”

He did so, hearing her moan from somewhere deep in her throat. A low animalistic growling sound. Instinctively he needed to pull his legs together as men do when they are about to cum yet both her legs ensured his were kept apart as she started to ride him. Now he was groaning in need too

“Oh Mistress.”

“Oh Abbie.”

“I love you my Mistress.”

“My Abbie. My Abbie.”

Suddenly she stopped. She rose up, her face shining with sweat, as if exhausted after a long jog. Kneeling with eyes closed, she dropped her hand between her legs and rubbed. Her head lolled back and forth on her shoulders.

Kyle was desperate for her to allow him to carry on humping her but knew he dared not ask. So he lay, hands beneath the pillow, legs akimbo, hoping she would see his need to please her. Should he ask permission to explain how maids are schooled in ways to satisfy a woman with their tongue?

She emitted a long lament, mumbling, “I need him, I need him.”

She slipped off the edge of the bed, standing on shaky legs. Madison looked as if she had been fucking all night. Her rose pink top had slid up over her tummy and the little shorts were scrunched around her hips. She was breathing hard, like someone recovering from near drowning.

“Quick girl,” she croaked, “out of bed. Pass me your cuffs from the top of the bed side cabinet.” 

He wanted to protest. This wasn’t fair. He was in need. Had she carried on then somehow, despite the cock cage, he felt sure he would have cum.

Immediately when presented with the cuffs Madison snatched them from the stunned looking maid as she commanded him to turn around like a ‘good little girl.’

He did so automatically, running his hands behind his back. He heard the cuffs ratchet home and he was once again secured.

“Are you all right Miss?”

She smiled, kissing his nose. “I will be. Oh he is soooo cruel!”

That word ‘cruel’. He wanted to ask her in what way he was cruel. Was he as cruel to her as he was to him? She must hate him too, a thought that reassured him. He was close to Madison in ways he had never before been, they shared a relationship with Mister Harrison. Here they stood in the same erotic garb wearing the same collar. He and she were one and the same. He wondered if she realised how close they were, simply because of their mutual situation.

She opened the door. “Sir, I am ready to send Abbie to bed now.” 

He entered, holding a large crystal glass half full of scotch and water. “That was quick girl.”

She stood sleepily before him, one knee falling before the other in a classic Position One pose, though her hands were raised, palms towards him, a position never listed by the Mistresses in his classes. Her stance looked both defensive, with hands ready to propel him away and yet could be seen as welcoming to him, with her palms ready to be laid on his bulging chest. Her pink lipsticked lips parted, and her eyes looked up to him the way the maids had been shown if they sought something from their dominant and felt they wouldn’t be allowed to ask. 

He turned his attention to Kyle. “Bad luck girl,” he laughed, “another early night.”

Kyle heard his wife giggle, “You are so cruel Sir.”

His huge hand went up and nestled about Madison’s cheek, and she cocked her head so that her face rubbed against it like that of a puppy with its owner. During this intimate action Mister Harrison grinned at Kyle, a grin full of sneering amusement. As if saying: what are you going to do about this?

Swallowing hard Kyle tugged on his handcuffs. This was infuriating. How was he meant to stand up to this bully when attired in this manner and with his hands fixed behind his back by these unyielding handcuffs? So, fuming, he said nothing and merely felt his cheeks blush fire engine red.

Mister Harrison turned his attention back to Kyle’s wife. He tilted his head back, his grin now gone. He was serious as he contemplated her. “Madison, you only got a B plus in gag etiquette.”

“Yes Sir. Sorry Sir. I will try harder next time for you Sir.”

“Uh-uh.” He inhaled deeply in thought. “You remember the gags you were taught? Their names? Their uses?”

“Erm, yes, I don’t know, I think so.” She was flummoxed, so aroused she could barely speak. “There are so many.”

“The two-panty gag? You remember that one?”

“Oh God yes. I didn’t do well on that.”

“I know girl. I know everything.”

Madison smiled shyly and reddened. “Yes Sir, you do.”

“You got it wrong and were awarded only a B plus for the gagging maids tutorial. One of your lowest assessments.”

Kyle tugged on his cuffs. He wanted Mister Harrison to leave the room so he could spend more intimate time with his wife. It wasn’t fair. Didn’t he see how aroused she is? Why didn’t he just leave them alone?

It had been heaven being permitted to lie in bed with her. Such intimacy.

“Let’s see you try it now.” Keeping his eyes fixed on Madison he nodded towards Kyle. “On Abbie here.”

Madison appeared shocked. “I am really not sure about that one. Gosh the two panty gag. It worries me when I …”

“Be a good girl.”

She smiled, “Yes Sir,” before wiggling over to a chest of drawers. 

Her curvy bum looked stunning bulging out of the tight little shorts and Kyle’s eyes were riveted to the sensuous movement beneath the silk. Madison opened a long drawer and plucked out a number of neatly folded panties of varying bright colours.

“No girl.”

The collared wife turned in surprise to stare at Mister Harrison. “Sir? You said the two panty gag.”

“Not clean ones girl.”

She gasped theatrically, bowing her head. “Sir! You can’t. That’s not fair.”

Kyle could detect his wife was trying to suppress a laugh. Her mouth hung open for a moment and then she pushed it shut avoiding her husband’s eyes.

“Girl!” he commanded.

Madison shook her head at Kyle as if saying sorry, but it is funny isn’t it.

For his part Kyle’s tummy tremors threatened to overwhelm him. He had no idea what the two panty gag was but could hazard a guess that her dirty underwear would soon be in his mouth. He wondered if he should just run for the door. Yet he knew that even if he managed in his high heels to get past the huge athletic looking Mister Harrison, and then managed to open the bedroom door with his cuffed hands behind his back, he would never be able to open the locked door of Mister Harrison’s office. 

The fear of what was to happen along with the nerve jangling realisation of his helpless predicament made his mouth run dry.

Madison disappeared inside the modern brightly lit bathroom where Kyle could see a tall straw dirty-linen basket. She rummaged around until she pulled out two pairs of panties, one black and lacy, the other pink with red lacing.

“Hurry up girl.”

“Yes Sir.” She carried the panties back into the room and stood before Kyle. She shrugged an apology before ordering, “Sit on the bed like a good girl.”

Kyle did so, dread welling up in his tummy. A two-panty gag? What was that? He didn’t yet know what Zoe’s spider gag was. How could there be so many different types of gag? And why did this have to happen with Mister Harrison in the room overseeing events. This could be fun if he and his wife were home, alone in their bedroom.

As soon as he was sat down his wife ordered him to, “open your sexy mouth little girl.”

He did so.

“Wider. No, really wide like a good girl.”

He did so until his mouth was straining.

Mister Harrison settled on the bed next to him, making Kyle feel small and delicate close to his powerful manly presence. 

“I don’t like doing this Sir. I always think they will choke.”

“Do it like you have been shown. The Club has tested all these gags. She will be fine.”

He spoke quietly, confidently.

For a long moment Madison held the black panty before Kyle’s face as if thinking through an alternative, then she exhaled and said, “Keep still for me girl.”

Leaning towards him she fed the underwear between his teeth and gum on the one side of his face, using her fingers to prod home the material until it was firmly lodged, with about half the knickers dangling from his lips. At first he was deeply aware of the sweet musky odour. It was a scent he readily recognised from his scouting trips to their washing basket at home. Madison’s underwear had a deep, flowery aroma. Intoxicating when she was aroused.

Crouching down to get a better view, his wife did the same on the opposite side of his mouth, stuffing in the pink panty until it swelled out his opposite cheek. Pressing her fingers in, she squeezed as much of the silk as she could between the gum and teeth once again leaving half of it outside his mouth.

“Very good,” Mister Harrison said. “You are such a good girl.”

Kyle was about to nod his appreciation of Mister Harrison’s compliment when Madison giggled. 

“Thank you Sir. But this is the bit that worries me.”

“You will be fine. Just do as instructed like a good girl. You’ll see.”

“Yes Sir.” 

She balled up the remaining material that hung over Kyle’s chin and rammed it into his mouth flattening his tongue. Kyle thought his head would explode. He had gagged himself in the past but just with a single pair of panties. He had never squeezed any material between the teeth and gum. Now his mouth was chockfull of silky material that dried up the moisture around his tongue. Indeed his tongue was so completely compressed he couldn’t move it. 

Madison finally used her index finger to poke in the remaining fabric and Kyle was totally stuffed.

His wife stood and smiled. “I always fear they will choke.”

“Not if you do it properly like that. I think there will be full marks for one young lady when she re-sits the exam.”

“Thank you Sir,” she laughed. “I owe my success to you. Thank you Sir.”

“Good girl. Now then girl, think carefully, how would you secure the two panty gag?”

“Well Sir, the two panty gag clogs up the mouth so much it is very difficult for a maid to propel it out. The tongue cannot get any leverage. So with the maid’s hands cuffed behind her back you can be 90 percent certain the gag will remain in place until removed.”

She beamed at her owner as if waiting for a pat on the head for being able to recite the answer.

“Very good girl. Indeed that is so. But just to be sure. Just to make a point to the naughty little minx sitting next to me like a frightened rabbit,” he paused for Madison to laugh.

Her cheeks coloured as she avoided Kyle’s eyes. “Oh Sir. You are just so cruel.”

“So then girl, how will you ensure the gag remains in place for sure?”

“Not tape Sir.”

“Good girl and why not tape?”

“Well even gaffer tape, which has a strong adhesive quality, can be pulled off if the maid rubs her face on something for long enough. Gaffer tape looks good and is ideal for presenting a maid but is not one hundred percent at effectively gagging a maid.”

“Clever girl. Again ten out of ten. So what would you propose as a solution in this instance?”

“A scarf Sir.”

“Show me.”

Kyle watched as Madison wriggled her sexy bottom to the wide chest of drawers in which the clean panties had been and opened the second one. “A reasonable length one sir.” She pulled out a purple and blue translucent scarf and showed it to the man sitting so heavily next to Kyle.

There was strange quality about having a fully dressed man sitting casually on the bed next to him while he was bound in cuffs and wearing sexy girlish underwear. His darkest fantasies might have reflected this situation and his dick was responding as much as it could in its restrictive cage. If only he could clear his head to think through these devilish feelings.

“Go on girl, demonstrate. Let us say you are in the gag exam right now. You have done well up until now, so how would you continue?”

She hummed in thought then smiled a “Yes Sir,” before tying a tight knot in the middle of the scarf.

“Good girl. Some trainee Mistresses would not have knotted the scarf.”

“It helps with securing it Sir. There is a danger the scarf could slide around the face and the maid could then spit out the gag.”

“Indeed there is that danger Maddie.”

‘Maddie?’ Kyle was shaken. How long had he been using a pet name for her?

Kyle stared in disbelief as she brought the knot up to his mouth, didn’t she realise that nothing more could possibly fit?

His wife lined up the knot with his stuffed open mouth before jabbing it into the mouth to join the two pairs of panties. 

Madison pressed and suddenly the panties in his mouth gave, enabling the knot to pop in. Kyle felt fearful. Surely the material would fall into his throat and he would choke? How could his straining mouth take any more?

“Then it is imperative to secure the scarf tightly,” she announced.

“Indeed it is. Good girl. Well remembered.”

Madison giggled as she tied it tightly behind her husband’s curly blonde hair. Kyle felt the pain of the scarf digging into his cheeks and head. Did it have to be so close-fitting? 

Madison grinned as modestly as possible while she was so clearly pleased with herself.

She said, “Then tie it off in a large, pretty bow at the rear of the head to ensure a good sexy appearance when the maid is exhibited.”

“Well that is excellent Maddie. Truly. Full marks.”

His wife stared hungrily at Mister Harrison.

“Ok, leash the tramp and display her before the mirror.”

Madison did so, clipping the leash to his collar and walking him to the large wardrobe mirrors.

Kyle stared at the two sexy women, one of whom was him. The fact they were identically attired made them an even more erotically charged sight. Madison held the leash lightly in her hand as Kyle absorbed his own image. The scarf hid the dual panty gag but his cheeks were bulging. Anyone who saw him would know he was fully and helplessly gagged.

Mister Harrison joined them and patted Kyle’s bottom with the flat of his hand.

“What do you think girl?”

Kyle tried to say ‘thank you.’ But the voice was a low, incoherent mumble that made Madison laugh.

He wasn’t able to move his tongue and the mouth cavity was jam-packed with material.

“Excellent Madison. So let us send the silly maid to bed shall we?”

“You are just so, so, so cruel Sir.”

Again that sly, impish smile as if she revelled in her owner’s cruelty.

Mister Harrison took out his mobile from his pocket, ran through a few numbers and pressed one. Kyle could hear it ringing through the speaker. “Hey Sammie you stupid cock sucking slut!”

Madison giggled. “Oh Sir!”

“Get your tattooed fat arse in here right now.”

With that he put the phone back in his pocket and stared at Madison as if demanding more adulation.

Kyle fumed. This man was dreadful. When he was released on Sunday Kyle would write out a long letter of complaint so that Miss Hall could appreciate that Mister Harrison was doing the Club no favours what so ever. His bullying manner simply intimidated everyone into doing what he wanted.

Sammie arrived with a flourish, almost tripping over her heels as she bustled into the room.

“You tell her,” Mister Harrison said to Madison.

Kyle’s wife handed over the leash handle to Sammie’s trembling fingers. “Now be a good girl and take Abbie back to her room and get her to bed.”

“Yes Miss.” Sammie curtseyed.

“She must remove her shoes and the gag but keep the rest of the kit on,” Mister Harrison said. “Especially as she likes it so much.”

Madison slapped his arm playfully. “Oh Sir.”

Feeling the familiar tug to his collar Kyle made to start off with Sammie leading the way but Mister Harrison said, “Wait.”

Kyle remained facing the welcome escape route of the open door. What further degradations did he have in mind for him?

“Sammie be a good girl and stand with your back facing Miss Madison.”

“Yes Sir.”

Kyle heard the swish of the maid’s uniform as Sammie obeyed the instruction.

“Now bend over so your fat, slutty arse is stuck high in the air.”

“Yes Sir.”

There was a tremor in poor Sammie’s voice as she bent over.

“Lift up your skirt and pull your panties into your arse cheeks exposing both cheeks to Miss Madison.”

“Yes Sir.”

Kyle heard Madison squeal and then laugh out loud. “Sir! What have they done to her?”

“Neat tattoo hey?”

Madison giggled. “Sir, that’s terrible!”

“Seems this little airhead of a slut refused to admit what she truly is. Her Master and Mistress tried everything. Do you think she knows now?”

Kyle’s wife gasped. “Oh my God. Yes Sir. Poor Sammie. She won’t be able to deny it now.”

Kyle was standing to the side of the bent over Sammie, still pulling her panties up hard into the crack of her bottom. He half wanted to see what was written on her behind yet at the same time dared not move an inch or even hint that he might wish to see the tattoo that was causing all the fuss. So he simply stood there in ignorance of what the other three now knew was inscribed on her derrière.

Mister Harrison laughed. “Exactly. She will never be able to deny it ever again. Brilliant eh? Now Sammie stand up like a good girl and take our little Abbie down to her room.”

“Yes Sir.”

As they were walking through Mister Harrison’s office door, Kyle stole a discreet look back into the bedroom. He saw his collared sexy wife looking up at the powerful Mister Harrison, just before a tug to his neck pulled him out of the office.


Chapter 4 Naughty Maids in the Stairwell

Sammie was in a nervous hurry. She tugged the leash harshly, hauling Kyle along on his high-heeled shoes. No mean feat when his hands were locked behind his back preventing any degree of balance. Kyle found that a brisk, small stepped jog was the best way to keep up with her. His muffled protests were so quiet as to be virtually inaudible.

The desperate tugging kept interfering with his thoughts, well, two thoughts mostly. One was the image of his wife, sexily clad in the same rose pink lingerie as he. He had left her staring up into the eyes of the brutal and nasty Mister Harrison. In fact they were barely inches apart! The second thought were his wife’s haunting words: oh he is so cruel. The word 'cruel' spoken with a sly, needy grin.

Why did that word excite and amuse her? Didn’t she realise what he wanted from her?

As they stepped into the stone stairwell Kyle collapsed to his knees. He had to, he absolutely had to go back and rescue his wife before that dreadful man used her arousal for his own vile purposes. He couldn't plead with Sammie because of the despicable two-panty gag, so obstruction seemed the only way to prevent them continuing down to his cell of a bedroom.

Kyle settled on his knees in the draughty landing before the stone steps. 

Sammie was terrified. “What are you doing? We must keep going!”

She snapped at the leash, “Please!”

Her face was full of desperate pleading.

Kyle tried to crawl backwards on his knees but was held firm by the tension on the lead. He wanted to show her that he needed to return to Mister Harrison’s bedroom. Oh this gag was despicable! Once again the fantasy of being rendered mute was exhilarating in the privacy of his own bedroom but here it rendered his life unbearable. He could not communicate at all, and that was so frustrating that it made him rage inside. The rage in turn giving way to the trembling helplessness that he now experienced. He couldn’t even be angry. Oh!

“Stop it! You have only been here a few days, you don’t know what sort of trouble you can get us in to!”

Kyle shouted, “No. Stop!” but all that emerged through the two panties were maddening low moaning noises. If only he could speak!

“Please. Please!” Tears formed in Sammie’s eyes. “You have no idea. Oh God. Oh God. A Mistress could come through here right now and see you like this. She would tell my owner and he…” She shut her eyes in the terror of the thought. “Please!”

Kyle shook his head feeling his blonde curls tickle his cheeks. His eyes huge, desperately trying to communicate, telepathically with this stupid maid: ‘Untie me. I need to get back and rescue my wife.’

Yet all he could say was a mess of nonsense. 

Tears formed in his eyes. Soon both maids were crying in the cold stairwell.

Sammie put her arms about him. “I know it is tough in the first few days. In a way it gets better, easier. Once you know what you really are, and heavens knows they never let you forget. Why not mention whatever your problem is to that lovely Miss Richter? Yes? When you have your next session? Hmmm?”

Sammie's eyes were open wide, imploring Kyle to understand what he needed to do.

Kyle stared up at her in hope. Miss Richter! Good plan! Yes, she would understand.

“You should be having a session with her every day across the first few weeks. Yes? Is that a good idea Abbie?”

Kyle nodded an enthusiastic ‘yes,’ rising to her heels with a fresh hope energising him. He sniffled up his tears.

Cuddling him Sammie said, “Oh thank you, thank you. I get in so much trouble as it is. My Master and Mistress say they will weld shut my chastity cage if I am naughty. I am sure they are joking but you never know with the dominants do you? I mean look at Chantelle.”

Oh no! Sammie was going off on one of her endless incessant mindless rambles about nothing in particular. And Kyle couldn’t even interrupt her, he simply rolled his eyes but Sammie was now going at full pelt.

“Do you know Chantelle? She was only a few weeks old as a Maid and her Master tells her he will use teeth braces to fasten her teeth together. Oh” Sammie shook her head in horror. 

“All because she was complaining. Mind you Chantelle was always one for complaining, anyways, silly Chantelle laughed at the threat. Next thing you know, the dentist from upstairs in the bar offers to do it for free. Her teeth were fastened together like that for an entire week. Unable to speak. Couldn’t eat, except fluids which she had to drink while perched on her Master’s knee,” she lowered her voice conspiratorially, “all in front of her Mistress. I mean, really. How demeaning and terrible for her.”

Kyle stared in shock. What an appalling tale. How heartless. He thought of being sat on Mister Harrison’s lap whilst his owner fed him drinks, all while his wife observed his helpless torment. Would she giggle and say how ‘cruel’ he was? Kyle felt sick but squirted twice into his condom. 

“I mean they can be so terrible. So ruthless.” Sammie’s eyes closed as she leaned against the stairwell railings. The leash slipped from her hand, falling to the floor as she ran her hands down her maid’s dress. “They spank you. And cane you. And ooooo, spank you again. Ooooo. Whatever they want. And I want so much to please them ….ooooooh. I would do anything …. Oh oh oh. And that horse upstairs, oh my, oh my.”

Horse? What was she talking about? Kyle envisaged a horse in the bar, but surely that was ludicrous.

Sammie slipped to her knees near the handrail, her voice squeaking and croaking as her hand sneaked beneath her short skirt. “And they tie you up. The hog tie. Ooooo I hate the hog tie. So helpless. So available. Can’t move.” She rubbed harder. “I love the hog tie. I love it. Please spank me. Please dominate me. Oh please. Oh, oh, oh. Strap me to the horse. Lift up my skirt. Look at my tattoo.”

How long the youthful Miss Taylor had been standing behind them Kyle would never learn. She was wearing tight leather trousers and matching sleeveless top, along with her usual high heeled knee-length boots. Her crop was in her hand and she swished it dramatically for attention.

Kyle leaped back in fear. How could someone as short and cute as Miss Taylor engender so much terror?

Oblivious to her presence Sammie was slumped tight against the metal bars forcing her hand under her skirt to rub rapidly over her panties. “And oh, how they use you. How they mistreat you. Please oooooh.”

“Well, well, well. Little Sammie.”

Sammie looked up in absolute horror with wide terrified eyes. “Miss Taylor. Oh Miss Taylor. I am so sorry.” She struggled to her heels, still mindlessly blustering away. “It was all Abbie’s fault. She made me do it. She wouldn’t come and I …”

“Abbie?” Miss Taylor took in the gagged, cuffed and leashed girl wearing her sexy strappy rose pink lingerie. “Wow look at you. Too hot for cool. I didn’t recognise you. Wow? Is that a two panty gag?”

Kyle nodded quickly.

Miss Taylor laughed. “I love gags but oh how I like to hear you girls beg and scream too. It is so hard to know what to do. Use a gag or not use one.” Her eyes narrowed as she glanced back at the trembling Sammie. “What were you doing Sammie? No. Let us start with what were you supposed to be doing.”

“Oh yes, well, I was taking Abbie to bed. Her Master and Mistress want her to have an early night. But please Miss Taylor she was very naughty and she was trying to stop me and …”

Kyle glared helplessly at her. How he wished he could explain the truth to Miss Taylor. 

Miss Taylor tapped her crop against Sammie’s thigh. “Now why don’t you do as you are told for once? Take Abbie to her bed like a good little girl.”

“Yes Miss. Yes. I will. Thank you Miss.” Picking up the leash handle she gripped it so tightly her knuckles turned white.

“And in the meantime I will give your Mistress a ring and let her know what I found at the top of the stairs.”

“Oh God. Please no. Please don’t Miss Taylor. Please.”

Kyle saw that fearsome toothy grin appear on Miss Taylor’s face. Her eyes sparkled. “You want me to lie to them? I think I should let your Master know about that. Maids are not permitted to lie to their betters.”

“Oh my God!” The maid jumped up and down. “No, please. No. No. Oh no!”

The crop was tapped under the maid’s chin. “Oh yes girl, oh yes. And I shall ask him for a video of whatever punishment he and your wife think up for you. Now run along like a good little girl.”

And run they did. Sammie sprang down the steps.

“Stop!” bellowed Miss Taylor entertained by the maid’s stupidity. “Dear me. At that pace you will damage Mister Harrison’s property here. When going down steps or around corners you should always allow for the packaged goods you are dragging behind you.”

“Oh yes Miss Taylor. Thank you Miss Taylor.”

“Something we learn in the Mistress classes.”

Kyle froze. Mistress classes? His wife would learn how to use a lead to haul a maid around? Why didn’t she tell him? What else did Mistresses learn in those classes? A fearsome chill tickled Kyle’s spine. Would Ms. Richards ever tell him what she had learnt or would she keep him in ignorance? Surely once they were away from here they would have a good laugh and she'd share the secrets of controlling maids.

Then he recalled how even alone in bed, without Mister Harrison overseeing her every move, Madison had been deliberately severe in telling him she was not allowed to share the secrets of the Mistress lessons with maids.

He moaned through his gag, a sound a bit like a muzzled dog.

“So not so much run along little girl as walk carefully along little girl.”

“Yes Miss. I will. Thank you for the wise advice Miss Taylor. I am really grateful you …”

“Go!”

Miss Taylor’s voice echoed around the stairwell as a shivering Sammie continued downstairs muttering under her breath: ‘oh no. No please. I hope she doesn’t tell on me.’

At one point, as they were going through a fire door into a corridor Sammie stopped, narrowed her eyes at Kyle and spat. “It is all your fault. And I am going to tell my Master about your naughtiness upstairs and how we got caught!”

Kyle sighed behind the gag. How on earth could a grown man end up acting like a four year old?


Chapter 5 Beddy Byes Time

In the security of Kyle’s room Sammie released his cuffs, with Sammie still jabbering under her breath. “What will they do? Oh my God. I’ll leave the key and cuffs on the desk here. No one tells me if they are needed for tomorrow. No one tells me anything. Oh dear, I feel sick with worry.” 

Reaching around, Kyle undid the bow at the back of the scarf and tugged it off. Madison had bound it so tightly that he still felt its shape digging into his cheeks even though he could now see the scarf folded neatly on a chest of drawers. 

He retched as he pulled out the two pairs of soaking panties and rushed into the bathroom to drench his dried out mouth in water. Through the open door he said, “Whatever they do to you Sammie, it cannot be worse than being paraded around with a two panty gag.

Sammie shook her head. “You are a real noob! There is also the three panty gag. I dare say some horrible dom is trying out a four panty gag on some poor girl right now!”

“Three panty gag?” Kyle closed his eyes. How on earth would they fit three pairs in anyone’s mouth?

“Then there are ring gags. Some of them are huge. Penis gags. Yuk! And medical gags …”

“Medical gags?” Kyle returned to the bedroom and settled down on the bed to relieve the pain in his heels.

“There are hundreds of ways to gag us. You will find out. There are hundreds of different types of pony bit gags too.”

“What about spider gags? What are they?”

Sammie shook her hands. “Oh you don’t want to know about those. Yuks! And inflatable gags ….”

“Ok, ok, ok.” Kyle had heard enough. “Mister Harrison said I could remove my shoes. And between you and me they are killing me.”

“You shouldn’t complain about shoes. Oh dear I was once put in lockable ballet shoes for a few hours. You try serving a tray of drinks on that!”

“So it is definitely ok for me to remove these shoes?”

“Oh yes but nothing else.”

Gratefully Kyle undid the small buckles on his shoe straps feeling relief overwhelm him as they slid off onto the carpet.

Meanwhile Sammie was in full chuntering mode: “Then there are cleave gags, butterfly gags, funnel gags …”

“Ok Sammie!”

“Do you know about funnel gags? Or forniphilic gags?”

“Forn’ a what?”

The maid closed her eyes, shaking her head in total dismay. “You will learn about those in the bar tomorrow night. At some stage every maid has put one of those on. Oh and tape gags. They are terrible when being torn off. Oh and muzzle gags! Then there are panel gags. Have I left out anything? Let me see. Did I mention tube gags?”

Kyle dropped his heels into the corner of the bathroom. He had spent his entire life viewing porn online and never realised there were so many different types of gag.

Returning from the bathroom he found Sammie still wittering on about these gags she seemed to know so well. “I suppose a scold’s bridle counts. My Owner has one of those. Makes me shiver, all that metal. Oh, and the pacifier gags!”

“I am going to bed now Sammie. See you tomorrow.”

“As if. Tomorrow I will be locked in a cage on full view in the club.” She closed her eyes. “Or blindfolded and tied over the horse. All your fault.”

The mention of the horse again. What one earth did they have up in the bar? Kyle sighed, there was no point in asking Sammie as she would never shut up. Sammie had exhausted his patience with the never ending list of gags.

Sammie kissed his cheek. Well I guess I am to blame really. Oh dear. I don’t think I will ever know another day without a sore bottom.”

Glad to hear the gentle crunch of the heels over the carpet as she headed for the door, Kyle climbed under the welcome duvet. As the door opened he heard Sammie call back, “Oh and dental metal braces to lock the teeth closed like poor Chantelle. Or ones to lock the mouth permanently open. You don’t want to know about those!”

The door closed and Kyle giggled. He initially thought about laughing like a man but feared there could be hidden mic in the room so thought better of it.

He laid down thinking of all the questions he would have for Miss Richter tomorrow, and so much to tell her. Certainly about that lout Mister Harrison and his brutal intimidation.

As the lights went out he had a sudden flash of Madison standing before Mister Harrison, looking dolefully into his eyes. Pulling the pillow down between his nylon covered legs he rubbed himself. What were they doing up there? Why couldn’t they tell him anything? If they discussed these matters then Kyle could request some advice from both of them, perhaps even venture to discuss the situation with them. 

He pushed the pillow flat on the bed and clambered over it, thinking of his wife’s hot soft body that was on top of him such a short time ago with its sweet perfume, her beloved fragrances. He moaned as he thought of her, rubbing him and kicking his legs apart so she could nestle between his thighs to hold and grind against him. Her soft breasts on his smaller curves created by the waist trainer.

He jerked his hips back and fore knowing how ineffectual his actions were. Could he ever learn to cum whilst being locked away like this? He rubbed harder, growing hotter, becoming mindlessly aroused. He was so close. The agony and frustration making him even more stimulated. He groaned loudly thinking of his wife ordering him about whilst he was prohibited from even being able to discuss the commands. 

Madison seemed to know so much, yet did not confide in him. She was as mysterious a domme as he could imagine yet, at the same time, he was frustrated in being unable to influence her, not to be part of the planning. She is my wife. Ought she not share what she knows? She was becoming a true dominatrix, treating him with disdain. 

“I love you Mistress, I adore you Mistress,” he mumbled aloud. 

Slowly he became aware of the soft music, the rushing sound of waves. Beckoning sounds from beyond his senses. He stopped pounding the pillow, rolled onto his back and waited patiently for the wonderful, comforting tones of Miss Richter. She was so calming. When he left here he would ask if he could have an MP3 copy of some of her night time chats.

“Hello little girl. Tired? Hard day?”

“Oh yes,” he murmured.

“Aw. Of course it is,” Miss Richter said softly, “Trying to be good and well behaved all day is wearing for a little airhead like you isn’t it?”

“Yes Miss Richter.” His eyes closed, he knew that in moments he would drift away to a peaceful sleep.

“And looking so gorgeous for our lucky guests takes time and effort doesn’t it?”

Kyle wasn’t sure whether he spoke out loud, maybe he just nodded his agreement.

“So as you slowly drift away, feeling sleepier and sleepier. More and more tired ….”


Chapter 6 Abbie and the Trainee Maids are in the Movies

Beaming with pride Miss Martinique surveyed the three smartly attired, newly qualified Maids in Training as they beamed proudly back at her.

“Well done girls. I knew you could do it. Though you cut it close Kelsey!”

Kelsey giggled, swinging herself bashfully back and fore from the shoulders, like Position Ten but without the finger to the chin. “Yes Miss.”

The three Maids in Training were stood in the classroom before a very gratified teacher.

“You must understand you are only Maids in Training, not yet full maids. You may find yourselves back in your school girl outfits faster than you think if you start behaving like brats.”

Kyle, in Position Two with his hands behind his back, caught his breath. He had worked hard to win this captivating, silky, black maid’s uniform and would not surrender it easily. He would comply with whatever instructions they gave him – within reason of course. 

His maid’s uniform pulled in tight around his waist and flared out into luscious frills of petticoats around the tops of his thighs. He could make out the tops of Brandi and Kelsey’s stockings but only see the suspenders if they moved quickly, and guessed the same would be true of his attire. 

He was in heaven.

“In some ways this first day as a Maid in Training will be the hardest you maids will face. You have been trained but you still have so much to learn. None of you can yet make a bed or fold a blouse. Simple tasks that one day you will perform without a second thought are beyond your capabilities. I bet if asked to open a set of curtains, you would simply drag them, like brutes of men, over to one side.”

Kyle was quizzical. How else would one open a pair of curtains?

“But you have learned how to sexually please dominants, be they men or women. You can move reasonably gracefully, speak with girly intonations, and you are all very attractive.”

The three maids glanced at each other with surprised, modest smiles. 

Her brows pressed down, narrowing her eyes. “But I promise, you will not forget the events of today for the rest of your lives.”

Feeling his smile disappear, Kyle’s tummy tingled with dread. There was something in her tone that made him wary. Perhaps a hardening of her expression as Miss Martinique took each of them in, in turn, with a hard, knowing glare. A look that bellowed: watch out.

When the door cracked open Kyle jumped in shock.

Three Mistresses entered. Kyle didn’t recognise any of them which made him feel even tenser. He had already noticed each Mistress was different in her approach and attitude to the maids. None were predictable. Whilst Miss Martinique was measured and calm, the youthful Miss Taylor seemed out of control, driven by sadism.

Each Mistress wore a tight fitting cat suit of black leather and high heeled boots. From the top of the boots extended the handle of the dreaded riding crop. The first was a redhead with a cocky walk, the second was a middle aged woman whose plump figure hardly benefitted from the tight leather. The final woman was older, maybe in her sixties? Elegantly thin with short dyed blond hair. 

They walked with purpose as if they had practised their actions many times. There was a quality of knowing in their smiles that disturbed Kyle. He didn’t like where this was going yet knew he dared not say anything.

The door was closed and the three mistresses took up positions behind each of the maids. 

Brandi and Kyle exchanged a look of distress. Kelsey stared ahead, her eyes wide as if trying to pretend this wasn’t happening.

Miss Martinique glowered at them daring any of the maids to be so foolish as to interrupt her. “Now I will not be gagging any of you but I most certainly do not wish to hear a peep from you. Not a single sound unless you must answer a specific question directed at you. Just nod your heads if you understand girls. Good. Don’t look so terrified young ladies. What do good girls get?”

Hesitatingly they replied, “Treats Miss.”

“As a sentence girls. What do good girls get?”

“Good girls get treats,” they recited.

“And what do naughty girls get?”

“Naughty girls get punished Miss.”

“Excellent. And I bet you thought you were too stupid to learn anything.”

Kyle wanted to check over his back to see what was happening but dared not take his eyes from his formidable teacher.

“So with that in mind, be good girls and bend over the desk before you and place your hands at the front.”

The three maids stepped up to their desks to lean forwards. Kyle felt his groin touch the hard wood as he leaned frontward to place his hands at the top of the desk as instructed. He felt his skirt ride up at the rear and knew his stocking tops and panties were now revealed to the women behind him. 

“Ok ladies, if you will secure these little minxes please.”

The red-headed domme roughly gripped Kyle’s right hand, dragged it over the edge of the desk where she attached a steel manacle to secure it to the corner. Kyle tugged but there was little give in the short chain. He caught sight of the red-head’s face as she stared haughtily at him. She definitely knew something that he didn't. Worse, he could tell from a grin playing on her lips that he was about to find out and instinctively he knew the developments wouldn’t be nice. Why else would they have to be chained to these desks?

A terrifying spaced out feeling of being helpless, vulnerable and bewildered overwhelmed him. The maids were the only ones in the room who did not know the fate about to befall them.

Kyle moaned in fear as his left wrist was dragged into a manacle at the other corner of the desk.

He next felt his right ankle being pulled wide and cuffed to a leg of the desk. With that fastened his left ankle was tugged to the opposite side where it too was shackled.

He was locked down over the desk and could barely move.

“No fidgeting girls,” Miss Martinique smiled. “Now ladies, pull down their panties.”

This was so unfair! He hadn’t done anything naughty or wrong. He had obeyed his teacher and hadn’t even squeaked a single word, yet now his bare bottom was exposed to the dommes behind him. 

“Excellent. Don’t they look a picture ladies?”

The women laughed at the forlorn maids, agreeing with the teacher.

Pressing a button on her desk Miss Martinique lowered the lights in the room.

Brandi whimpered.

“Silence girls!”

A cane swooshed through the air and Brandi let out an anguished moan. Kyle was determined to remain silent. He had grown to hate and dread the cane. What had once been a joyous fantasy was now an instrument of dread.

“Excellent. So now I have your attention, I want you to watch the videos on the white board. If any of you look away or close your eyes then you will be caned. I will be keeping an eye on all of you!”

Kyle pulled at his wrists again feeling them completely trapped. How many times had he tied himself up dreaming of becoming totally immobilized and helpless? It seemed exciting in his imagination yet now, in the real world, it was totally terrifying. He felt his cock shrivel in its metal shield.

The lights in the room dimmed as the white board flickered to life with a dark image that slowly brightened, but only sufficiently to show an office drained of colour. There was a long, hefty desk behind which were sat two men at either end with a middle aged woman in the middle. The camera was slightly elevated and from one corner of the room so the viewer was looking down and across the space. The sound burbled to life as he heard the three characters murmuring away.

Kyle held his breath as he recognised the frumpy Miss Hall with her blouse and scarf in the centre, and on either side of her the two men who had assessed him for his maid’s assessment. 

The door opened with a flash of yellow light and a dainty maid led in a much taller girl wearing one of the adult school girl uniforms. She was ushered to the centre of the room before the panel. The leash was removed and the dainty maid whispered something in the tall maid’s ear before departing.

The tall school girl gave a finger wave and Miss Hall’s voice came through the speakers into the classroom.

“Name?”

After a brief pause the school girl stuttered, “erm, my name is Brandi.”

To Kyle’s right Brandi shrieked.

Miss Martinique paused the video and three loud swipes of the cane echoed around the room with Brandi crying out following each impact.

“Silence girls,” Miss Martinique barked. “And no one is to look away. Not even for a moment.”

The video restarted with one of the suited men leaning back and asking, “Brandi. Are you wearing any panties?”

On the screen Brandi gasped, putting her hand to her mouth and giggled. “Erm, no not really Sir.”

“Not really?” The man laughed. “You are or you aren’t.”

Brandi tugged down the hem of her flared little school skirt, bowed her head and admitted: “No Sir. I am not.”

“Are you sure girl? You don’t seem to be!”

Giggling, Brandi made herself small and said, “Yes Sir. I mean no Sir. No Sir, I am not wearing anything under my skirt Sir. Sorry Sir.”

All Kyle could think of was the raised dais at the rear of the room and his humiliating descent into abject sluttiness. Had poor Brandi suffered the same fate?

Further questions left Brandi stammering away with embarrassment, making the two men laugh out loud at her.

When had Brandi become so feminine in his movements? Kyle noticed his actions had become smooth and delicate. He recalled how awkward and mannish she was on that first day at the start of the week. Yet from the video being played on the white board few observers would detect she wasn’t a girl, with her voice and shy reactions. Occasionally her voice lowered to an unfeminine pitch or a word was spoken too slowly, perhaps a hand wasn’t flapped enough, but overall the impression any viewer would have was that of a sexy, flighty girl wallowing in the attention being lavished on her.

When she sat at the table marked ‘secretary’ Kyle saw Brandi set down her bottom on the chair in a fluid single feminine movement that staggered him. She had come so far. Shock. Had he, Kyle, become as feminine as that? When he was with Madison, did his wife see her husband as Kyle, or just another girl from the club? Some bimbo slut?

When Brandi had finished the written part of the exam, the guys teased her about being an airhead. Her response was to giggle playfully, amused at their attention. Music started. Familiar music. The pumping sound of the pop star Bettini. 

As Brandi became lost in the dance and its moves Kyle found himself hardening in his little cage. The sight was incredibly erotic. Truly hot. The short skirt, the legs, the actions. The wriggling, the bending. He wanted to rub himself against the desk but knew he had best remain as still as possible.

Kyle felt the familiar nausea overwhelm him. It was at this point during his assessment that he had been ordered to get down on all fours on the raised stage where the men took advantage of him. How degrading the entire performance had felt. Worst, of course, was that he was so hot and submissive that he complied with their every request. Now he felt humiliated at the feelings he enjoyed at the time.

He gulped. One of the men was leading Brandi to the dais. Could it be? He ordered her down on her knees and then on to all fours just Kyle had been forced to do. The other man had joined them and was unzipping his pants.

The horror of Kyle’s own assessment returned to him with a jolt of anguish and he closed his eyes in an attempt to shake away the troublesome memories.

Big mistake!

The video was paused and the cane rattled quickly against his bare bottom. There were five strikes. He howled in misery, pain and an odd sense of injustice. Brandi had only received three strikes yet he had received five. It wasn’t fair. Nothing was fair. His fists clenched in helpless rage. All he had done was momentarily close his eyes.

From far away Miss Martinique was speaking. “Abbie? Abbie? May we continue? Are you going to watch?”

“Yes Miss Martinique.”

“Good girl. And you too Brandi? You are not going to look away are you?”

Brandi was sobbing. “No, no Miss Martinique. Ooooooh!”

The video restarted with one of the men standing close to Brandi’s face. 

Painfully, Kyle recalled how sluttily he himself had behaved. Licking the man’s cock into his mouth as if it were his last meal.

Even over the speakers with the thin sound he could hear Brandi blurting out pleasurable noises as she sucked and gobbled for all she was worth. 

A throbbing began in Kyle’s head, like a heavy motor. He felt sick with shame for poor Brandi. But worse. Much worse. Would they show him and his own terrible assessment? He moaned but kept his eyes fixed on Brandi’s on-screen torments.

The other man had entered her rear and now both were hammering into her, jerking her body back and fore.

It was humiliating, shameful yet erotically hot, all at the same time. He knew that if he were watching this on his laptop in the security of his own home he would need to play with himself.

The man at her head dipped down, he was holding something close to her face. What was it?

Suddenly the shot changed. Brandi’s sexually alive, sleepily submissive face filled the screen. The man was holding his phone and this close up was the video image from that device

A male voice crackled over the speakers. “What sort of a girl goes somewhere without her panties on?”

The cock slipped out of her mouth covered with the customary, thick goo produced by a hard penis. “A slut sir.”

There was laughter. “Didn’t you come here without panties girl?”

A sleepy reply of ‘yes Sir,’ as if Brandi were on drugs.

“So what does that make you girl?”

“Oh, oh. A slut Sir. I am a slut Sir.”

“Exactly girl. Why not say it again, for the camera.”

Brandi’s hooded eyes stared out of the screen, it looked as if she was about to fall into a catatonic state. “I am a slut Sir.”

The man rose, bent slightly to keep the camera on Brandi’s gawping face. The dripping cock reappeared and pushed home into the open welcoming mouth for further slurping.

After some more jerks and sucking the cock slipped out and he asks. “What do you call a girl who lets two strangers fuck her at the same time?”

For a long while Brandi mouths words that cannot be heard until she breathlessly says, “A complete slut Sir.”

“So what does that make you little Brandi?”

“Oh, a complete and total slut Sir. I am a complete and total slut sir. Yes.”

The eyes closed and a long deep groan crawls out from deep within her as if the admission has released all her hidden fears. 

“Now tell the camera your name girl.”

“Yes Sir.” The huge darkened eyes flutter blankly. “My name is Brandi and I am a complete and total slut.”

“Clever girl and here is your reward.” The cock pressed against her lips as the shot switched to the elevated one showing her being screwed by the two men.”

For Kyle the rest of the video was a fog of Brandi being helped to her feet and standing on her shaking legs whilst she was informed of her marks. She had passed and Miss Hall recited her long speech about her now being a Maid in Training at the Club Zero 9.

The school room lights came up and the video stopped. The women behind the maids giggled to themselves.

Miss Martinique crossed to Brandi, furthest away from Kyle. He could hear her sobbing.

“So then Brandi. What are you?”

“I am a complete slut Miss. That’s what you want me to say isn’t it?”

Not daring to look directly at what was taking place, Kyle could see out of the corner of his eye Miss Martinique crouch down before Brandi. Her voice low and comforting. “Never mind what I want you to say. Tell me what you are young lady.”

“Please Miss Martinique. Please. I will do anything. Please let me go. I want to go home.”

“Aw. Poor girl. I am sure you do. All those blouses and dresses to be ironed. All those beds to be made. But tell me what you are first.”

Brandi’s voice was quiet. “I am a slut Miss.”

“Aw, girl I just cannot hear you. Shall we have your bottom warmed a few times? Will that raise your voice for us all to hear?”

“I am a slut Miss.”

“And loud enough for the ladies at the back to hear?”

“I am a slut Miss!”

“Why don’t you tell Abbie what you are?”

Brandie twisted her body so her hair hung sideways on the desk to look at a dazed Abbie. “Yes Miss. I am a slut Abbie.”

“And Kelsey. Perhaps she doesn’t know.”

Turning the other way to face the third maid, Brandi tearfully admitted. “I am a slut Kelsey.”

“Aw. Now doesn’t that feel better? Admitting the truth,” Miss Martinique cooed.

“Yes Miss. Thank you Miss.” 

“Abbie?”

Kyle banged his knee against the desk leg in shock at being asked something.

“Yes Miss?”

“What is Brandi?”

“A slut Miss.”

“Are you sure girl?”

“Yes Miss.”

“Yes girl. I think you are right. Why do you say that?”

“Because she just said so Miss.”

“She did indeed. And Kelsey, what is Brandi?”

“A slut Miss.”

“Just an ordinary slut girl?”

“No Miss. A complete and total slut Miss.”

“Yes she is. You hear that Brandi. Your friends know what you are.”

“Yes Miss.”

“You will never be able to pretend otherwise, will you?”

“Oh God no. No. Not ever Miss.”

As desperate as Kyle was to somehow will himself telepathically out of this nightmare, his dick spurted in its confines. He was feeling mind-numbingly hot. What was going on with them? Were they truly sluts?

“Excellent slut. So let us see who is next.”

Please let it not be me, Kyle said to himself. This was too degrading. He couldn’t bear the thought to even share the mortifying experience of his assessment with the wonderful Miss Richter, let alone with the formidable Miss Martinique and her three sadistic helpers with the canes behind him. 

He didn’t even want his two fellow pupils manacled down to their desks to witness his indignities. They were sluts of course, Kyle realised that early on. But bizarrely he didn’t want them to think the same of him.

A sudden quiet intake of breath as Kyle realised he would have to do all he could to ensure Madison never viewed this tape. 

The screen flickered, the door in the video opened, and in bounced the sexy Zoe hauling a delightful, sexy feminine adult school girl.

Kyle felt a reprieve. It wasn’t him. They weren’t going to watch his assessment. Relief flooded through him.

“Name?”

The gorgeous creature giggled and started to say “Ky …” but Zoe whispered something to her and she corrected herself quickly. “Oh yes!” The adult school girl tittered putting her finger to her lips as if she had been playfully naughty. 

What Kyle would give to meet this sexy girl.

“My name is Abbie.”

What? Kyle stared at the screen with disbelieving eyes. It was a trick. He didn’t look that girly. No way. It couldn’t be!

One of the men laughed, “You almost forgot your name!”

The adult school girl put a finger to her lips once more, swung her shoulders back and fore and giggled at her silliness.

In the classroom, secured down to his desk, with his bare bottom raised for easy correction by a cruel dominant with a cane, Kyle’s mind swirled away into a foggy landscape where life happened around him and he was a mere marionette.

He stared but did not see, he listened but did not hear. 

It wasn’t until the music picked up on the screen that his consciousness stirred again. The Abbie figure jumped into the rhythm and danced with a confident, relaxed sexuality that stirred Kyle’s member locked so cruelly away between his legs.

If he were a man he would need to fuck the figure on the screen. If he were a women he would dismiss her as a worthless slut but envy her mental freedom in allowing herself to perform like that before an audience of two men and a woman.

When the Abbie on the screen bowed forward the first time, Kyle thought he would come in his panties, when she did the second and last time, just before the end of the song he moaned, pressing his groin against the desk for some relief. Any relief.

He felt the cane tap on his bottom and knew it was cautioning him to keep paying attention. Yet he knew that his arousal overwhelmed any logic or fear of consequences. He sighed, pressed himself close to the wood of the desk and quickly felt the cane tap along the inside of his thighs. He held his breath until the threat abated.

Now the onscreen Abbie was being forced down onto all fours with one of the suited men taking up his familiar position at her head.

Suddenly Kyle could remember the musky smell, the mannish odours. He licked his lips. The onscreen Abbie was already sucking an erect cock. Had it really happened so quickly? His memory thundered around his head. The stiffness with the soft membrane, the urge to please. The fear of choking against the satisfaction of feeling full in the mouth.

If ever he was going to faint he would do so now, right now, whilst pinned down over this desk. His brain swooning like a Victorian melodrama queen about to be taken advantage of by some wicked landlord.

Kyle grunted.

The camera shot changed to a close up of Kyle’s drowsy, dumb expression. The phone camera shots were edited into the video. White mucus dribbled from her shiny pink lips but the Abbie in the video is too far away in lust to even know it is happening. So senseless is she that she might as well have been drugged.

A male voice, but all Kyle can hear is thunder in his ears. Finally the man stops speaking, and the world awaits the adult school girl’s reply. With the thunder in his head he cannot hear a sound yet Kyle can lip read Abbie’s reply: “Oh my god. A slut Sir. I am a slut Sir."

The cock pressed between the welcoming pink lips as the eyes closed in ecstasy.

The image jumps back to the wider shot showing Abbie on all fours as the second man takes his place, humping her from behind. How satisfying and fulfilling it had been to have them both inside her. Filling her. Making her feel wanted.

The man at the rear slaps her inviting bare arse. Did he really slap me? Kyle couldn’t remember. He knew that the on-screen Abbie was full of sexual yearning. What he didn’t want to admit to himself was that he and the on-screen Abbie were the same creature.

The camera jumps back to the close shot as the cock pulls away from his mouth. Abbie slurps at the mess hanging from it, her eyes a picture of desire, fixed on the hypnotic erect penis now tantalisingly too far away for her open mouth to reach.

This time Kyle can make out what the man is saying: "And tell me slut what do you call a girl who lets two strangers fuck her arse and mouth on the same night she meets them?"

The on-screen Abbie is still trying to lick at the dribbling cock just inches from her lips.

"A complete slut Sir. A complete and total slut Sir."

"And what does that make you little Abbie?"

"Oh my god, I am a complete slut."

"Are you sure girl?"

"Yes, yes, yes. Please fuck my mouth please, please."

Kyle is mesmerised. This is him! He is her. She is him. Abbie is a total and complete slut. Kyle is a total and complete slut. A slave to his basest needs. 

"Tell the camera your name honey." Fingers grip her chin turning her to fully face the camera.

"Abbie, my name is Abbie."

"Good girl Abbie." 

He can see the man’s hand patting his head as if the on screen Kyle is a well behaved pet. It makes Kyle giggle with fond memories, yet shouldn’t he be furious?

"Now tell the camera what you are Abbie."

Abbie licks the cum from around her lips, rolling her eyes up to the man who controls her, "I am a complete and total slut Sir.”

"Yes babe you are. But tell the camera."

The dozy face looks out of the screen, "I am a complete and total ...aaargh"

She has jerked forward, knocking her face momentarily out of vision. Obviously the guy at her rear had hammered into her inviting bottom.

A hand brutally grabs her blond hair to twist her head to face the camera.

"Try again babe. Didn't catch that."

Lost in a mindless universe Abbie smiles and recites the mantra: "I am a complete and total slut!"

"Say it again girl."

Her face is slapped and for a moment Abbie looks aggrieved. Why should she be slapped when she is being good and obedient?

She was being a good girl wasn't she?

Another slap and Abbie looks up at her tormentor with huge, round, longing eyes. Then inexplicably the face smiles. A naughty, mischievous smile. The smile of a girl who is relishing her abasement, indeed is encouraging it.

"I, I, I am a complete and total slut."

"And again bitch, say it like you mean it!"

This slap leaves a dark red imprint on her pretty face. Kyle is shocked yet exhilarated as he watches himself enjoy the full attention of this dominant male. It is exhilarating to be controlled like this.

"I am a complete and total slut. I am a complete and total slut. I am a complete ...."

Abbie is gagged by the dick forcing itself between her pink, glossy lips as her mouth starts to suck passionately on the tool.

Oh how Kyle would love to have those two men in this room right now and perform for them, be their ‘good girl.’ He wriggled his hips but his dick is too well caged to be stimulated by any contact with the desk.

“Abbie? Abbie!”

Miss Martinique is down before him, her sexy features filling his view.

“So what are you Abbie?”

“A total and complete slut,” he growls, barely conscious.

“Louder girl. The ladies at the back want to hear you.”

“I am a total slut. A complete slut.”

“Yes girl you are. Why not tell Kelsey here.”

Kelsey is looking at him as if spaced out on drugs. In shock, in deep arousal, in need.

“I am a complete slut Kelsey.”

Kelsey smiles, “I know Abbie.”

“Kelsey why not tell Abbie what she is?”

“Yes Miss Martinique. Abbie you are a complete slut.”

“Good girl. Brandi? Have you been paying attention?”

“Oh yes, yes Miss. Abbie is a complete slut Miss.”

“I do believe you are right Brandi. Tell me Abbie, do you realise that is what you will always be?”

“Oh yes Miss Martinique. Yes, yes. I understand.”

From nowhere the normally severe Miss Martinique beams, leans forward and gently kisses Abbie’s nose.

“You must never ever deny it again. Not to anyone and most of all girl never to yourself.”

Kyle is smiling too, somehow freed by the realisation. It isn’t Abbie who is a slut but him Kyle. Kyle is Abbie. Kyle is a slut and everyone knows, he need never pretend otherwise again. This isn’t a game, or a performance. This is truth. Somehow he is grateful and relieved to have shared this truth.

A doleful smile emerges on Abbie’s face as the video restarts and the classroom lights dim. It is Kelsey’s turn next. Before it even begins Kyle knows what it will prove: Kelsey is a slut too. A complete and total slut, just like Brandi and Abbie. Just like him.


Chapter 7 Zoe is indiscreet 

The three trainee maids sat in the canteen in silence. The jabbering and giggling from the other maids rolled around them like fog from another, alien world. They eat their salad and fruit but taste nothing. 

Nor can they endure eye contact. Their shame crushes them. How can anyone speak to them knowing they are complete sluts?

“Oh my. What long faces!” 

Zoe has skipped up to their table with a tray of salad and pasta plus her customary zing.

“What on earth …. Oh!” She puts her fingers to her lips, her eyes full of genuine remorse. “Whoops. Sorry I forgot. It’s your first Friday here. You just had the first class after your assessment. Aw.”

Brandi muttered, as much to herself as the other maids, “It was horrible. They are sadists.”

Kelsey shushes her. “Someone will hear.”

“Aw.” Zoe snuggles on to a chair, as effervescent as ever. “Still. Best out in the open yes?”

The three trainee maids stare at the experienced maid with wonderment. Did she really just say that?

“I mean,” Zoe continued, “and Miss Richter explained all this to me. If you hide something, repress it, I think she said, well, it will just explode eventually won’t it? But now you can never hide it or pretend it ain’t so. Because it is so. And if it is so then that’s what we are. Oh raspberries in the salad. Mmmm.” She plucked the red fruit from her plate and sucked it into her mouth. When she noticed the others looking to her for a further explanation she sighed, “I forget the rest. Oh ask Miss Richter I’m just a maid.”

Brandi sighed and spoke slowly, “Even if I was a slut, perhaps I would prefer not to know.”

“Exactly,” Kyle agreed dropping his fork on to his plate. “Before coming here we dressed up in our time, had our feelings, our urges, you know.” The two trainee maids nodded and hummed in agreement. “Then we finished what we had to do and removed the maid’s dress. Now, no matter what I am wearing I will know what I am. I can't escape it anymore.”

“Well …” Zoe thought hard with her finger to her lips. She made to say something but then thought better of it and her eyebrows knitted. “It has been explained to me, I’m just too dumb to explain it. Let me try! OK?” She sat up straight, giggling. “We are all sluts really. Else why would we want to dress like this and want to obey other people? Hmmm?” Seeing the frowns on the other maids’ faces she followed suit and mimicked their frowns. “Oh well, Miss Richter explains it much better than me.”

Kyle nodded, “Yes I will chat to her about it later. She is very helpful.”

Kelsey and Brandi agreed quickly. 

“She knows so much,” Kelsey sighed.

“And always has time to explain stuff,” Brandi added.

“Anyway,” Zoe’s eyes grew large. “That is nothing compared with what happens later. I mean before you go up for your first day at the bar.”

“Before?” Kyle said. “You mean when we go up to the bar tonight as maids.”

“No silly, before that.”

Brandi was shaken. “What do you mean? Before we go up to the bar? What on earth are we about to face?”

“Oh!” Zoe stuck her fingers to her pink lips, her eyes wide with regret. “Oh, I forgot. They don’t tell you before it happens. I think Miss Richter says it is because it will only worry us further. And worry lines are no good. That is why you get free Botox when you need it. And as for worrying,” she laughed as if telling a joke, “you’ve met poor Sammie!”

Seeing the Maids in Training staring at her with trepidation Zoe added, “Still. The way to look at it is, that we all have to do it.”

Kyle gripped Zoe’s hands. “What more can they do to us?”

“Oh. I shouldn’t have said anything. Please don’t tell anyone. I am always getting into trouble. Honestly I thought you knew, but I guess you didn’t, ‘cos if you knew then I would have known before it happened to me. And I didn’t know. Well at least I don’t think I knew. No I didn’t …”

“Zoe!” Kyle cut in flabbergasted by her dizziness. “Please concentrate. What happens before we go upstairs? Tell us.”

Zoe considered long and hard. “Forget I said it. Best you don’t know. Though you will know soon I guess. I mean, I know. ‘cos it will have happened and once it happens then you will know. Didn’t I tell you that?”

Her face lit up with a smile as if she were the cleverest maid in the world.

“Did you come top of the dumbest maid competition?” Kelsey demanded through gritted teeth.

Zoe giggled. “I don’t think they have one, but I bet I would get a gold star in it.” Her eyes narrowed as she stared innocently at Kelsey, “though not as many as you perhaps.”

Brandi sighed. “There’s nothing any of us can do about it. Our owners are horrible to us so they won’t help.”

“And looks like I will have a Mistress soon,” a dejected Kelsey slumped back in her chair before remembering to sit up straight and adopt sitting Position One.

“Soon?” Kyle asked.

“Yes. My Mistress has an exam to do, tomorrow morning, to become a Mistress Level One.”

Brandi cut in. “Oh mine will taking the Mistress Level exams this afternoon apparently. God only knows what they are teaching her. Scares me rigid.”

“Oh,” Kyle shook his head. “Mine became a Mistress Level One yesterday.”

“Wow,” Zoe spluttered. “She must be a real domme! Most take 6 days to reach Level One.”

“I don’t think she is a real domme to be honest.” Kyle said, “I think she is just being pushed by my horrible owner Mister Harrison.”

“Oh yes,” Zoe agreed. “He is one of those guys who always gets whatever he wants. If he wants her to be a Mistress level One then that’s what she will be.”

“I am just looking forward to Sunday night when I can get out of this madness and sit down with my …” Brandi paused for a long time, anxious no one had spotted she was about to say ‘my wife,’ “with my Miss Parker. Especially without the dreadful Mister Stempel who now thinks I should address him as Master. Oh God.”

Zoe flapped her hands. “Oh silly, don’t worry about that. They are just out to impress your Mistress by undermining you.” She beamed a huge grin as if that statement made everything all right.

Kyle folded his arms, realised what he had done and immediately dropped his hands more ladylike into his lap. “Zoe. Some of us don’t want to be undermined in front of our Mistresses.”

Kelsey learned forward conspiratorially. “Mister Edwards always makes me crawl before Miss Thornton.” She mimicked a deep voice, “Get down on all fours like a puppy, girl!”

The maids smiled and Brandi giggled, “And Mister Stempel thinks it hilarious if I bend over in front of Miss Parker. I mean it is degrading, but I always do a little wiggle!”

Zoe lowered her voice to join the gossip, “and you wonder why they call us sluts!”

The maids laughed. Kyle felt relaxed and at ease with three other like-minded people.

Encouraged by this Zoe sucked in a big lungful of oxygen and in a mockery of a male voice rattled off: “And get that arse wriggling girl. Get your knickers off. And I mean now. Get your necklace lock sorted before I sort it for you!”

The maids are laughing now, relaxed with like-minded friends sharing the same emotions all facing the same predicament.

“And get your hands behind your back!” Kelsey added to everyone's giggling. 

Kyle asked, “Oh Zoe, What’s a necklace lock?”

Zoe leaned over the table in gossip mode. “Well. We can hardly wear our collars when out shopping can we? I mean guys will hit on us and women will be bitchy or jealous, or both. Anyways. They have lockable necklaces so that we don’t wear the big ownership collars. Look.” 

Zoe pulled down the front of her maid’s uniform to reveal a silver chain around her neck with a ring hanging at the front and a small identity dog tag with words engraved on it. 

“So this says who my owner is and that I am a dumb maid. Cool eh? My Master says I can never get lost now.”

The three trainee maids looked at her with mouths gaping.

“Oh Miss Richter will explain it better than me. Masters aren’t very patient and your Mistress will probably just start laughing when you chat about stuff like this. So best ask Miss Richter.”

“I have a few questions too,” Kyle said. “Ones I think you’ll know a little about.”

Zoe wrinkled her nose. “I don’t like questions. No matter what answer I give I always end up with a sore bottom.”

Sighing Kyle pointed out, “well no one in this room will be giving you a sore bottom.”

As if unconvinced Zoe shrugged. “You have to be quick with your questions then. You have your really important dance class soon. I don’t want us to be late. You know what Miss Latour is like. A stickler for discipline.”

“What’s a waist trainer? Sammie says it isn’t a corset.”

Zoe giggled. “Oh Sammie, isn’t she so funny. The biggest tramp in the club and she pretends she isn’t. Oh right. Well, a corset sort of holds you in and shapes you doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

Kyle found it difficult to be patient with Zoe sometimes, even though as a guy he knew he’d love to spend time with her. So cute, so undemanding, so easy to get on with and such fun. A girl who would do anything for you and be grateful for the opportunity.

“Well, a waist trainer trains your waist.”

Brandi sighed. “Zoe, without just rearranging the words of the question, please answer it. What does a waist trainer do? My Master told me I had one and not a corset but wouldn’t tell me why.”

Zoe seemed offended. “I may be dumb but not I am not stupid, well I can be I guess. Oh right. Well when you remove a corset your body reverts to its old shape. Which is a shame. So that’s why we have waist trainers. They train the body to keep the shape. Miss Richter will tell you about it. Apparently the Victorians used them to squeeze up the bottom ribs. They are called floating ribs and can be adjusted and eventually fixed into a new higher position. So hey presto, narrow sexy waist and the maid’s dress fits soooo perfectly. Clever eh? Right we must get to the dance room.”

Kyle placed his palms on his narrowing waist. He could see Kelsey doing the same, her face a picture of fear.

“But Zoe our waists will return to their normal shape?” Brandi asked, her mouth hanging open. “You know, after we remove these waist trainers.”

Zoe was on her heels. “Come on. We mustn’t be late. Return to your normal shape? No silly! The waist trainer changes you into to your new normal shape. Wow. And you girls say I am dumb!”

“That’s dreadful!” Brandi said.

Zoe screwed up her nose. “Don’t know about that but it makes your bum stick out more.” Then she giggled and wriggled her pert bottom. “Can’t complain about that can you?”

Kyle gushed out yet another question. “Zoe! The spider gag, what is that?”

Zoe paused staring at Kyle as if he has just landed from another planet.

Brandi rose, pushing down her skirt with her hands. “A spider gag? That sounds disgusting. I hate spiders.”

“Oh look at us gassing away down here.” Zoe shook her head. “You’ll find out soon enough.” She stared into the distance at some horrible memory and then shook herself. 

“Anyways when you are made to wear one then you won’t want to find out. Come on. I am not supposed to use a leash on you now you are trainees.” She giggled to herself leading them out of the canteen. “Though personally I love a leash.” 

“The spider gag!” Kyle persisted. “That is what you were forced to wear. For being naughty. In the bar last night. A spider gag.”

Zoe winced. “Oh girls. There are just so many different gags. You wouldn’t believe it. Have they shown you the funnel gag? Oh. That scares me! Awful. Or the forniphilic gags? They make me giggle sometimes. Dominants are so inventive. Aw, but look at me prattling on when you have to all this to face.”

Kyle stopped. “What to face?”

Zoe performed her cute Position Ten with finger to lips, twisting her shoulders to and fro, as if a child. “Whoopsie. My owner says I blather on too much and get myself into trouble. I see what he means now. Don’t worry. Er, Nothing. Honest. Now come along.”

Kyle, Brandi and Kelsey followed in troubled silence.


Chapter 8 The Kitty Rehearsal

The dance room was almost the same as when the Maids in Training had last been put through their dance routines. 

Almost.

Almost, but not quite the same.

Miss Latour was the same, with her ramrod straight back, bug toothed smile and effervescent theatricality in her every mannerism.

She wore the usual dancer’s leotard and flat boots, though this time she had a riding crop stuffed down the back of her belt and set at a steep angle to avoid her rounded dancer’s bottom.

The room was surrounded by the usual array of mirrors and bars along the walls, with the familiar stage sitting, as it always had done, at the one end of the hall.

The difference was that the hall was now full of chairs, all lined up in rows facing the stage, turning the dance room into a small theatre.

Miss Latour clapped her hands briskly. “Girls, girls! Quickly. We have so much to do before the performance.”

Performance? The maids eyed each other before surveying the organised seating. What performance? Knowing the stern teacher’s attitude to any queries no one dared raise a hand to ask a question.

“Follow me!”

She set off with a no-nonsense pace guiding the maids up the steps and onto the stage. As soon as they reached the rear grey curtain Kyle stopped. In the wings stood two overweight, shirt-sleeved guys hunched over control boards and sound mixers. They looked like nerds.

What was happening? Suddenly the lights above them flashed in various golden colours. So brilliant was the illumination that for a moment Kyle was blinded. Then the lights faded down.

Miss Latour sighed, put her hands on her hips and glowered at the technicians. 

“Boys! You are frightening my girls. Do the lighting check when we are in makeup.”

“Yes Miss Latour.”

“And you should know by now that the sound check is done with the rehearsal.”

“Yes Miss Latour.”

Sound check? Rehearsal? What was happening? Was there going to be a show?

Walking past the sound and lighting guys Kyle felt a quiver of excitement as he noticed them eyeing him up. He put a little more effort into his wiggle though he wasn’t slutty enough to smile at them as Brandi did. Kyle noticed Brandi’s fingers twitch, it was all the slut could do to resist a girly finger wave at the lads. He heard Kelsey giggle behind him, like the real slut she was. Kyle shook his head. I mean these guys weren't Masters for heaven’s sake. 

Though there was an undeniable frisson when he heard their collective intake of breath as the three maids sauntered passed them.

The dance instructress guided them down some curling, rickety wooden steps along a dark passageway beneath the stage towards the dressing rooms. The area was in direct contrast to the vibrant modern dance club above them. It even had a musty odour of damp and the walls were cracked.

From the passageway they entered the brightly lit dressing room, where three hairdressers stood behind a row of make-up chairs. There must have been at least ten chairs lined up around the room, each facing a large well lit mirror.

Kyle felt concerned. Why were they never told anything? 

Oh! Behind the chair to which he was directed stood Amber, the girly hairdresser who had styled his curls and arranged his make-up on the first day. They smiled at each other, and perhaps in another place would have given each other a sweet hug.

Taking his seat in the plush soft leather chair Kyle smiled bravely at Amber, who immediately leaned in very close to whisper, “Now don’t let it get to you. We all have to do it.”

The smile slipped from Kyle’s face. Do what?  He wondered. What shouldn’t ‘get to’ him?

A clap from Miss Latour. “Now girls, on stage in twenty minutes I want the cutest little kitty faces the world has ever cooed over. Get on with it.”

Kitty faces?

Kyle had never felt so helpless. He wasn’t allowed to even ask anything let alone take control of the situation. If there were to be a Trade Union for Maids, then the first item on the agenda should be ‘girls ought to be allowed to ask any questions at any time. Especially when they are nervous and ignorant about all that was happening to them.’

Amber leaned across him and Kyle could detect her familiar, flowery perfume. The hairdresser stuck a picture on the mirror showing a sexy girl decorated with a kitten face. It was like a face painting on young children at a fair or kiddie’s party. The tip of the nose blackened, three whiskers drawn either side of the lips which were made to smile upwards at the corners of the lips, like the tiny mouth of a smiling pink lipped kitten. The eyes were heavily darkened at a slightly oriental angle. Set into the hair were the most charming fluffy pink and white ears Kyle had ever seen. 

Groaning ‘oh no,’ to himself he knew better than to say anything so he simply closed his eyes as Amber set to work.

First she wiped foundation around his face, then brought up some red colour in his cheeks. Either side of him the two other hairdressers busied themselves with the equally troubled Kelsey and Brandi.

Within minutes of being in the hands of the experienced Amber, his face in the reflection resembled that of the adorable girl in the picture. The eyes were sexily dark and angled, the lips pink and smiling, the nose a little black triangle and the whiskers drawn with aplomb on his face. He felt ludicrous, yet also hot in his chastity cage. When they released him on this upcoming Sunday he would see about getting some child make-up from the toy shop to emulate this look. He would have great fun playing with himself whilst appearing like this.

Amber tilted his chin one way and then the other examining his reflection until she nodded with smiling satisfaction.

“Good. Very good in fact,” she leaned close to Kyle’s ear and whispered, “I hope Miss Latour likes it.”

From a drawer she raised a head band with the out-sized furry pink and white cat’s ears and buried it amongst his blonde curls so that the ears poked forward. She then used hairclips to secure it to his head. “Can’t have too many clips Abbie. You don’t want it falling out whilst dancing.”

Kyle groaned.

It was soon secured so well he knew that even if he were to be hung upside down the ears would remain shamingly in position.

“Excellent girls.” Miss Latour strode behind them tickling at their head bands and examining their painted faces. “The cutest little kitties outside of a nursery.”

The hairdressers laughed on cue and the three maids hesitatingly joined their mirth for fear of what would happen if they didn’t.

“Let’s have you standing girls. You have rested enough.” Once the maids were back on their heels she announced, “Tails girls. Big fluffy tails!”

From one of the many cupboards the stylists brought forward three thick, black, stiff belts. Each curled in a circle, and from its rear an outsized furry tail curled upwards.

“Oh no, please,” Kyle muttered under his breath trying to ensure that Miss Latour wouldn’t hear him.

Miss Latour turned smartly to take in a shocked Kyle. “Did I hear someone say something?”

Swallowing Kyle shook his head and looked away.

Amber pulled the circular band so that it opened, allowing her to pass it around Kyle’s waist just over the apron. When she released it the spring catch ensured Kyle felt it grip him as if a man had taken hold of his waist. Behind him he heard a second catch engage and knew the tail was fixed on and that he dare not interfere with it.

Seeing Kelsey and Brandi in their kitty outfits, looking so silly made him giggle out loud. They were ridiculous, yet sexy. Pure play toys. The two other maids took him in and also laughed. Soon the tension broke as revelled in their childishly foolish appearance.

“Mignon! Excellent girls. The audience will just simply adore you. They will devour you all up with fresh cream.”

A thrill trembled through Kyle’s tummy catching his breath. He caught sight of himself in the array of mirrors as he turned to get a better look and noticed with shock how the tail wagged as he moved. His exhilaration twisted immediately into a groan. He looked ludicrous. Everyone would be laughing at him. So why did he feel so aroused in his chastity cage?

In the reflection he noticed the terror in Brandi’s eyes but also noticed how Kelsey was practicing wiggling to ensure the tail flicked back and fore like a metronome. No doubt the tramp was hoping to draw attention to herself. Kyle shook his head. What a complete slut!

“Ok my little coquettes. At five minutes before the performance, three maids will attach a leash to your collars. Girls, please show them.”

Amber clipped a lead beneath Kyle’s chin to his collar. 

“Oh pas mal du tout. They will lead you slowly up the steps. And I said slowly! I don’t want any girls breaking their ankles! And then you pause in the wings. Oh how wonderful it will be. The audience! Full of expectation. Buzz, buzz, buzz. Wonderment. Anticipating a hot dance. And you my little cherubs all nervous and helpless ready to satisfy their needs. I feel giddy at just the thought.”

She clapped her hands quickly. “Rehearsal. Lead them up to the wings girls!”

The tug on Kyle’s leash pulled him forward out of the dressing room, along the dimly lit smelly corridor and up the shaky steps to the bright golden lights.

Butterflies nibbled inside him. If he were allowed to run and hide in one of the wardrobes then he would do so. They paused at the edge of the stage as Miss Latour fussily wiggled past them. “And the music is loud. Boom, boom, boom, boom. Four, four, four, four.”

She stood at the centre of the curtains peeking out over the imaginary audience. “And the music falls to silence. And Miss Hall stands here. The audience, they applaud. Clap, clap, clap. And Miss Hall thanks them all. Blah, blah, blah she will go. Finally she introduces the three new maids in training. Then the music picks up. Music please!” 

Thumping bass notes shook the room. 

“You will then be led out. Lead them out girls. Slowly. Tres élégant. Gracieux. That’s it. Plenty of time. Revel in the moment. They love you. They will adore you. Oh my, oh my!”

Kyle was first. Amber directed him out to the centre of the stage close to Miss Latour, marching in time with the rhythm. Kyle stopped in his heels, staring out at the hall.

Already six of the front seats were taken. Three men, each paired with a maid, sat as three couples with a few empty chairs between them. So one couple was a few seats in from the left, the next in the centre seats and the third couple some seats in from the right. 

The men laughed and clapped and the maids blushed and giggled.

Kyle wanted to die.

Amber wiggled in perfect synchronicity with the music to the front of the stage hauling the reticent Kyle. She then crossed over to the right side bringing him to a halt with one of the couples directly in front of him. He saw the guy grin and shake his head whilst the maid ogled him from head to foot. He was slightly balding at the front and wore on of those silly Van Dyke beards. When he grinned he showed a huge array of teeth. He gave Kyle the shivers. Surely he was aware that he wasn’t ogling a real girl? 

As for the maid, she puckered her pink lips and narrowed her eyes. Did she look jealous? Jealous of the attention he had? This was crazy.

Brandi was brought to the far left side on her leash by her hairdresser and finally Kelsey was led by her hair stylist to the middle. The three maids took cautious, fearful glances at each other and held their breaths.

“Oh so wonderful.” Miss Latour walked behind them. “Smile girls. Always smile. If anyone stops smiling we will pause the show and beat you all. Then we start again. Simple. Oh, a smile is like the sunshine on a wintry day. Warming the hearts of the audience.” 

Closing her eyes Miss Latour shivered at the thought of her girls entertaining the crowd. Kyle and the other two kitty maids exchanged glances of ‘what should we do now?’ before surreptitiously shrugging at each other. The dared not do anything. After a long moment of reflexion Miss Latour opened her eyes and raised her arms. 

“At this point the maids will release your leads. Please do so girls.”

As Amber unclipped the leash from his collar Kyle felt oddly exposed and vulnerable. When he was on the lead he knew what to do. He just followed the one holding the leash wherever that person went. He didn’t have to think and he couldn’t get into trouble. But now he was deserted, alone, on stage before these three couples. Worse, he was dressed a sexy kitty maid and knew he appeared both amusing and erotic.

“So the maids, they retire. Excellent girls. That’s it. So only my little cherubs remain on stage before their admiring public. Now girls you will be in those places for the performance. Exactly those places. You will see a small blue cross on the stage just by your toes.”

Kyle saw two strips of blue tape cut to form a cross on the wooden platform. He could also see the marks where previous stickers had been placed.

“It is your marker to hit. The couple in the chairs below you will be your Master and Mistress. Your owners will be thrilled to see you displayed directly before them.”

Kyle gritted his teeth. This was horrific. In no way would he stand here before his wife, Madison, and that horrible tormenter Mister Harrison. Oh my god! He felt like fainting. Mister Harrison would be laughing at him and what on earth would Madison think, seeing her husband on a stage attired in this manner? 

“You will make sure you smile at them and execute a little girly finger wave to your Mistress. This will reassure your Mistresses. Brandi! Why is your hand up?”

Kyle moaned, and now Brandi was going to make this worse for them all.

“Please Miss Latour I don’t want to do this. I can’t do this.” Her eyes flooded with tears.

The man sitting opposite her, in the very position her owner would be sitting, guffawed, revelling in Brandi’s discomfort.

Miss Latour ambled up to the kitty maid plucking her crop from behind her back. “Oh? Really?”

“Please Miss, you don’t understand. Mister Stempel is just dreadful. He will say terrible things to my, erm, my Mistress about me. And my wi …my Mistress, Miss Parker, she is just as bad. Last night she told me to …”

The swipe across Brandi’s thigh made them all jump. The maid squealed and hopped on her heels as the hall fell silent, waiting for the next move.

“Silly girl.” 

The crop sliced at the other stockinged leg making the maid yelp and hop on her other foot. Her tail danced behind her. Even when she winced with pain the make-up ensured she appeared to be smiling with a hot smoky expression.

Kyle immediately adopted the variation on Position One which he had seen other maids use. The knee drops before the other whilst the hands remain at the sides with fingers outstretched at 90 degrees to the ground. Kelsey adopted Position Two with the hands behind her back. Neither of the maids wanted to be involved in Brandi’s foolish interjection.

“Do you honestly think anyone cares what you think? Eh? Do they?”

Whack!

Brandi yowled. “No Miss. No. Sorry. Please. I am so sorry.”

“Your only purpose in life is to serve others. What is it?”

Whack.

“Ouch! Yes Miss. My only purpose in life is to serve others.”

Whack

“Ow.”

“Do you have any other reason for existing?”

“No Miss. None. Really. I see that now.”

Miss Latour eyed the kitty maid suspiciously but finally nodded before approaching Kelsey waving the cane before her.

Kelsey stared straight ahead at the empty seats to the rear of the hall. If she didn’t look at the dance instructress then perhaps Miss Latour didn’t even exist.

“And you mon chéri. What is your only purpose in life?”

Kelsey squeaked, “To serve others Miss.”

Whack.

“Aooooh!”

“As a sentence stupid tramp!”

“My only purpose in life is to serve others.”

“Are you sure girl?”

“Oh yes Miss, yes.”

“Uh-uh.” Miss Latour fixed her eyes on the trembling girl until satisfied before making her way to Kyle.

Kyle loved the fantasy notion of the cane but had quickly learnt to hate its actual painful effects. The sound, the menace, the agony, all of it, terrified and sickened him.

“Abbie. The lovely but air brained Abbie.”

Kyle held his breath as the three men laughed at him.

“What is your reason for being girl?”

He started to speak but nerves made the words choke in his throat.

Whack.

A hot painful welt grew across the back of his thigh. He knew he would be feeling it even tomorrow.

“Oooh!”

Whack.

“Oh! Ow.”

“I am waiting.”

“My only reason in life is to serve others Miss.”

“Really girl?” She stood before him glaring into his soul. “Perhaps you might not like to stand here finger waving at your Mistress.”

He swallowed. “I would love to stand here finger waving at my Mistress, Miss. Please.”

“Show me!”

Kyle finger waved to the maid sitting where later on his wife would sit.

Whack.

“Ouch!” The pain sliced though his leg. Why did she strike him?

“Doesn’t a silly girl like you smile stupidly when finger waving?”

“Oh yes Miss Latour.”

Finger waving, Kyle smiled as wildly as he could feeling his tail wag behind him as he wriggled with the stinging sensations from both thighs.

“Hmmm. Let me see all you girls finger waving at your Mistresses.”

The kitty maids complied immediately with the instruction.

Kyle ensured his smile was fixed and as genuine as he could make it despite the fear and humiliation racking through his body.

“Enough girls. I promise they will wave back. When they do that they will feel a girly connection with you. You will know they are happy with what you are about to do. We don’t want your Mistresses to think you are being forced to do anything against your will do we?”

“No Miss Latour,” Kyle and Brandi said quickly. Kelsey quickly added her ‘no Miss Latour,’ slightly late and stole a quick frightened glance at the dance teacher.

Miss Latour seemed content with their response. “Excellent my splendid nymphs. My little babes in the wood. My kitty kitties. Then your Mistresses can relax in the arms of your Master and enjoy the show you are about to perform for them. And my little minxes, there is not one thing you can do to stop it!”

Kyle already knew he would not be performing this degrading cabaret for her or anyone else’s pleasure. As soon as they were safely off stage he would kick up a stink. He was sure Brandi would support him. But right now he was too frightened to even think straight let alone challenge the powerful little Miss Latour. How could a woman, barely five foot in height create such an aura of fear?

“Ok boys,” she called out to the wings, “Music. Girls listen to those opening beats. On the forth beat you move. Here we go.”

The by now easily recognisable Bettini track thumped over the speakers. It was louder than Kyle had ever heard before. A soon as it started he felt the bass notes shaking his body and vibrating his tummy. His toes tapped to the first three beats.

The lights flashed from gold to red and back again.

Miss Latour clapped. “And one and two and three and …”

Kyle moved like an automaton through his dance steps. Whenever he turned he could make out the other two maids with their cute ears, kitten make-up and bouncing, metronome tails. 

“And two, three, four …” Miss Latour clapped in time with the music studying her pupils with the steely eye of a perfectionist.

Kyle wiggled to the rear of the stage in perfect time with the other two. Bending precisely on the beat so that his hands caught his one ankle and he looked back through his stockinged legs at the audience. He felt sick. His wife will be sitting there watching his tail wiggling. What would she think of him? In the back of his mind the wonderful Miss Richter’s words flooded back to him. She always understood these matters. She had explained in an earlier chat how Madison would see Mister Harrison as a real man and he, Kyle, as a mere maid who needs protecting.

One and two and three … already Kyle was up, arms in the air in perfect time. He walked one foot before other foot towards the front of the stage. The man sitting before him let his jaw drop. Kyle imagined the erection in his pants and felt himself stiffen in the helpless confines of his cruel chastity belt. He had aroused the man, all by himself. A complete stranger was stimulated by him, Kyle. Oh my God, he needed to cum. So badly.

The music overwhelmed his body, controlling him as if he were in a trance. A puppet whose strings were tugged by rhythm and numbers. One, two three, four.

He continued his dance.

Over the top of the music he could hear the instructress: “More wiggle. More wiggle girls. Let’s see those tails jiggle.

The dance continued with Kyle realising the steps and movements were now automatic. They were ingrained. If the Bettini track were to be played in a crowded supermarket whilst he was out shopping then it would be difficult for him to stop himself from counting into the first steps. One and two and three and …

Kyle’s body was on autopilot as his own mind feverishly raced ahead.

Once they had left here and he was safe in the privacy of his own bedroom, with his wife Madison at work, he would perform this very dance act before the bedroom mirrors. Of course he would then be able to release his chastity belt and could cum like a real slut. He groaned. How hot would that be?

The last phase. He wiggled to the rear of the stage and exactly in time with the other maids bent fully over clutching his ankles and smiled through his stockinged legs at the audience.

The music stopped and the three men applauded and whistled appreciatively.

Kyle rose, blushing and grinning. Wow. That was exhilarating. Of course no way was he going to degrade himself like that before his wife and the bully Mister Harrison. Yet right at that moment he felt certain that if he could put his hand between his legs and rub himself through his panties he would cum – chastity cage or no chastity cage.

“Excellent my little petals. Now to the front of the stage and bow to your admirers. That’s it.”

Grinning from ear to ear Kyle ventured near to the front and bowed.

“Waggle those lovely tails like the sluts you are.”

Kyle obeyed, delighting in every move.

“Excellent. Position One girls.”

Kyle dropped one knee before the other and clasped his hands before him in classic Position One style.

“Now Miss Hall will say a few words. Thank you all for coming here and enjoying our little show. And blah blah blah. She will go on, and on. You know what she is like. Then your owners will be invited on to the stage to change the lock on your collar for one of those new-fangled devices of their own. And Miss Hall will go blah blah blah.”

Kyle blinked. Lock of their own? What did that mean? Why wouldn’t anyone explain anything to them?

“Finally your owners will release you upstairs for the bar work. Your first day on duty. My, my you will sleep well tonight young ladies.” 


Chapter 9 The Quiet Dressing Room

In the dressing room the three kitty maids were as silent as a wood on a still day. Their spirits crushed by the weight of the consequences of them joining The Club Zero 9.

They were alone. The dressing room door had been locked, though they were told they would be allowed to use the toilets if they asked particularly nicely.

Water and fresh fruit were laid on for them but none of the ‘girls’ felt like taking so much as a sip of water.

Worse, they could not sit back in the hairdressing chairs as that would distort their tails, leading to a maid with a broken tail and a severe punishment to follow. 

So, like the other Maids in Training, Kyle perched on the front of the hairdresser’s seat, his skirt splayed out about him, his chastity device touching the soft leather through his tight panties. Occasionally he would rub his cage covered cock against the supple material in the hope of finally being able to cum. The movements were ineffectual and left him feeling even more thwarted.

“I hate this!” Brandi said at last, as her voice grew progressively louder. “Hate it, hate it, hate it.” Her hands flapped as she spoke before coming to a rest as two clenched fists in her lap. “Well I am not going to debase myself before my wife and her, her, I don’t know what to call him. My owner! Pah. How can anyone own anyone?”

Brandi cut in quickly with a confidence that stunned Kyle, “Slavery has been abolished. Hasn’t anyone told them here?”

Kyle nodded but had to put his fingers over his mouth to stop him from grinning. It was so amusing to see a kitty maid, with her fixed smiling face trying to look cross. Whatever Brandi did or said she would still appear impossibly cute and sexy. The smile vanished as Kyle took in his own visage in the mirror beyond Brandi. There an absurdly adorable kitty maid looked back, dropping her fingers from her smiling lips and widened her eyes that had been curled up at the edges in an oriental fashion. Madison could not see him looking like this!

For a moment the three maids felt hope but then the reality of the club’s grip on them further crushed their spirits.

Kelsey hung her smiling kitty head. “I wish I had never come here. No one listens to us. Any of us. Do this, fetch this, pour that, do the other then do the first thing again. And it’s yes Miss, no Miss and yes Sir, no Sir.”

She emitted a long sigh before dropping her chin into her hands.

Kyle spoke last: “I am definitely not going to do that horrible dance thingee upstairs. No matter what they do. They can whip me until I cannot sit down. I still won’t do it.”

“I hate being caned,” Brandi said. “In my daydreams it is always so cool. But in reality you cannot choose when someone is going to beat you. So you get beaten whether you want it or not. It is so unfair. And oh my how it hurts.”

The door thumped open making the kitty maids jump. After a few days training at the Club they were terrified by any sound.

Miss Hall and Miss Martinique exploded into the room as if the world was in a hurry.

Miss Hall wore her usual matronly, sensible clothes with the tall Miss Martinique the epitome of the dominatrix in her body-hugging leather outfit.

“Girls, oh do please stand up straight when a Mistress enters the room.” Miss Hall rolled her eyes at Miss Martinique. “I sometimes wonder if we are wasting our time with these stupid maids. That’s better. Any variation on Position One will be adequate for purpose. Excellent. Now then, Miss Latour tells me you are all in wonderful spirits and had an excellent dress rehearsal. She did mention that you had to be reminded about your smiling!”

Miss Hall’s glare was like the light from some fearsome lighthouse that made the girls gasp and swiftly fix their smiles.

“Better! The hairdressers will check your make up before you go out. I will not tolerate any of you showing up this great club with any sloppiness. I tend to think that lip gloss should be touched up every hour and your hair and eyes at least checked at the same time. Don’t you Miss Martinique?”

“Indeed Miss Hall. Sometimes a bum warming is a little late. The miscreant maid would have already been tramping all over the Club showing us up.”

Miss Hall eyed Kyle as if he had deliberately been naughty. “We must be particularly careful today, especially as one of you little madams, no names mentioned, is the property of Mister Harrison, our C.E.O.”

Kyle swallowed, thinking it wasn’t his fault that Mister Harrison was his owner!

Then she softened. “I must say you do look delightful. We do this every week. Every Friday and I must say I always feel a bit emotional seeing you look all cute and girlish.” She turned to Miss Martinique, “Oh, my word, when you think about how bratty their behaviour was on the first Monday.”

“I hope they appreciate it,” Miss Martinique said smiling.

“Doubt it,” Miss Hall muttered. “Now then, you know your positions on the stage. Don’t get it mixed up. The last thing we want is you standing before the wrong owners. I haven’t seen it happen nor do I wish to see it!” 

Once again her glare made the maids gulp in fear.

“Ensure the blue cross marker is just before your toes.”

Kyle was looking for an opportunity to raise his hand. When given permission to speak, he would explain he was not going through with the debasing spectacle to be performed before his wife. He wouldn’t be rude. He would be very polite, like a good girl, but he was putting his foot down. He would be courteous and quietly explain it was a degradation too far, no matter what the punishment was. That would be the end of it. He would soon be driving home with Madison and they would be able to put all this nonsense behind them.

“After your performances upstairs we will get you ready for what you have all been waiting for: serving in our wonderful bar as trainee maids.”

“Please Miss Hall I am not going to do it!”

The room’s temperature turned to freezing as if they had stepped into refrigerator that had been turned up full blast. 

Kyle held his breath cursing the stupid Brandi. She was always getting them into trouble with her mouth yet again. When would she learn?

“Young lady!” When you wish to speak to a dominant what should you do?”

“Sorry Miss Hall. Really I am. I forgot.”

“Forgot?”

Miss Hall advanced on Brandi and whipped her hand across the kitty maid’s face despite her being a foot taller. The smack echoed around the entire world. 

“What do you do?”

Brandi was tearful. “Please Miss Hall if I wish to speak I should raise my hand like a good girl.”

Miss Hall grabbed her ear beneath the kitty ears and Kyle tried to vanish. He hated it when one of the mistresses was angry, anything could happen.

“If you don’t wish to spend your first night in the bar wearing a spider gag and no skirt then you best rethink your manners!”

“Oh yes Miss Hall. I will Miss Hall. I promise Miss Hall!”

Miss Hall walked away apparently satisfied the point had been made. “Good. Now then young lady, you are not going to do what?”

Brandi glanced to each of the other maids for support but both her colleagues fixed their eyes on the ground, desperate not to be included in Brandi’s insane interjection. Kyle shifted uneasily. This was a nightmare.

“Well Miss Hall. I am grateful for all you have done. Truly I am. I have learned so much here and …”

“Oh do get on with it. Do you think the doms have time to listen to the inane jabbering of a mindless maid?”

“Well, no, no. Sorry. Yes. Oh. What it is, is that I don’t want to do the dance upstairs.” Suddenly Brandi started crying. “I mean it will be appalling. All those people. Dancing around in front of my, erm, Mistress and owner like that. I mean the dance is so ….I don’t know, and this outfit is so humiliating. It is the sort of costume a child would wear. And this kitty make up and these ears and …”

She stopped dead. Miss Hall and Miss Martinique simply studied the sobbing kitty maid with a look of impatient condescension, as if just waiting for her to stop yammering at them. 

A terrified Brandi’s mouth gaped until finally she said, “Kelsey and Abbie agree Miss!”

Kyle put his hand to his mouth terrified at being included. He had intended to say something but not as rudely as the naughty and stupid Brandi. He didn’t know how he would approach the subject but he felt certain he would have been heard out.

Kelsey stepped forward. “Please Miss Hall. I don’t think that.” She paused, swallowed and her yes grew as large as saucers. “But I won’t be doing the dance either.”

Kyle noticed that the two dommes were composed, they appeared unsurprised.

Miss Hall turned to look at Abbie.

What should he do? The others had said it. His mouth felt dry, he could still feel the lines of pain from Miss Latour’s crop on the backs of his thighs. Even his bottom was still sore from the beatings the previous day. He had to find the words. “I, er, well, I. I would rather not do it.” As he started speaking he gained more confidence, and was soon jabbering. “Please Miss Hall you can’t make us do it. It would be terrible and once it is done we couldn’t undo it. And my, er, Mistress would remember it for the rest of her life. And …”

Miss Hall raised a hand to stop Abbie in his tracks. She ambled over to a computer near the door, sat down and turned it on. The little screen flicked on but at the same time a larger TV display on the wall also burst into life. They were clearly linked.

Kyle didn’t know what was about to happen but he knew he would dread it. Suddenly he wished he had just gone out and danced before his wife and owner. Just got it over and done with. Nothing positive came out of making waves in here. It was never worth complaining or questioning an instruction.

Miss Hall tapped away at the keyboard before glancing up at the large display.

Kyle recognised the images immediately, it was of Brandi during her assessment. A big close up of her gasping face in the throes of an orgasm that would never arrive. She looked out of the screen with half closed eyes, “I am a slut.” After a moment she mumbles, barely able to speak, “I am Brandi and I am a complete and total slut.”

The shot cuts away to the wide view of her being taken from the rear as the second man pushes his cock into her mouth. A mouth that is clearly eager to receive the member and sucks it up whole. The video stops and the picture grows grey.

Miss Hall twisted around on her seat, asking a question to which she already knew the response. “So Brandi. Shall I play this to your Mistress? Hey? Shall I?”

“Oh my God no. No. Not that. Please don’t show anyone that. I don’t know what came over me.”

Suddenly Brandi is on her knees, her hands clasped together, tears rolling down her cheek. “No, no. No please. Please no.”

Returning to the console Miss Hall hits the keys and the picture changes. This time it is a close up of Kelsey.

“Yes, Sir. Oh yes I am a slut Sir. Yes My name is Kelsey and I am a complete and utter slut.”

In the dressing room Kelsey throws her face into her hands blubbering.

An evil smile lights up Miss Hall’s face as she glances at Kyle. “I am sure you will be different Abbie. You aren’t a slut like them are you?”

“No, please Miss Hall, please don’t play it.”

Too late. Kyle sees his maid’s face fill the screen. A man’s hand holds him so that he looks into the camera lens with his far-away pre-orgasm appearance. Thunder rushes through Kyle’s head, he cannot hear himself utter the words, but he knows what he said. What he admitted to. 

He slumped onto one of the seats careful not to press the tail into the back of the chair. Somehow he is too shocked to cry, as if the tears are held back by the full realisation of his dilemma.

“So girls. I can call off the performance right now and simply play this to your Mistresses.” She paused leaving time for the full impact to hit the foolish maid’s minds. “Or else you can go out and perform for them. Make them happy and they need never know about your little presentation for those two men in the assessment room. How does that sound?”

Kyle felt sick. It was now obvious to him that the club had been dealing with reluctant maids for so long that once anyone embarked on the course of being a maid there was no return, no exit, no escape. You would fulfil what they demanded until being released on the Sunday. There was no alternative because by now the club knew exactly how to get its own way. The maids were ensnared and there was no escape until they reached the end of the program.

It was like getting on a plane, once the flight began you were trapped until it landed. 

The maids mumbled their acceptance.

“Excellent,” Miss Hall announced, rising from the chair. “I am glad that we all understand each other. So much better when silly maid’s misunderstandings are clearly explained to them. Excellent. Oh, and I do like a nice musical number.”

The dommes left the room and Kyle could hear them laughing as they walked down the corridor to the narrow steps.

After a long while the tearful maids looked at each other in their absurd childish kitty outfits and without prompting raced to the centre of the room for a snivelling group hug.


Chapter 10 Dance Room. Anticipation and Dread 

The defeated maids spent an agonising hour doing nothing but having their kitty make up repaired by the hairdressers and staring despondently at the smiling, erotic kitty maids in the mirror.

As sympathetic as ever Amber whispered to Kyle, “If you cry in the future, try to just dab at the eyes with one of the tissues. Else your face gets smudged and you spend all day doing running repairs. Oh and if you feel you are going to cry, get the tissues out quickly to stop the tears running. Oh, oh! If you want to get sympathy from a Dom then obviously let the tears cascade down your face. Have you been told about affecting a trembling lip?”

Amber raised her eyebrows, grew her eyes wide and Kyle watched as her bottom lip pushed out and trembled.

Amber giggled to herself. “Oh my you can get so many cuddles like that. And being allowed to stay up late! It’s just knowing when to let the waterworks happen. I think you will learn that in your second week.”

Kyle rested on the edge of the seat ensuring his tail would not be crushed, staring at his desirable yet humiliating countenance in the well-lit reflection. The last thing he would do is weep on purpose to gain sympathy. Yet this fearsome fate of dancing seductively before his Master and Mistress awaited him. It was now inevitable and he felt devastated.

Like an exam that has to be taken, he knew he would have to go through the pain of actually completing it. There was no alternative. The Club Zero 9 had shut down all escape routes. From the moment he had set foot in here he was being dragged on a leash along a specific, well mapped journey that was controlled by people with whom he couldn’t even communicate.

What an ideal way in which to control a maid: prevent them even saying anything, questioning anything or even knowing what will happen until it does. Ignorance isn’t bliss, it is a means of control.

His dick shrivelled in its wet cage. Throughout the day he had cum into his condom without any sense of pleasure or even relief. It was just an action that occurred when he was aroused, which despite his predicament seemed to be virtually continuously.

A bell rang in the distance. A theatre bell. From far away the muffled sound of doors opening could be heard.

The three maids held their breaths, listening to every muted sound as the audience entered the hall above them. Now there were deadened voices, chairs being scraped, women’s laughter. 

Kyle felt sick. He rolled forward putting his face into his hands but was caught by Amber. 

“No silly, don’t touch your face.”

Kyle stamped his heels on the floor. “This is absurd. I can’t do anything. I cannot say anything. All I do is obey any dominant who says anything.”

The hairdresser beamed. “Isn’t it cool?”

Zoe and two other maids entered the dressing room with coiled up leashes. Zoe half sat on the ledge of the counter opposite Kyle, obviously having overheard some Kyle’s squealing. “You know, I don’t know what I would do if I had to start thinking for myself again. Wouldn’t it be horrid if the doms made us do that?”

Amber sighed. “I could never go back to thinking for myself. Not now. If someone asks me if I want a big glass or a small glass for my drink of water I get flustered. But my owners are very considerate of me, they say I only need to phone them if I need a decision about anything.”

“Awwe.” Zoe screwed up her nose. “That is sooooo sweet.” Then she giggled. “You know my Master sometimes teases me by saying,” she adopted a deep cartoon voice, “‘what do you want to do now tramp’”

Amber laughed. “Oh isn’t he awful!”

“Yes but he loves it when I say,” she widened her eyes into that of a lost child’s as she raised the pitch of her voice, “Oh I don’t know Sir. I am only a silly airhead maid. You decide for me please.”

“Oh I do that too!” Amber confided with a huge grin. “Miss Richter told me about that trick to get in their good books.”

Kyle felt as if he had fallen into an Alice in Wonderland hole of perverse thinking.

“Isn’t she so adorable, Miss Richter?” Zoe beamed, “I don’t know what I would do without her. You know the other day I was having one of those self-pitying moods. Thinking all I ever do is housework and get punished and you know what? Miss Richter explained it all to me. I can’t remember what she said exactly, but it really made sense and cheered me up.”

Kyle now knew he was in insane world. He was studying both the maids to check if they were being serious or teasing. Yet there was an earnest honesty in their eyes as they spoke these absurd words. To them they were sharing truths. 

Kyle had to agree that Miss Richter was always helpful and took time to explain things to him in a way that other doms didn’t.

Another far off bell and Brandi leapt to her heels. “I can’t do this! It will be horrid.”

A maid hooked the leash to her collar and squeezed her hand. “Oh you will be wonderful, I feel it.”

Zoe fiddled beneath Kyle’s chin and he heard the click as the lead was fastened to his collar. The sickening feel returned as he was he was tugged to his heels. 

In the mirror he saw his tail spring to life and wag behind him. He wanted to cry again.

“Let me have a good look at you.” Zoe said as she brushed down Kyle’s skirt and fussed with the apron. “We don’t want Miss Hall finding any cause for complaint on your big day.”

Tears blurred Kyle’s view of Zoe. “Please, I don’t want to do this. I am terrified.”

“Aw. I am not surprised. Your first dance on stage.” She giggled. “By tonight you will be begging to be locked into the dance cages.”

“Dance cages?” Kyle swooned catching the chair to keep himself steady. What in hell are those?

Amber whispered in his ear, “Up in the bar silly. If you are good you can dance in them and attract the dom’s attention. It’s a real hoot. You never know who might take you home.”

Zoe giggled and tugged Kyle around to face the door. “I am as nervous as you are! You will be magic, you see.”

The door opened making the three kitty maids jump. 

Miss Latour breezed into the room her arms waving melodramatically and already speaking as if she had started her speech outside the door.

“My little cherubs. My special girls. Oh don’t you look wonderful. If I hugged you now I would crush you all to death. Now just remember. You will be conducted to the wings by your maid. And walk slowly. No rushing. Elegant, elegant, elegant. There you will wait. Oh my, my. The buzz. The adrenalin. The nerves. I love pre-performance preparation.”

Kyle gripped the chair for support. It was happening. Nothing was going to prevent it. He prayed for a miracle, prayed to a God he had never before thought of.

“You will hear Miss Hall, welcome ladies and gentlemen, blah, blah, blah. Then she will introduce you, her latest trainee maids. You will be led out to applause. Clap, clap, clap.” She turned her back and mimicked walking onto the stage with an overly wiggling bottom.

“Just follow the leash. No hurry. Elegance is all. Clap, clap, clap. Into position.” She turned to face the kitty maids, her eyes fixed on some distant mental image. “Then the other girls are led out. One at the time. At the front of the stage you should be able to look down and see both your owners. Clap, clap, clap. Leashes undone, clip, clip, clip. Maids leave the stage to applause.”

She waved her arms flamboyantly as if illustrating the show of appreciation. “Now you do the finger wave. Girly finger waves at your Mistress. And big smiles. Big, big, cute smiles.” 

Crunching her head into her shoulders as if suddenly bashful, Miss Latour raised a delicate hand and finger waved into space whilst giggling like a school girl. In her mind she was now an airhead maid on the stage ready to please the spectators.

“That way your mistresses will not feel any guilt about what they are seeing and can fully enjoy what they are about to see. Miss Hall will then say the last few words and the music will start.” She tapped her foot, her head nodding to an imaginary beat. “And listen, one and two and three and go. Excellent.”

It was as if the dance mistress had enacted the entire performance and was now exhausted. “So easy. How I envy you mes chéries. The lights, the audience, the tingling. Ahhh. Ok girls, lead them up.”

Zoe headed for the door, Kyle would be first. He felt the tether grow taut before tugging him forward. He wanted to grab the leash and pull back the maid. He wanted to shout. ‘Wait. Stop. No!’ But instead he allowed himself to be led into the dark, stuffy hallway. From there he could hear the voices quite plainly. How many people were in the dance hall? They headed up the narrow stairs. Glancing back he could see a terrified, wide eyed Brandi behind him. As the steps curled around he just caught sight of Kelsey shaking her head in horror, her curls being thrown one way and then the other.

Around the corner and up into the wings. One of the nerdy guys was checking his sound desk. The stage lights were dimmed to a bleak yellow glow. 

They came to a halt and now Kyle could hear the expectant crowd as clearly as if he were sitting out with them.

He groaned and resisted the temptation to scream out loud. The butterflies were now ravenous animals tearing at his insides. Then he saw Miss Hall, looking slightly smarter than her usual lacklustre appearance. She entered the stage from the opposite wing and raised her hand.

Kyle’s brain froze blank white. Dead. Not a clear thought disturbed his icy terror as the nightmare unfolded.


Chapter 11 Dance Hall Performance

“Ladies and gentlemen, Doms and Mistresses and those who do not matter,” Miss Hall paused for effect. “The maids.”

Kyle swallowed. Why must they always humiliate us?

The crowd laughed, relishing the put down.

“Thank you all for coming and sharing our weekly celebration of this wonderful Club of ours, and of course,” she lowered her voice, “the achievement of our fabulous teachers in educating three sissies up to the level of fully acknowledged Maids in Training at the Club Zero 9.”

A mixture of applause and laughter filled the hall.

Kyle stood behind the sexually exciting Zoe on the end of her leash, wishing he could be like her. She seemed to revel in her humiliations. Foe Zoe humiliation seemed to be like food and drink, adding to her confidence. Perhaps in Kyle’s darkest fantasy, those he experienced just before sleep, he too could have enjoyed what was about to befall him. Yet here in the cold light of actuality he was as close to weeping with distress as he could remember and had to struggle to keep from collapsing on the floor.

Meanwhile Miss Hall powered on, basking in her moment before her appreciative audience.

“Every Friday we are proud to have dragged kicking and screaming three airheads through the precise courses we have laid down. We have yet to fail in making them compliant, delicate and delicious creatures.”

A few claps with mutterings of approval.

“The maids may have their doubts, but, hey, what do they know?”

“Nothing!” the audience called back with hoots of laughter.

Kyle exhaled long and hard. How long would this go on?

Turning her head Zoe offered a big sympathetic smile and wrinkled her nose, “Isn’t Miss Hall wonderful?”

Kyle was lost for words. Didn’t she understand what they were doing to her?

“Of course they have barely begun the long march to perfection but they are sufficiently competent to serve in the bars of our very own club on this very night!”

Applause.

“Today they can barely clean a bathroom or cook a lasagne, yet one day, under our controlled lessons, with the finest of dominants as teachers, they will be level ten maids.”

“Zoe,” Kyle whispered, “I really need to use the bathroom.”

“Tsk. It's only nerves. Don’t worry.”

“So I want you to put your hands together and welcome on stage for your delight, gratification and pleasure our three latest successes! Abbie, Brandi and Kelsey”

Music boomed making Kyle step back with fear into the maid leading Brandi on her leash. Applause echoed around the hall and Zoe wiggled to the centre of the stage before the curtains. The leash grew taut until Kyle felt the familiar unyielding tug and was yanked onto the stage.

Oh my God, Oh my God. Oh my God.

As he followed Zoe he chanced a glance to his right but could see none of the audience, only glowing, dazzling lights. The music filled his senses. How could this be happening? There must have been at least a hundred people in the hall, all ready to witness his disgrace.

Having reached the middle of the curtains Zoe turned and was already walking towards the front of the stage. Kyle had no alternative other than to obediently follow. Now he could see the grey featureless figure of Miss Hall near a microphone. The lights behind her meant he couldn’t make out her face clearly, just see a silhouette. Suddenly he realised she was tapping her mouth at him.

As he drew closer he could see her eyes were wide with anger. 

What was the problem? He was following Zoe was he not?

Then he saw the matronly woman mouth ‘smile, bitch!’

He immediately let his face light up with a wide smile and Miss Hall nodded her approval, but with a glare that told him he would pay later for the lack of a smile. His gut turned and twisted.

Zoe gave a tug. Kyle hadn’t realised the maid had turned off to the right and he was close to the edge of the stage from where he could just about make out, through the dazzle of lights, that the hall was indeed packed, with some groups of men and women standing along the walls and near the doors. Maids were dotted about with trays of drinks and sandwiches.

He wiggled his bottom when walking as he had been taught on his very first day, the only gait he was now permitted. His skirt tickled the tops of his thighs and he was shamefully aware that from their angle the audience had a good look at his stocking tops and suspender clips. An horrific, mind numbing thought: would those in the front seats get a view of his humiliating chastity cage? How Kyle wished he could press his flowering maid’s skirt down to hide his underwear and other secrets.

Zoe brought him to a halt and smiled at him supportively. He wanted to cuddle her and cry. At that point she was the only kind person he knew in the club. The only one who seemed to understand what he was going through. Yet she was a mindless slut.

Suddenly he noticed Zoe was nodding to him. The maid looked down at the floor and then back at Kyle before nodding meaningfully at him again. What was the airhead doing now? Oh! Kyle remembered. He glanced down but couldn’t see the cross of blue tape. His position! Panic. Oh no. Zoe tugged his leash, he stepped back, and the blue cross appeared just before his toes. Oh thank God!

He then became aware of Brandi reaching the front of the stage only yards from him. Then Brandi’s maid led her to the opposite side of the platform. From there Brandi adopted Position One and raised a hand to give a finger wave at someone in the front seat.

Oh God. Kyle had forgotten! He was so nervous his mind was as blank as a freshly plastered wall.

Quickly checking along the seats before him he caught sight of Madison, only feet beneath him. He had totally forgotten she was to be there. It was as if his entire brain had been hoovered of all thought. She wore a white, tight, neck high, short dress, from which her bare legs extended, crossed thigh over thigh. She wore white heels and looked stunning. Above the dress Kyle could make out the awful collar Mister Harrison made them both wear. His property! He felt too sick to even contemplate what he would say to Mister Harrison when all this was over.

As Miss Hall had predicted, Kyle’s wife appeared anxious. She leaned forward in her seat, her hand grasping the arm of the man sitting beside her. Oh no! Mister Harrison! He was leaning towards her so she could rest against him for support. Her eyes were wide with concern. She mouthed ‘are you all right?’

He knew what he must do. Despite his crushed manhood making a final plea for him to stand up for himself he timidly raised his hand and offered a girly finger wave and toothy smile to his wife Madison.

She smiled back, nodded as if she understood, and returned the finger wave with one of her own.

Two girls together!

He was now aware that Kelsey was standing not far from him, also finger waving at a sexy woman in a red dress whom Kyle remembered from that first fateful day as Kelsey’s wife Emma.

In his fantasies Kyle had stood on a stage whilst dressed in sexy clothing. In his fantasies he had danced for an aroused audience. But here and now it was painful. He had no control whatsoever. The fantasy was that of someone else, for someone else. His own predilections, his needs were inconsequential. They had no value. He was only here to please others.

Miss Hall raised her hands and beamed. “Don’t they look scrumptious?”

The audience whooped and Kyle felt sure his bladder would burst or that he would vomit. He suddenly realised he was switching between Positions One and Two automatically with nerves, yet never breaking from the positions he had been taught. It was as if the stances were programmed deep into his thoughts.

“On my right hand side we have Abbie.”

The audience applauded Kyle, hooting their approval. Kyle smiled back and found himself doing his girly wave, an action that made him die inside. Why did he do it?

“And here in the middle standing nervously next to me is Kelsey!”

The same reaction but more heated? Perhaps because Miss Hall had said Kelsey was nervous and the audience wanted to calm her? Bizarrely, Kyle found himself wondering jealously why Kelsey had received the warmer reaction and soon found himself feeling resentful.

“And finally to my left, to complete the trio of air headed, obedient little tramps, let me hear it for Brandi!”

The crowd reacted and Brandi in turn did a curtsey to garner more reaction. Kyle cursed himself for not curtseying too. Clearly the audience liked that.

“Well, enough from me. Now don’t forget these three lovelies will be joining our other more experienced maids in the bar upstairs tonight. Trainee Maids have certain limitations as you all well know.”

The crowd laughed and Kyle wished he knew what they were laughing at. What restrictions? Why were they kept in the dark about everything?

“So here we go. Our weekly dance from the brand new maids.”

The crowd roared and thumping base music thundered through the sound system. Miss Hall had walked down the steps to take a seat in the audience. The lights grew intensely golden and then pulsated with the music.

Oh God! Kyle couldn’t remember the very first step. Should he lead with the left or the right high heeled foot? Should he go backwards or forwards. This was going to be a disaster and all before this audience. He knew he was seconds from bursting into tears.

The thumping disco beat gave way to the familiar club music of Bettini “Make Me Your Slave.” Miss Latour’s voice in his head, as clear as if she were standing next to him … ‘and one and two and there and …’

He stepped forward, elbows tucked tightly into his waist, his hips rocking. Four steps forward and he found himself at the edge of the stage. Beyond the edge of lighting sat his wife and Mister Harrison, now clear in his vision. They were staring up at him. Madison seemed shocked in an oddly amused way whereas the cruel Mister Harrison looked as if he found it all hilarious. Why was Madison amused?

But the music was a relentless slave driver. ‘And one and two.’

Hands to the hips, fingers forward, thumb pushing the hips out and turn and Miss Latour’s voice, her French accent clear in his mind, ‘and one and two and three and four and ….’. He emphasized his hip swing as he wiggled in time back to the curtain. ‘And again, one and two and three and four.’

Stop and look over shoulder. Smile. Must keep a big smile. And wiggle and smile and wiggle and smile. And then look forwards and wiggle in time. And then look over the right shoulder. Always keep the smile, must keep the smile. He had become an automaton.

All he could see from deep on the stage was the glow of the pulsating lights. It was like preforming in an illuminated fog.

And turn and forward and one and two. Kyle rolled his hips with his hands planted firmly on them as Bettini sang out her sexy lyrics. 

Now, back at the front he could see Mister Harrison with his arm around Madison who had her hands over her mouth. But her wide eyes displayed less amusement and more of a look of appreciative shock. She admired Kyle’s moves, yet appeared staggered he could do it.

And three and four and turn and wiggle away, one and two, heading back to the rear of the stage.

And stop and wait and bend at the waist. Then look back through the fog of radiances at the invisible audience that whooped and hollered as the maids rocked their hips in time with the music. How hard it had been on that first distant Monday to even bend, yet here he was, now doubled so his face cheeks were close to touching his knees. Legs kept straight. He could hear Miss Latour’s voice reminding him, ‘And wiggle and wiggle and wiggle in time.’

Kyle felt his dick explode inside his cruel chastity belt, pumping safely but fruitlessly into the condom with the single result of him feeling wet and uncomfortable between the legs. Of course there was no satisfaction for him, just further tormenting need.

The chorus cut in as Kyle bent over, wiggling, his rear facing the audience. This time he put both his hands on his one ankle and slid slowly upright with his body undulating as instructed. The dance routine drilled deep into his body muscles' memory. Then arms flung in the air so that his entire frame performed the slow wave, from ankles to his fingertips far above his blonde curls.

One and two and turn and legs apart, arms still raised. He stood with his body wholly exposed to the audience’s leer. The cat calls were so loud they could be heard over the top of the music. He could even hear women calling out.

Now with his body exposed, his arms raised high, he rolled his hips. First out to the right and one and two then flick to the left and four. Keep the smiles girls, Miss Latour emphasised in his mind. From somewhere he could hear her whispering ‘remember, the men want you. You are giving yourself to them. Feel free!’

Oooooh. He was in the middle of an orgasm that wouldn’t quite arrive, wouldn’t quite satisfy and there was nothing he could do but obey the dance structure and follow the moves laid down for him. His condom received another spurt that was wholly devoid of pleasure.

And one and two. Back to the front of the stage where he could see much of the audience though the hazy stage lighting. He wanted to avoid Madison’s eyes yet couldn’t. Somehow he was drawn to them. She was as shocked, amused and appreciative as before.

And two and three, with hands still achingly above the head he bent his knees to wiggle downwards until his bottom touched his heels. And three and four and the hands falling to the back of the head interlinking the fingers amongst the blonde curls. So he was crouched as low down as he could with his hands behind his back thrusting his tiny boobs at the audience.

Smile, must keep smiling. Legs fixed together as they move back and fore in rhythm. Now the steady rise up, with the chorus, ‘beat me, whip me, bind me.’ So high on heels and then hands thrust straight in to the air, as high as possible.

And repeat! Rolling down, still his hands are in the hair and thighs crushed together, rolling before the audience who would be checking up his short, flared skirt at the stockings and the tight white panties.

All Kyle’s movements are designed to tease and offer glimpses but little more.

Then up and twist and three and down, bent double and smiling through the legs.

And big finish, the rolling over the hips, slowly this time exposing the entire pantied bottom to the horny audience. 

The music finished and the crowd clambered to their feet with thundering applause. 

Kyle rose slowly, uncertain at first, but relief bubbled up within him. It was over. Joy fired through his mind. He felt good. He had done well. The audience loved him and suddenly he loved them. He grinned like a child at Christmas grateful for their admiration.

Madison shook her head with amused awe as if she never, ever would have suspected him capable of such moves. He smiled back and found himself doing his finger wave yet again to the cheering audience. He must stop doing that!

Then he giggled at his own silliness.

A squeal of mic howl and a thumping noise on the speakers told Kyle that Miss Hall was back on stage holding the microphone. He adopted a simple Position One and let his breathing return to normal after his exertions.

“Well there you have it. What a performance. And a big hand to our dance instructor Miss Latour. Without her these useless apologies for maids would be clumping about the stage like wounded water buffalo, looking totally lost!”

The crowd roared their approval and from the front of the stage Kyle could see Miss Latour rise to offer a florid arm-rolling acceptance of her applause.

Kyle felt miffed. What about his performance? He had completed the dance yet all the praise went to Miss Latour. It just wasn’t fair!

“I am sure you would all like to thank the Club as well for providing this wonderful entertainment.”

Again applause boomed out. Perhaps, Kyle thought, Miss Hall would now have them recognise the maid’s achievements.

He was disappointed.

“Finally let us not forget Mister Harrison who chases excellence from us all. A man who sets the standards others merely dream of.”

The thunderous clapping and cheering brought Mister Harrison to his feet. He was soon affecting modesty in accepting the reception with a bow of his head and an arm swaying out to include others in the praise.

Safe in the knowledge no one would hear him Kyle pouted and ‘grr’d’ like a wounded kitten. At least Madison wouldn’t be taken in by his false humility. Kyle had to a double take as he noticed his wife actually beaming and clapping her hands together quickly. Her face a picture of admiration and hero worship.

Wait until she hears what he is really like, Kyle thought. The terrible bully would be exposed as soon as they were safely away from the club.

“And now for your final entertainment. The maids will have their collar locks changed for one of their Master and Mistresses’ choosing. The latest locks as used in maximum security prisons. Impossible to pick. Virtually impossible to saw through.”

The crowd laughed and whooped.

“As you know, this means that the only people who can now remove the collar will be the Master and Mistress. No one else in the club will have access to it.”

Kyle stole a glance at Miss Hall. What was this about? Would Madison have a key? It would be terrifying if only the frightening Mister Harrison possessed the single means to release his steel collar. Impossible to pick? Cannot be sawn? There are only two keys? No third key safely on the clubs premises in case of emergency? Kyle shivered. No. This must not happen.

“I now invite the owners of these tramps to join us on stage, so that we can secure these minxes right now!”

The crowd laughed and with trembling heart Kyle watched as Mister Harrison tugged a reluctant Madison in her gorgeous white heels to the steps at the side of the stage. The other pairs of Masters and Mistresses of Kelsey and Brandi followed behind.

Kyle was proud that of all the maid’s owners Madison was the most stunning. Her white short dress made her look like a glamorous movie star. Did he also feel a tremor of pride that Mister Harrison was so tall? Or that he was the boss of the club? No, no. Mustn’t give into such feelings.

Moments later each of the maids had a Master and Mistress standing next to them. Kyle, as usual, felt diminutive and weak next to the powerful Mister Harrison. Madison reached out a hand to squeeze Kyle’s fingers in support.

“You should each have the key to the present lock. So unlock the girls!”

A cheer as Mister Harrison reached beneath Kyle's chin to unlock the collar. He felt it spring a little wider. He looked up at Mister Harrison with big eyes, pleading with him not to relock it.

“Now on the count of three press your new lock home. One …”

The audience picked up the counting. “Two. Three!”

Kyle felt his collar tighten around his neck and heard a hefty clunk as the new lock thumped home.

“And there you have it. Three newly secured little tramps totally beholden to their owners. I love Fridays!”

Mister Harrison held Kyle’s chin and grinned at him. “Mine forever. And I don’t even want you.”

Madison kissed Kyle’s cheek. “Oh don’t listen to him. He is teasing you. Of course we want you.”

Mister Harrison laughed, took her hand and led her away. Kyle fumed. How dare he drag his wife away from him like that. Arrogant sod! Madison glanced back over her shoulder, smiled and they exchanged the finger wave. Kyle cursed himself. He would have to stop doing that else she would never see him as her husband again.

A 'clipping' sound followed by a recognisable giggle. Zoe was back leashing his collar. 

She wrinkled her nose, whispering, “Aren’t you lucky to perform for everyone like that? Wait till we get you upstairs. Every Master and Mistress will want to see you performing in the dance cages.” 

Kyle grimaced. Would Zoe never understand? And what were the dance cages? Could they be as terrifying as they sounded?


Chapter 12 Changing Room, Changing Minds

The three kitty maids stood staring into space. Every time they glanced up they saw either a fellow kitty maid blushing hard like a traffic light, else they were tormented by their own reflection in the mirror. Every movement made the tail wag so they remained as still and frozen as mannequins as they averted their eyes from each other.

Brandi sniffed away a sob.

Kyle felt poorly, daring not remove the tail belt or wipe away the childish kitty make-up. Totally humiliated yet totally aroused. How he wished he were alone and could put his hand into his panties and rub his chastity cage hard. Even though he was aware it would only increase his torment, his groin cried out for physical attention.

Miss Hall and Miss Martinique entered with knowing grins.

Kyle clicked into Position One and braved a smile. The other kitty maids joined him.

Dowdy Miss Hall put her hands over the front of her sensible, knee length skirt and smiled. “My, my, my. What a show you all put on. Wonderful wasn’t it Miss Martinique?”

The elegant, tall dominatrix leaned her head to one side, closed her eyes and added, “Blissful.”

“Indeed they are still talking about you, even now. How about that?”

The kitty maids said nothing.

“But you don’t realise it yet. You do not yet fully understand what has happened to you. You crossed a line today. A line every bit as wide as confessing your true nature as complete sluts to yourselves.”

Crossed a line? Kyle wrinkled his nose. What was she talking about? He listened carefully to her painful explanation.

“Before you came to our little establishment, you kept your needs to yourself. You may have shared them with your Mistress and perhaps even a very few earlier potential Mistresses. You would dress in the dark and on the quiet. Play-act your aspirations to be trampy, slutty maids with only your mirror image for company. You may have had some assistance from your Mistress, yes? It does happen. Reluctant assistance of course. After all, what heterosexual woman marries a man to be close to another girly girl?”

It was as if she had seen inside Kyle’s head. He studied Miss Hall intently, fearful she was mind reading him. Were they all the same? Brandi? Kelsey? The other male maids here?

“It is our job to ensure you are what you want to be, truly want to be. No hiding here. Those who simply want to put on a pair of their wife’s panties, have a play before putting back on their trousers and play act being men are not for us. Nor those who truly wish to become women. No. Not them either. Our aim is to find the true submissive sissy. They make the best maids.”

Miss Hall seemed as precise in her arguments as Miss Richter. Who could argue with her logic?

“Of course you all lived in a state of denial. I feel sorry for your former selves. Hiding away your pretties in cases and cupboards. Concealing your true selves in the shadows and darkness. Oh my. Well that is over now isn’t it?”

Kyle held his breath. Over? What did she mean?

“You can never pretend again that you are only maids when you put on your outfits and become male when you redress. Your purpose in dressing is no longer to offer yourselves some sexual release. This is no longer what being maid does for you. It is about what you as a maid will do for the pleasure of others. We have videos of you admitting exactly what you are. Can you remember what you really are girls?”

Kyle and the other kitty maids shared bashful glances, their eyes wide with terror. If they kept silent would Miss Hall stop tormenting them?

Miss Martinique said evenly, “I hope I do not have to spoil my day by pulling out my crop. So girls, can you remember what you are?”

Closing his eyes Kyle knew what was required of him and muttered, “Complete and total sluts Miss Hall.”

His fellow two Maids in Training followed suit, mumbling like naughty girls.

Miss Hall humphed. “Oh I am sorry. I cannot hear you.”

“We are complete and total sluts Miss Hall,” they chanted clearly.

The middle aged woman was satisfied and beamed. “Exactly. We know it. The men you serviced know it and most importantly of all you now know it. You can never go back from that. It can’t be wiped away or stashed in a dark bedroom drawer like your misappropriated panties. You know it is true. From now on, when you meet a dominant man or woman you will feel that age old longing to please them in whatever way they demand. You will be forever thinking about pleasing them. That is what total sluts do.”

Kyle felt his dick fill his cage. He hated what she said yet it now struck him it to be the undeniable truth. It was humbling yet arousing. Yes, he was a total slut and no, he could never deny it to himself.

“But something else has happened to you. Something even more important than that admission to your selves and to the world around you. Do you see now that you need to serve? You think about it. When you involved your mistresses before you came here, it was for your own pleasures. You would dictate the terms of the engagement. Isn’t that right?”

Shamefacedly Kyle and his fellow trainee maids nodded heads still bowed in shame. Now it felt wrong to have blackmailed and cajoled their wives into actions they may have found repugnant.

“Yes. Indeed. Naughty girls. But that can never happen again can it? What you did on that stage today was to please an audience of braying dominants. You had no say, no control what so ever in what took place. You did it for the pleasure of others.”

Miss Hall approached the shocked maids the way a wolf might close on three forlorn little lambs left exposed and vulnerable in a field.

“Oh you little sluts became aroused. I am sure of that. I know you well enough by now. Do you deny it girls? Eh? Do you want me to rub my hand between your slutty legs to see how wet the sheaths around your cages are?”

Kyle quickly shook his heads. Yes he wanted her to rub him, wanted anyone to rub his groin, but not to reveal his mortifying secret: the dancing had totally aroused him.

“So what a change? Eh girls? From now on you will get a surge of pleasure from serving others. From being pleasing. Being delightfully obedient. What better way to please others than appear in these silly sexy kitten outfits?”

Kyle knew that before he came here, he would have played with himself before an internet video of three sexy kitty girls attired like this. He gave no thought to their own mixed feelings of humiliating pain and hot slutty pleasure.

Miss Hall marched to Kelsey and raised her chin. 

“And of course you poor girls would not even dare remove so much as a tail without permission.” Her voice lowered as if she were speaking to herself as she added, “Oh my, how times have changed for you.”

Releasing Kelsey she stepped to Brandi raising her chin and staring into the submissive, wide eyes.

“No longer in control of anything. What you say. What you do. What you wear. Not even how you walk and stand. Oh dear, dear.”

Kyle felt Miss Hall’s fingers raising his jaw as his eyes swept from the floor to meet her own. He could see them twinkling in sadistic pleasure as she spoke.

“And there is nothing, not anything at all, you can do about it. You are what you are. You cannot deny it and you can never hide from it.”

Kyle wanted to rewind the clock. If only he had never come here and been forced to face up to this. He wanted to return to a simpler, happy time where he was in command of his own life. 

Miss Hall stepped back, taking in all her victims at once. “So now girls you find yourself trapped. Trapped inside a prison from which you can never escape. Because that prison, dear little trampy sluts, is inside you!”

At this point Kelsey fainted to the floor in a heap and Miss Hall and Miss Martinique laughed at the ensnared sissy maids with a look of triumph.

“Oh do get the poor frail thing some smelling salts. You each have an appointment with Miss Richter before your introduction to the Club upstairs. And please have one of the girls wipe off your kitty make up. Time to go back to being Maids in Training. You have had enough amusement for one day.”


Chapter 13 Miss Richter Continues Her Helpful Guidance 

“Do stop your blubbering girl!”

“But Miss Richter you don’t understand …”

Miss Richter silenced the jabbering Kyle by simply resting her hand between his legs above his stocking tops. His glossy pink mouth gaped open and his eyes grew large as he stared up at the friendly psychiatrist. 

“Tell me little Abbie. When someone doesn’t understand something, is that usually an omission on the part of a dominant or is it, perhaps, due to your own oversights?”

Kyle shook his head in frustration. “Please Miss Richter that is because no one ever tells me anything. I don’t know what to do or say and ….”

“So who doesn’t understand? You started our consultation by jabbering on and on about people not understanding. So who is it that really never understands? Well girl?”

“Well yes, yes. It is always me. Yes. But, oh, I don’t know. Please help me Miss Richter.”

The thin, neatly attired psychiatrist pressed her fingers to his silky panties feeling the tiny cage through the silky material. With satisfaction she saw him gasp and close his eyes, his silly mind disappearing into sub space. Once lost in subspace any dominant could control these silly foolish sissies in any manner they chose. In her view they got all they deserved.

“Oooooh Miss Richter.”

“Little Abbie likes some attention doesn’t she?”

“Oh yes Miss. I do.”

Kyle knew better than to move his hands down and press her fingers harder to his groin. He had to leave it to her to please him as she wished. He could have no say in her actions.

“Now then, deep breaths little girl and tell me all your problems.

Kyle sucked in a deep lung full of air and Miss Richter immediately cut in with a laugh. “Oh girl just one element at the time. None of this mindless rabbiting. Keep that for when you are gossiping with the other girls.

“Yes Miss.” Where should he start? “My collar Miss! Erm no. I had to dance today and … no… my, erm, Mistress. Yes Mad …” he almost said her name but quickly morphed the syllables into: “Mistress. Yes my Mistress is in the hands of Mister Harrison and I,... he will, you know, erm …”

She tickled his chastity cage making him squirm in a delightful manner. “Share more with me little Abbie.”

“I think he wants to seduce her. My, my Mistress. And I don’t think my Mistress understands and I …”

With his eyes closed he could feel Miss Richter move close to his ear and whisper. “And who doesn’t understand? A Mistress or a maid?”

“Oh yes. Yes. It is I. I don’t understand.”

“Indeed. Mistresses always understand don’t they?”

“Oh, oh. Yes. Please. Don’t stop. Yes they do. Yes she understands. Oh but no, no. She isn’t dominant. Really. I know her. She likes powerful masculine men to overwhelm her.”

“Mistresses often do want the attention of real men, but nevertheless they are dominant to maids are they not? It is the way of our little world isn’t it?”

“Yes. Yes.” He groaned feeling a little squirt into his condom.

“So you must not concern yourself with the decisions you superiors and betters take.”

“No, no. Oooooh.”

“Do you love your mistress Abbie?”

“Oh yes Miss. With all my heart with all my soul.”

For some reason that Kyle couldn’t understand why Miss Richter laughed at his words. But he didn’t want to do anything that would stop her playing with him. He dared not even buck up his hips to press her hand into his groin and create a stronger hold on his cage.

“That is good. A maid should love her Mistress, and with all her heart. So you would wish her to be happy?”

“Oh of course.”

“Above all else? You would do anything to make her happy?”

“Yes, yes, of course. I love her.”

“Bring her tea in bed?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“Do her laundry and housework?”

“Oh yes, yes.”

“Rejoice in her finding a big strong lover?

“Yes. Er I …”

“One who made her happy? Satisfied her needs with his big cock and his gruff masculine manner?”

The Maid in Training trembled, his breathing the only audible sound in the room.

Miss Richter still close, “Well?”

Kyle shook his head, feeling his curls tickle his chin but dared not challenge her.

“A real man to please her. Pleasure in ways a sissy could never come close to?”

“I …” the words dried up. If only he could think straight he could explain it all to Miss Richter. But right now he couldn’t understand what was going on in his mushy brain. Yes of course he would want her to be happy. But he would feel terrible pain if another man were to satisfy her when he couldn’t.

“You could make her happy by ironing her man’s pants and boxers. All while he bangs your mistress into dreamland. You love making her happy.”

“Yes Miss. Yes Miss. I would do that. Yes. Anything. I love her.”

“And you could make her happy in other ways couldn’t you?”

Kyle said ‘yes’ in an uncertain manner. Where was she going with this?

Her hand was now rubbing hard down the front of his panties. How he needed to cum.

“A sissy has other ways of pleasing his Mistress doesn’t she?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Her tongue, her fingers. Perhaps lying on her back whilst her Mistress humps her with a strap on.”

Kyle emitted a low groan, had his dick been free he would have come there and then, like an enflamed steam engine.

“Oh Little Abbie, your progression under our direction has advanced beyond all measure since you arrived here. Well done.”

With that Kyle felt a kiss on his nose and Miss Richter slip her hand from beneath his skirt as she settled back in her seat to lift up her yellow pad. They were back to business as usual.

“I have done well Miss Richter?”

Miss Richter made some notes and spoke in an absent minded manner as she scribbled fresh comments. “Well sort of. Your teachers have done well with you shall we say. You haven’t had to do anything other than be obedient and well behaved have you?”

“Well I suppose not, but I did dance well on the stage an hour ago and …”

“Yes dear, you did. I loved your little dance. Suited you well. But who taught you the moves?”

He pouted, knowing someone else was about to get the glory for his hard work. “Miss Latour I suppose.”

“Yes, I suppose so too. And wasn’t it Miss Hall and Mister Harrison who sent you to the dance lessons?”

“Erm, well yes I …”

Over her reading glasses the shrink glared at Kyle, compelling him to look away. “You are not pretending that you would have gone to dance lessons of your own volition are you?”

“No, Miss Richter,” Kyle pouted.

“So who should take credit for your dancing in the hall today?”

Kyle swallowed. He hated this. He had performed to everyone’s delight and yet others seemed to be taking the acclaim.

Miss Richter continued her intense gaze fixed on the squirming maid. “Well? Who sent you to the dance lessons?”

“Miss Hall and Mister Harrison,” Kyle grumbled.

“And who taught you the moves?”

“Miss Latour!” he puckered and frowned. This just wasn’t fair.

“So if anyone says you danced well today what should you say?”

“I should say it is all because of Miss Latour, Miss Hall and Mister Harrison.”

Miss Richter grinned as she saw the helpless maid stare blankly at the ceiling. She knew the maid would now never accept any compliment for her dancing without passing on that praise to the dominants around her. Yet it burned him up so much inside to say those words. How delightful. Miss Richter loved her work here.

“So don’t forget little Abbie.”

“No Miss. I have to thank everyone but me for any success I have.”

“Hmm. Don’t be a little brat Abbie. We like good girls at the club, what do we want at the club?

“Good girls Miss Richter, “Kyle sighed appreciating the truth of Miss Richter’s statement. Anyway, time is up. You will be taken back to your room and then summoned for the bar induction. Don’t look so worried, the lessons are deliberately made easy so that even the most air brained of maids like you can grasp them.”

“Thank you.” Wait, she was insulting him! 

“Off you toddle. Zoe will walk you back to your bedroom.” 

“But Miss Richter there are so many things I need to talk about.”

“Oh I have noticed what a little chatter box you are. I hope your Mistress is accomplished with gags.”

“But Miss! Mister Harrison put his own lock on this collar. What does that mean?”

“Yes I saw. Remember? I was there? Oh you have the memory of a goldfish. Don’t trouble yourself about that my dear. Just procedure.”

“But Miss Richter. No one has explained. Is he the only one who can unlock the collar? Can my Mistress?”

“Well girl it seems to me your collar reads: Property of Mister Harrison. Does it not?”

“Well, yes I suppose.”

“Oh you look so sexy when you sulk Abbie. Like a naughty child. Yes I suppose so too. Property of Mister Harrison. So does it say Property of Mister Harrison and Miss Richards?”

“No, but I thought ….”

“Please stop trying to think girl. It just makes you even more confused.”

Kyle did feel confused.

“It is just the way things are girl. Really girl. You are getting so het up. You have been the property of Mister Harrison since your arrival. You asked to be. Remember?”

“Well yes, sort of I was misled. I think he just wants to seduce …”

“No thinking girl! Every time you try and think for yourself you get everything wrong. Always ask a dominant. One who has time. Talking of time, you really must go.”

“So no one else at the club can unlock me other than those two?”

Miss Richter slapped the yellow pad down onto her grey trouser suit making Kyle jump. He wished he hadn’t pressed the question. After all Miss Richter had put up with his mindless prattling and she did try to answer his questions.

“Look girl. You asked to be his property and that is exactly what the collar says. If he wants to put on his own lock into it and share the key only with your Mistress than that is a matter for him and only him.”

Share the key with his Mistress? Does that mean Kyle is more the property of Mister Harrison that of his wife, Madison. This was all so confusing. He wanted to ask more but knew that Miss Richter was very busy and had given him enough of her time. He had already made her angry.

“Miss Richter?” he asked timidly.

“Yes girl?” She groaned.

“When this is all over on Sunday. I mean after Sunday, you know this weekend …”

“Get on with it girl!”

“Well can I still see you? You know ask you things. Have you explain them to me?”

Suddenly Miss Richter’s face fell from being incensed to sweet. “Aw Abbie. You make me very happy when you say things like that. I would love to continue to guide you, even after Sunday. Now, Zoe is outside, run along before I change my mind!”

A giggling delighted maid leapt off the couch. “Yes Miss Richter!”

Kyle found himself trotting out on his high heels as fast he dared without toppling over, his mind happier now than it had been all day. After all he had survived the ordeal of the performance on the stage and now Miss Richter agreed to continue her chats after he finished at the club on Sunday. A wonderful result!


Chapter 14 Big Night in the Bar room

Zoe tugged Kyle by the hand as they bounced down the corridor. “Come on we will be late.”

Tottering on his aching heels Kyle said, “Maybe if we had spent less time putting the lip gloss on me?”

Giggling Zoe shook her head. “You can never spend too much time on lip gloss. Oh unless your eye make-up needs work, of course. Oh, oh and if your dress needs ironing. Not sure what is most import really. I will ask Miss Richter. Oh my, your first time in the bar. Isn’t it exciting?”

They emerged through a door onto a stairwell lit by the glowing evening sun. Here Kelsey and Brandi were waiting nervously. The three trainee maids exchanged uneasy smiles.

Nearby Kyle recognised the timid figure of Sammie chatting with Amber the kindly hairdresser.

Zoe emerged like an explosion. “Oh look at you all. We will be late.”Sammie put her finger to her lips, her eyes huge with concern. “It isn’t my fault!”

Raising her hands Amber said, “Don’t worry girls. Shoulders back. Deep breaths. Let’s go. Oh, I do love the club nights!”

“Me too! Zoe said.

“The least bad place here,” smiled Sammie.

With that three Maids in Training walked up two flights of stairs with the three qualified maids leading the way with giggling, excited chatter.

Brandi whispered. “As soon as I get out of here I am going to lose these heels and never wear another pair. My feet are ready to fall off.”

Shaking her head Kelsey said, “Aren’t you scared about what’s going to happen in the bar? I mean no one tells us anything?”

Kyle sighed. “I just want all this over and done with. Do as they command and then look forward to Sunday and leaving here. Forever”

Kelsey nodded. “They are just too cruel. They don’t understand what I want or need. In fact they just do not care about my needs whatsoever.”

“Exactly,” Brandi cut in. “I just hope Miss Hall has a suggestions box because I will fill it with ideas.”

Kyle giggled, “If you have the courage.”

Oddly he found his fingers automatically covering his heavily glossed pink lips as if a child had said something mischievously naughty. A little like Position Eight for thinking but more as if he had heard something naughtily amusing. How long would it take to lose this conditioning? It could prove embarrassing in the golf club or at an office. 

Music. 

Thumping pop music from behind a door marked MAID ENTRANCE ONLY. ALWAYS KEEP CLOSED.

Amber, seemingly the most sensible of the three maids, turned and said. “Right girls. Best not to say anything unless spoken to. Some of the doms can be a bit cruel to the Trainees.”

Zoe laughed. “And to the graduates!”

Sammie held her hands to the back of her skirt and winced. “Oh dear. I wonder if the horse is free.”

Amber opened the hefty door onto a large bar area. The far end the wall was half covered by glass doors opening onto a balcony overlooking the city where distant apartment block lights were coming on. There were neatly arranged tables and chairs everywhere. Kyle found his tummy twisting in familiar panic but followed the maids into the bar. 

As soon as the heavy entrance door closed he heard Brandi gasp. The bar was much bigger than he expected. In fact it was huge. To one side of the Maid's Entrance door was a large stage, with lights and curtains, a little like that in Miss Latour’s dance studio but with eye popping items scattered about it.

Immediately Kyle took in the St Andrew’s Cross. It was just as he had seen in the internet videos, save it looked larger, sturdier. The arms and legs were encased in soft, red cushioned lining and there appeared to be thick leather straps all over its body.

Beyond that was a horse shaped object, with hefty dangling straps clearly intended to secure an unfortunate maid. Ah, Kyle thought, the ‘horse’ Sammie had been going on and on about.

In fact Sammie took in the horse and licked her lips, her eyes wide with breath catching wonderment.

Around the horse were cages of various sizes and designs, and stocks. In all it looked like a BDSM dungeon.

His hand came up to his mouth in fear. “Oh no.” he didn’t want anyone attaching him to anything up there, yet incongruously his dick pulsated before squirting into his condom.

“Oh there is Mister Hyde!” Cooed Zoe. “Stay here. I’ll let him know you are available for work.”

Mister Hyde was busy behind the bar, tidying bottles and boxes. He was a big guy, fat, rolled up shirt sleeves with muscles like Popeye.

From nowhere there was a series of cracks followed by squeals.

A voice could be heard echoing through a cavern. “Excellent. Well done. Now try lower.”

Amber put one finger up to her lips and said ‘shhhh’ before beckoning them over to a wide archway where four steps led into a lower, darker area made up of flagstones. At the far end was a round wooded dance floor beneath lights.

Around the room were tables of the kiosk type, with a few tables and chairs dotted around close to the entrance arch.

But, as he followed Amber, it was what Kyle saw at the far end near the dance area that shook and excited him.

On their hands and knees, scrubbing the stone floor was a series of six maids, lined up so their pantied bottoms were neatly on display like a choreographed dance.

That was hot enough, but behind them was a sight that made Kelsey’s heart miss a beat. There were three women and three men. The men were in shirt sleeves but the women were attired completely in tight leather showing off their amazing figures. Their outfit was reminiscent of Miss Martinique’s in the classroom.

“Oh!” Kyle put his hand to his mouth in surprise. He recognised one of the men as being the awful sadistic brute who sat before him when he danced during the rehearsals. It was the one with the Van Dyke beard who had tormented Kyle so much with his sneering and laughing whilst Kyle performed the Bettini dance number.

In the hands of the men and women were long canes.

Miss Hall, in her usual knee length skirt, was adjusting one of the dominant male’s arms and appeared to be supervising the dominants.

“A little lower. As you know from your administrating punishment lessons, you don’t need much effort with a cane. The smallest of girls can elicit a squeal every bit as loud as a big strong male, just so long as the technique is right.”

“Trainee dominants,” Amber whispered in awe. “Don’t they look amazing?”

Miss Hall stepped away from the guy with the cane and spoke to all the dominants. “Now just offer the maid a reminder of your presence. Just a reminder.”

The canes flicked lightly on the upturned backsides.

Kyle knew that the action would make the maids rear ends sting slightly but would induce fear as the little bee stings held the promise of worse to come. The cane really can bruise when administered with venom, a lesson Kyle had learnt so quickly at the Club.

“Excellent,” Miss Hall announced. “And, tell me, what do you do if you think you haven’t got their undivided attention?”

The slapping sounds grew louder and some of the maids scampered forwards on all fours trying to evade the slices.

“Excellent.”

Nibbling his glossy lips Kyle took in this scary sight. Then he shook. At one of the kiosks Mister Harrison sat in his shirt sleeves reading a paper. He glanced up at the trainee dominants, shook his head as if finding the sight amusing before returning to his paper. Kyle ducked behind the tall Brandi to ensure he couldn’t be seen.

“Mister Hyde is ready to see us now.”

Kelsey put her hand to her mouth. “Oh no. That’s Emma, I mean Mistress.”

Kyle peered into the gloom of the gloomy cavern. The three women were all blonde. 

Brandi squealed, putting her hand over her mouth. “And that’s my,” he didn’t quite say wife, quickly changing it to, “Miss Parker.”

Kyle knew who the shorter blond in the middle would be before she turned around to smile at Mister Harrison.

He closed his eyes. Her had just seen his wife Madison, grinning from ear to ear as she raised the cane. Miss Richards, his joint owner, waving at Mister Harrison! His legs felt wobbly. Madison hated the idea of being dominant. No matter how Kyle had pleaded with her, she remained resolute, only occasionally indulging him and then with an impatient reticence. Yet at the Club she had passed the first level of being a Dominant in record time and now she stood there, dressed in a tight leather dominatrix outfit and waving a cane with a big self-assured grin on her face whilst a bare-bottomed maid in front of her scrubbed the floor. 

Obviously once they got home Kyle would have to make it very clear to his wife that they had to fix the rules of maids and Mistress before any game started. They would require safe words to be spelled out, a time period agreed in advance and clarify what could and couldn’t happen.

“Abbie!”

Zoe was giggling near the bar calling back to him. “I know you’d love to go and clean the floor with those fully qualified maids but Mister Hyde is waiting.”

Mister Hyde shook his head, “Stupid tramp.”

Swallowing, Kyle took in the sight of the huge Mister Hyde, the three fully qualified maids and Brandi and Kelsey all staring at him from the bar counter. 

Kyle skipped towards them but stopped in his tracks as he heard Miss Hall announce, “And now ladies and gentlemen if you will please pick up the whips.”

Whips!

Over his shoulder Kyle could see the dominants grabbing leather whips from a table and testing the length of the cord.

Whips! Kyle was horrified. No way would he allow that!

“Abbie!”

Abbie jumped, frightened he was about to be punished, and skipped on his heels to join the other maids with Mister Hyde.

The bar manager glared at Kyle. “I’ll take it you’re the dumbest of the dumb ones here.”

Kyle smiled as he knew he ought but felt annoyed that the other maids giggled at the put down.

“Now we are all here,” Mister Hyde said, leading the girls to the end of the bar. “Let’s have you line up here. Shoulders back. No slouching in my bar. I won’t have it. Don’t let me have to deal with you on your first day, else you will regret it.”

The huge, intimidating man leaned forward, bulging his shirt with his stomach and chest muscles in such an intimidating manner that the trainee maids jumped and stood as straight as soldiers.

“Yes Sir.”

“On your first day you help with setting up and then you serve the customers as they arrive. No dominant can beat you more than six times. That’s the rule. Got it?”

“Yes Sir.”

Kyle wondered if ten dominants could beat him six times each, which would be pretty unfair. Or whether one dominant could beat him six times for one offence and then six times later on for a second transgression. But he felt it wise not to interrupt Mister Hyde to ask for further explanations.

“Rule one. You take orders with your pads. You get it wrong then you get punished. Got it?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Rule two. You will be polite and well-mannered at all times or you will get sent to bed.”

“Yes Sir.”

“Any questions?”

Hundreds, thought Kyle. He put up his arm. And saw the other two Maids in training put up their arms too.

“I thought so. Rule three no questions.” He laughed at his joke and watched with pleasure as each of the stupid bitches dropped their arms staring uncertainly at each other. “Zoe, Amber and Sammie, show them around.”

They performed a quick curtsey, “Yes Sir, Mister Hyde.”

“Well?” Mister Hyde’s voice boomed all over the deserted bar room. He was glaring at each of the Maids in Training in turn.

The three trainee maids stared in horror at him, totally ignorant as to what was expected of them.

Zoe mouthed: “Thank you Sir,” with a big pantomime movement.

Kyle picked up on Zoe’s advice first, but the other two trainee maids briskly followed his example: “Thank you Sir, Mister Hyde Sir.”

“Raise your chins bitches.”

The three maids did as ordered, Kyle rubbing his fingers nervously. He saw that the three experienced maids stared on with concerned expressions.

Mister Hyde drew back his hand and slapped Brandi hard across the face making her squeal. He did the same to Kelsey. Kyle wanted to burst into tears but kept his head raised and stared straight ahead.

Slap. His vision turned white and, as the room came back into focus, his cheek burnt like fury though he was too wise to rub it without permission.

“Maids who serve here are polite well-mannered maids. What are maids here?”

“Polite well-mannered maids Sir,” they all recited.

“Never forget to thank the customers. Got it?”

“Yes Sir. Thank you Sir.”

Looking very pleased with himself Mister Hyde returned behind the bar as a series of almighty whip cracks echoed from the lower bar.

Kelsey, Brandi and Kyle exchanged terrified glances. 

“Come and see these. They will cheer you up!” Zoe led them onto the stage which without the lighting seemed dreary and drab when compared to Miss Latour’s dance stage. 

“This is the St Andrew’s Cross. Isn’t it beautiful?”

Up close the cross towered above them, it was easily nine feet high. Kyle could see two small platforms on the lower legs on which a maid could stand. The leather straps were dog-eared with use. Someone strapped to the cross would be totally helpless. Secured into place, spread-eagled but upright. He felt light headed as his dick grew rigid in its confines.

Zoe ran her fingers down the red cushioned cross. “Oh gosh. As soon as they get me onto this I might as well be on another planet. Those straps …” she couldn’t bring herself to finish the sentence as she raised the hefty buckles. “Oh my.”

“And what about the horse?” Amber was grinning from ear to ear as she patted the soft brown leather buttoned around the equine shape.

The horse had a little fur covered stump representing a head but no tail, and angled wooden legs to support it.

Sammie’s face grew wide, expressionless, as she touched it reverentially. “Oh dear. I really hate this. Hate it. I once spent two hours bound on this. Hmmmmm.” She closed her eyes. “Thing is. When you are bound down you feel so helpless. Your bottom is the right height for a spanking and your mouth is the right height for …” She nodded to the trainees in order to telepathically let them know what the horse is the right height for. “And there is nothing you can do until they let you down.”

Brandi rubbed her palm over the leather and shivered, her eyes staring into space. “And you wouldn’t be able to get off it until someone released you.” 

“Nope. Totally helpless,” Sammie whispered, lowering her voice to a breathy husky pitch. “Of course you can rub yourself all night against the horse. The doms think you are wiggling your bottom at them. Oh. Terrible, terrible.” Sammie, with glazed eyes rubbed her cheek against the leather. “I hate being bound on this.”

“Even worse if you are tied over the horse and you have a tattoo on your bottom displayed to all,” Zoe remarked with a look of childish innocence.

“Oh!” Sammie slapped to hands over her mouth.

Zoe giggled but Amber was frowning as she approached a cage designed in the shape of a human body, if the human body was on all fours. 

Crouching down Amber shook her head. “This is the worst of the lot. Some horrible woman put me in this all night. You can’t move and your head is sticking out and …” She closed her eyes, her hand pushing down under her short maid’s skirt and petticoats. She began rubbing. “So defenceless. So exposed. Oooooh.”

Zoe slapped her hand waking up the horny maid from her erotic thoughts. “Silly girl you will get us all into trouble.” 

Amber turned to the trainees. “You must never be seen playing with yourself. That is a strict no-no. Ok in your own room but nowhere else.”

“Aw,” Zoe wore her sympathetic face as she took in the shock of the trainees. “I know it is hard. You get some gorgeous dominant woman or hunky guy and they say,” she adopted a gruff tone, “get your fat, slutty arse on my lap girl.” Then she and the other maids giggled. “And you are sat there, with their strong arms about you looking up at them feeling oh so hot and protected and you must not, not ever, even so much as run your hand down the front of your skirt.”

Sammie cut it. “Exactly. Dominants always know what you are thinking so you cannot even disguise it. And then you will be punished.” She glanced through half closed eyes at the horse and sighed longingly.

“Oh but I do love the stocks.” Zoe bounced over to the variety of stocks lined up on one side of the stage and laughed. “Once you get locked in here they can do whatever they like to you. Have a good fumble under your skirt.”

“Or pinch your thighs,” Sammie said, her hands clearly waving around in front of her skirt desperate to rub her groin. “You know right at the top on the inside. Oh my! It really stings.”

She wasn’t the only one. Kyle’s fingers desperately needed to rub over his chastity belt. It didn’t seem to matter that he couldn’t get an orgasm, his body was crying out for attention between his legs.

A set of multiple whip cracks sounded out. The maids in the lower bar screamed and two further multiple whip cracks echoed around the entire club.

All six maids jumped and Zoe winced hard, her hands grabbing her bottom. “Come and see. But be quiet!” she whispered.

They all jogged in their heels down the steps from the stage and back to the archway.

The six maids in the lower bar were on their feet now, walking towards the far wall, their wiggling making their petticoats skip to and fro in that delightful way maid’s uniforms are designed to do.

Some twelve paces behind them the dominants were flicking back their whips. Kyle could make out the curvy figure of Madison because she was shorter than the other two dominant women. He watched as Madison used her free hand to push her hair over an ear. Miss Hall clapped and all the maids immediately stopped walking, bent double and gripped their ankles. What an erotic sight. Six maids, all bent over in a perfect line clutching their ankles.

The petticoats flowered around their tight white panties. In the same instant the dominants flicked their wrists and the whip cords snaked through the air with unerring accuracy to strike each of the maids pantied butts. The uniformed servants all squealed and arched backwards before re-adopting their bent double position.

The dominants coiled in the cord as Miss Hall clapped her hands. The maids rose and wiggled towards the far wall as Kyle watched Madison jerk her wrist to bring the cord snaking behind her. As before she tidied her hair over her ear and waited.

Miss Hall clapped. The maids were now a good twenty paces ahead of the dominants.

Kyle stared on in disbelief. Surely they wouldn’t be able to strike them from that distance?

Miss Hall clapped her hands and the maids bent double on cue. Their hands tightened around their ankles as their legs straightened, offering their bottoms as the perfect target. Kyle watched as Madison stretched forward as far as she could, twisting her wrist hard and snapping her elbow forward. Unbelievably Madison’s shot cracked home against the sexy bottom cutting a red line that flared up beneath the close fitting white knickers.

Kyle put both hands to his lips. How could that be possible? The maid was so far away! Madison couldn’t so much as throw a ball at home. How had she mastered that extraordinary technique in such a short time?

Miss Hall was beside herself with praise. “Excellent. Excellent. Excellent. Just think. How terrified a simple minded maid will feel if she knows you can strike her from that distance? It will feel as if she can never be safe, not anywhere.”

The dominants grinned encouragingly at each other, relishing Miss Hall’s comments.

“And now think of all you have learnt about maids in the last few days. The psychology of even the dumbest of dumb blondes. You know them inside out. You can read them like a large lettered book. They are totally in your power. Think of the different punishments you have already become expert at administering. Now think. Just think of what more you might learn if you join the second week of the course, to achieve the Dominant Two level”

Kyle was shaking his head. “Oh No!”

Brandi whispered. “The last thing I will let my wife do is have another course here.”

Kelsey leaned close to the two other trainee maids. “My mistress won’t want to do that anyway. She never likes hurting anything.”

Kyle and Brandi stared at her with incredulity and then at the line-up of bent double maids with their glowing bottoms decorated by cruel scars from the whip. 

“Are you sure?” Brandi asked, her voice as bitchy as she could make it.

“My Mistress won’t be returning here. And the sooner she forgets what she has learnt the better!” Kyle spat angrily. This was not part of the plan. Nor would it be. Training Madison to be a brutal, demanding Mistress was never on the table, not even mentioned. He would need to be in charge of the games they’d play and if Madison had learnt a few things to help his games then all the better. “I’ll let her know the rules as soon as get home.”

The trainee maids agreed with each other, with heads nodding before their faces grew dark with uncertainty.

Amber sighed. “Oh, my gosh. I can remember actually saying that myself. In just those words.” She giggled. “Of course when we got home it was my Mistress explaining the new rules to me. I would like to have argued but,” Amber giggled naughtily, “she gagged me with a penis gag.”

Sammie shivered. “Oh my, that first Mistress maid meeting at home!” She blinked hard at the memory. “And a penis gag. You were lucky.” She hummed to herself. “My Mistress read me the rules whilst I was bound over a dining room chair.” 

“Oh girls, no reminiscences. You are frightening the learners.” Zoe skipped away. “Come and see the balcony. You’ll need to watch your step when carrying trays of drink.”

For the next fifteen minutes Zoe pranced around the bar area showing them the view from the balcony, the serving hatch from the kitchens, and the steps leading to the ‘Rest Rooms.’ 

“I am not allowed to show you the Rest Rooms,” Zoe giggled. “But if you are extra special good then someone may take you up there and play with you. Maybe all night. But you really have to be a very good girl for that.”

Kyle looked up at the narrow stair case disappearing around a corner into darkness, thinking that whatever a complete slut like Zoe thought was fun would be best avoided.

‘A complete slut.’ The words haunted him. Once in his head he couldn’t forget the term. A complete and total slut. He had said that of himself but of course he was sexually tormented into saying it and then bullied into repeating it in the classroom and the dressing room. He wasn’t a real slut like Zoe of course. He thought of the video of him pleasing two men with the enthusiasm of a well tipped hooker and closed his eyes. His head was mixed up by this place. If only he could cum then he could think clearly again.

He couldn’t be a complete slut and it was dreadful for the Mistresses here to force him to say such things.

“And now, one last thing.” Amber looked very serious. “I am sorry but I am guessing you are still wearing condoms over your cages?”

Kyle held his breath.

“You have to take them off. The guests like to rub us between the legs to see how aroused we are.”

Brandi made a choking noise.

Sammie shook her head. “Dreadful isn’t it. ‘Come here slut,’ they will say. And you will want to tell them you aren’t a slut at all but a nice girl and then they stick their hands between your legs and rub. Ooooooh.” She closed her eyes. “And then rub harder and harder until you are spurting all over them just like the slut you really are and …”

Zoe pinched Sammie’s arm. “Sammie! You’re getting carried away.” She paused, pulled a face before adding, “Again! Honestly!”

Sammie blushed violent red before looking away. “Well it’s true. And they don’t have to be so cruel.”

Kyle lowered his voice. “Please Zoe. I can’t do that. I have been locked up for over a week, I am getting wet just standing here. Miss Hall had me wear a chastity cage for a few days before I got here. My dick is singing to cum.”

Pulling her cute sympathetic face where she screws up her nose and smiles, Zoe agreed. “I know. But we are not allowed to hide anything. Miss Richter will explain why.”

Amber added as is clarifying the reason, “I mean they don’t want the seats in the classroom to be constantly wet do they? Or chairs in the other areas. So we must wear them in some places. Just not here. Sorry. The maid’s loo is behind the bar. You can remove them there.”

Kyle felt sick. He didn’t want the dominants to know how aroused he was when they were teasing or bullying him. Suddenly tears welled up in his eyes. He noticed Brandi was snivelling too. They hugged each other and was quickly joined by Kelsey. They mumbled it ‘wasn’t fair.’

The group hug came to a dramatic end when each girl was slapped hard across the back of the thighs by the overbearing Mister Hyde.

“We open in five minutes. Get your make up straightened.”

Zoe curtsied. “Please Sir they were just on their way to the bathroom to do,” she grinned mischievously, “girly stuff.”

Though he appeared bewildered Mister Hyde just said, “Well you’d better get on with it hadn’t you? We will have people for you to serve and service arriving any second now!”

Amber led them to the maid’s toilets stating. “Don’t get me in to trouble now. You have been told. No condoms over your cages. You are not allowed to hide anything up here. Not a thing. You are totally exposed. No moaning. Deal with it like the sluts you are.”

In a daze Kyle joined the other two Maids in Training in the bathrooms. He wasn’t a slut, he just wasn’t. Why did they keep saying that to him? Even the wonderful Amber? It wasn’t right. As he and the other two shocked maids pulled off the soaking condoms and dropped them in the bin, Kyle suddenly felt truly naked and exposed between his legs. He must ensure he kept sexy thoughts from his mind. If he could keep his panties dry then no one need think of him as a slut. Yes, that was the plan. Think of anything other than erotic thoughts.

The first thing to do when they got out of the maid’s toilets was to find Madison and tell her they must leave for home. Go home right now, no matter what anyone says. After all she was Kyle’s part owner, surely she could enable his escape from this humiliating trap.

Or would the leather clad dominant wife be cross with him for asking? Would she cane him, or use her whip on his bottom? He thought of Madison working the whip so expertly in the lower bar area. Kyle pressed down his flared out skirt and trembled. During the journey he had undertaken at the club, he had somehow moved from husband to a maid, a stupid, eternally horny maid completely dependent upon the good will of his wife. Yes, she could punish him, and yes he had to rely on her to make decisions for him.

With that thought he spurted into his panties and felt like weeping like a child.

End.
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