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1. The Wedding
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It started small, the control, it always does - it was gradual erosion not a landslide - stupid stuff like her always choosing what to watch on TV without even asking me. I just got swept along, each incremental step so much easier to just accept than the confrontation of standing my ground and the conflict of fighting back. But I wished to God I had. I wouldn't be in the situation - in the uniform - I'm in now. Let me explain...

My name's Joe - well it was - and I was a very happily married man. I met my wife Kelsey at college. I've always had a thing for brunettes and I noticed her sparkly eyes instantly, or was it her perfect little perky breasts, her slim body, and beautiful round butt? I knew I'd be punching above my weight. I'm kind of good-looking, but with fine features rather than being rugged, and I'm only 5' 7", which in the past has put some girls off, but that was their loss - good things come in small packages as my Mom would say. So when I eventually plucked up the courage to talk to her and she was into me too, I was totally smitten.

After graduation, we saved up a bit and moved into a small apartment. Sex was good, a little vanilla perhaps looking back, but we were both very satisfied, or at least that's what I thought. Work-wise things were going well too. We'd struggled at first to find graduate positions, so we cast our net further afield, and then Kelsey managed to get into a little digital marketing firm a couple hours' flight away. It was too good an opportunity to pass up, and I was happy to give her moral support, so we upped sticks and moved to a new city. Mine wasn't exactly my dream job but I needed to be contributing, so I started on the shopfloor in a large clothing store, which despite having a small menswear department, most people regarded as for women, but hey, it was a job, right?

Having settled into a new place, we decided it was time to complete our new lives and get married. Kelsey just wanted an intimate registry office affair for our closest friends and family, but Mr and Mrs McGovern, Kelsey's folks, were pretty well-off and helped make it really special, with all the flowers, beautiful wedding reception dinner, and even a string quartet. For our wedding present, they were also generous enough to buy us a really nice used car, the first I'd ever owned, although it was quite clear the present was for Kelsey really.

Kelsey had her parents there and her four besties. All high-achievers, Robyn was a junior attorney, Niki and Ashley were at med school, and Emma was doing her Master's in Psychology. I'd also invited a couple friends from college, but they'd both cried off with some lame excuse - I guess when they moved away after graduation, we hadn't really kept in touch that much, and with the expense of the flights, hotels and gifts and all, maybe they didn't feel the friendship was worth it. 

When I'd told Kelsey, she didn't seem that surprised. "Well, you weren't really that close, were you?"

"Yes, we were - it was always the three of us, the three amigos."

"Aww, I know you wanted to be one of the gang, but I think you're misremembering that a little." I don't know why but she'd started to disagree with me a lot recently. 

"Those two were best mates, sure, but they just let you tag along with them sometimes." 

"What?" I could feel myself getting a bit flustered. I couldn't work out why she was trying to rewrite my history.

"Well if you were such good buds, why aren't they coming to your wedding?" 

That really hit me - there was no convincing counter-argument, not without raking through the details I found so upsetting. Or perhaps we weren't as close as I'd imagined. When I failed to respond, she moved the conversation on. 

"Oh come on, don't sulk. Let's pick out some flower arrangements for the reception." Maybe I was being too sensitive.

It was nice to do something together, I suppose. I hadn't really had much input into the other wedding plans, as Kelsey had some very clear ideas about what she wanted, and I was fine going along with anything that would make her happy. But when we started choosing the flowers, it soon became clear this would go the same way. As soon as I found something on the florist's website, I'd show Kelsey and she'd just bat the suggestion away. 

"What, you don't like that one, do you?" or "We're not 70!" or "Really? Well it's a bit too feminine for me but if you like it..."

After she'd said, "Look, babes, everyone knows you've never really had good taste," I gave up trying. What was she even saying anyway? The comment was so general - taste in what? But I don't know, maybe she was right.

"Why don't you go and make us some of that lovely pasta bake you do so well, OK?"

"Yeah, sorry, you're right. I'm sure you'll make the best choice," and I left her there making the decisions, while I made dinner.

It wasn't only my friends who didn't want to come to the wedding. In fact, my own father could barely work up enthusiasm for the trip, grumbling about the journey and cost almost as soon as he arrived. We'd never gotten on since it became apparent I wasn't going to fill out physically and play college football like he had done. At my height of only 5' 7", he thought of me as a bit of a wimp. I think Mom had made him come to be honest - at least I had her there for support, but I still kind of felt alone. 

But we still had an amazing day. Kelsey looked gorgeous in her dress - not a full bridal gown but it still cost us a fortune - and between her, her sister and friends, I knew I'd gotten the most beautiful. She had flawless make-up that made her blue-green eyes really pop and her lips so shiny and kissable. The ceremony was lovely, and very romantic. When it came to the vows, I was all for female equality, and was happy to take Kelsey's suggestion we both say "I promise to love, cherish and obey", which I did with pride. I think the emotion must have gotten to her though, as she forgot and just promised to love and honour me. I'm not sure other people noticed, but did think I saw my father smirk at that part of my vows. But what did it matter? I was bursting with love for her and couldn't believe how lucky I was to have her as my wife. 
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2. The Wedding Night
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That night we stayed in the bridal suite of a swanky local hotel, and made love three times. She'd changed into a low-cut long black evening dress earlier with stockings and garter belt, and looked so hot that when we got to the room, I could barely contain myself, hitching up the dress, pulling down her black satin panties, laying her back onto the edge of the four-poster bed, and slipping my cock into her while standing. Her moist, wet grip was so good, too good, that soon I couldn't withstand the growing excitement anymore. Although I didn't last so long, I'm pretty sure she came too. She'd always seemed satisfied in bed, even though I know I'm pretty average down there, not super-well endowed, but I've learned some tricks along the way, if you know what I mean. 

The second time we took things more slowly, enjoying undressing each other and then, naked, I kissed and gently bit her delicious nipples, and pinched them, rolling them between my fingers. Kissing her neck, I cradled her and eased her down onto the bed, then crawled on top of her into missionary, looking into her eyes as I entered her. I was so turned on right then, but the expression staring back didn't quite reflect my intensity. I slowly inserted my full length and began ploughing into her, giving her some of my best moves. I took it that they were working because at that point she started talking dirty. She'd never done this before, except the occasional expletive on orgasm. It struck me as a little odd, but I rolled with it, because it was still hot, I guess, or at least it seemed so in all the porn vids I'd watched at college. Actually, I found it a little disconcerting in real life if I'm honest.

"That's it, you stud, fuck me, fuck me hard, harder! You're such a big hard man, fuck me like the naughty girl I am. Oh, sir, fuck me, fuck me hard with your big hard cock!"

It sort of threw me off guard, seeing this new side to my new wife, but I kept going and, despite the dirty talk, pretty soon was on the verge of cumming again.

Kelsey could tell immediately, and started barking at me. 

"No, Joe! Don't you dare cum yet. I'm nearly there. Joe! I'm warning you..." I was shocked. I'd never heard her so mad, and certainly not at me. I tried to hold it back, I really did, but if anything the domineering tone pushed me over the edge.

"Ugh...I'm...sorry..." I exhaled in deep tired breaths, and unloaded into her one more time. 

We lay on our backs side by side, panting. After a moment or two, Kelsey propped herself up on her elbow to address me sternly. 

"Look, Joe, I told you not to do that, didn't I? It's just a bit selfish, isn't it?" A little scared by her serious tone, I took the questions to be rhetorical.

"Sorting yourself out, and not your wife - that's twice now." So she hadn't climaxed earlier...

"I'm sorry, Kels, it's just that sex-talk. I've never heard you like that before. It was kind of hot," I lied, preferring her more demure like normal.

"Well I thought I ought to try something to excite me a little more." Ouch! That hit hard - if I was inside her and she wasn't aroused... 

I tried to make amends. "Listen, honey, I'm really sorry. What can I do?"

"Well you better get down there and finish me off." But as I started to climb over her she stopped me, and put a manicured finger in my mouth, pressing on my tongue. "No, Joe, with this."

More new ground. She'd given me a few blow jobs over the years as special treats, but I'd never been down on her, let alone when she was full of my seed. She pushed my head down into her pussy.

"Be a good boy, little Joey, and clean up my cream pie." 

With some trepidation at first, I parted her lips with my tongue, and got that indefinable taste I was to become so used to. Soon I was lapping at her, struggling for breath as she held my face into her.

"Deeper, go deeper. Faster, faster. Don't forget my clit, that's it, that's it, oh, oh, oh, fuck fuck fuck!!!" She bucked like a deer and shuddered.

Eventually, I was allowed to come up for air, a mixture of my cum and her juice spread all over my face.

"Wow, that was amazing. You've never made me feel like that before." How was I supposed to take that? Hardly a compliment when you think about it.

That was the start of our pushing the boundaries a little, beyond the super conventional we'd been used to. We were both really quite drunk still, but thought another bottle of champagne would lift proceedings, which it did, and we got talking again. Apparently, Kelsey was totally up for experimenting with a bit more kinky stuff, things I'd never even considered, and as I'd disappointed her twice already on our wedding night, I didn't really feel in a position to deny her. 

I sensed she realized this when she smiled in contemplation, enjoying the power she had over me right now, curious as to what she could get me to do. 

"Come here," and I did as instructed.

She picked up her black satin and lace panties from the corner I'd thrown them into earlier, and held them open for me to step into. "Be a good boy..." 

It was the last thing I wanted to do, but I could tell the electric frisson it gave her. She pulled them up tight over my flaccid manhood, which again began to twitch. As my waist was obviously a bit bigger than hers, they were a stretch, but she had wide hips and my butt had always been pretty big for a guy, so actually they sort of fit. She then reached around me with the matching bra and clipped it in place. It was far too tight of course, but Kelsey didn't seem to mind any damage I was doing to it, lost in the moment as she was.

She looked straight up into my eyes. "So, Josephine, why don't you fuck me again? But this time I'm the boss, and you do exactly what I say. Got it?" She waited, demanding a reply. 

"I said, do you understand?"

"Yes, Kels." I was a bit perturbed, but also turned on at the turn tonight was taking.

"Call me, Mistress." She had a mean glint in her eye now, daring me not to.

"Errr...OK, Mistress." Perhaps I could tell myself this was just role play, but truth be told it affected me way more than that and I was actually a little frightened.

"Good, now lie back."

I lay on my back and went to free my now bulging cock from the panties, but she smacked my hand away. 

"No touching!"

She slid her hand up inside my panty leg and grabbed my balls, then released my cock, which sprang to attention. 

"Hello! I see you like being ordered around." I didn't know what to say that the state of my cock wouldn't immediately contradict. 

"Shame he won't be seen to for a while," and she knelt over my chest pinning down my arms. 

She grabbed my chin and violently kissed me, invading my mouth roughly with her tongue, making me feel a little abused. 

"So, Josie, as you were such a good little lesbian before, I'm going to let you practice some more," and she edged forward till I was face to face with her pussy. 

I instinctively tried to free my arms but couldn't. But Kelsey then grabbed my hands and placed them on each breast. 

"These are only to play with my breasts, you understand?"

My response was muffled. "Yes, Mistress."

"Now you're not stopping till I orgasm, so do a good job you little tease. Now go to work!" So I did.

"That's it, oh that's better. Oh, we've really found your talent, haven't we, my little bitch boy. Aaaah, deeper, deeper, you little bitch boy. Look at you in your sexy little lingerie, you little minx. Fuck me, harder, harder you little bitch, oh Josie, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." 

She unleashed a torrent of abuse, warming to her theme, getting sterner and sterner as she went. I was afraid now, not aroused, but felt too scared to stop. I just wanted all this to end, so I worked hard to bring her off with my tongue and even my nose, and was very relieved when she finally reached orgasm and gushed all over my face. 

"Ugh...ugh...aaaah, fuc-king-hell!" and she finally fell off me. But we weren't done yet.

She crawled over and knelt between my legs. Reaching down with both hands, she squeezed my bra-clad chest, then drew her nails down my sides until her hands came to rest on my limp cock flopping out of my panties.

"Aww, I'm sorry, Josie, didn't you cum?" 

"Errr...no."

"What did I tell you to call me?"

"No...Mistress."

"No, it's not very nice, being ignored, is it? But since you've been such a good little bitch, let's help you out..." 

She grabbed my balls with one hand, and with the other, took my flaccid cock between her forefinger and thumb. 

"Oh look, it's so small and cute. Let's see if we can make it a bit bigger..." She started rubbing me up and down, and I instantly perked up. 

"Oh, does my little bitch boy like that?" and she pressed up behind my balls putting pressure on something that made me even hornier.

"Yes, Mistress!" I was almost hard already, but also so vulnerable in the hands of the scary woman my wife had become. There was a noise of her spitting into her hand, and then I felt her wet fingers on the opening of my ass. She wasn't going to do that, was she? And then I felt her finger penetrate me. 

I was so shocked, I let out a gasp, which Kelsey misconstrued. 

"Oh, you naughty lesbian bitch! You love that don't you, you love that in your boy pussy, you dirty slut!" 

She started sliding a second finger up into me - it didn't really hurt, just felt so strange, me never having had anything up there before. She curled her fingers back and I guess must have put pressure on my prostate as she totally found my g-spot, sending shuddering waves of pleasure through my whole lower body. Finger fucking me roughly, and jerking off my achingly erect member, she had total control over me.

"Yes, mistress, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuck..." I almost blacked out from the pleasure. 

When I came round, she was lying next to me. We were both so drunk, Kelsey had fallen straight off to sleep, clearly exhausted from her night's exertions. I staggered to the bathroom to wipe the cum from my belly, and the juice from my face - I'd shower tomorrow. I looked at myself in the mirror, still wearing the lingerie, and recalling Kelsey's total transformation into some kind of dominatrix. Jesus, where had that come from? I'd never imagined for a second I could find my cute little Kels so domineering, so scary even - I wasn't some kind of submissive sissy to be pushed around. But then I had just cum wearing lingerie with two fingers in my ass. No, no - don't even entertain those thoughts now. I'd just get out of these things, get some sleep, and work it all out in the morning. I unclipped the bra with some difficulty, noticing the red lines where it had been cutting into my flesh, and slipped down the panties. 

Naked, I climbed into bed next to Kels, who half-opened her eyes and murmured, "Night night, Josie," before slipping into unconsciousness. And that was our wedding night. 

In the morning, we agreed we'd gotten a bit too drunk and it was probably best just to forget about it. I didn't know then though, so many seeds had been planted that my mind would come back to this hotel room's activities many times in the coming months.
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3. Married Life
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In the years after the wedding, our careers took off. Kelsey impressed at the digital marketers. She had started as a junior, then on the creative team, but then gotten into management and by her 27th birthday was number 2 to the owner MD. At the clothes store, I worked my way up quickly too, and with colleagues' maternity, promotions and retirement, I soon found myself store manager. That year saw my mother pass away from an aggressive form of cancer, which devastated me, but at least she'd seen me make something of my life. She'd left me a small inheritance, which my father was furious about, and that was the last straw I think, the thing that finally drove us apart. Between the inheritance and the fact that Kels and I were making decent money, we had enough for a deposit on a new place, but even so, we overextended ourselves to buy our downtown apartment. There were two main bedrooms but you knew it was in a posh old building because there was also a small box room originally intended as a servant's quarters. It was only 10 minutes' walk to Kelsey's work, a bit further away for me, but then it came with parking, we'd got the car, and it only took me 25 minutes to drive to the clothes store. 

It was soon after that that I met DeShawn Johnson. He'd come in to interview for quite a junior position, but given his resumé and our company's diversity quotient, we put him onto a fast-track management program. I did the final interview myself and was pleased to give him the job. When he shook my hand and his dwarfed mine, I realized just how much bigger he was than me. We shared black hair but that was all. He was at least 6' 3", stacked and probably around 240 pounds. But he seemed laid-back, in a good way, and I was totally secure in myself not to find him at all threatening. In fact, I was keen to help him settle in, so I invited him out for a beer with some of the others. We kind of clicked and way after the others had left, we were still out drinking.

"You got a girlfriend? Or married?" I asked.

"Young, free and single," he replied - well, a bit older than me actually, in his 30s while I was just 27. 

I spoke about Kelsey, and he seemed up for meeting her, so I promised I'd try to figure something out. That was another mistake on my journey to where I am today.

He came round to ours for dinner on the Saturday night, declining his plus one, and certainly made an impression on Kelsey, who giggled more than she had in months, and made more eye contact with DeShawn than me at the dining table. I guess that's just part of being a good host though, I told myself, and I was grateful she was prepared to spend time with my work colleagues. 

"Nice place," he'd said on entering the apartment. "Something smells delicious - has your wife been cooking?"

I explained that it was me actually, and I'd done some lasagne, garlic bread and salad, and a tiramisu, all home-made.

"You? Hell, I can't boil an egg. Left all that to my sisters and girlfriends. But hey, smells fine." 

I decided to take it as a compliment and let the female thing slide - nobody really thought that these days, did they?

Kelsey brushed past on the way to the wine cupboard, and stroked my forearm. 

"Yeah, he's a proper little home-maker, aren't you babes." 

I just smiled, not wanting to dwell on her comment - if I were to stop and think about it, it might seem like they were working together to try to diminish me somehow, and in my own home. No, now surely that was just paranoia.

Dinner was fine, we all got to know each other a bit, especially DeShawn and Kelsey, who were happy to chat and didn't once offer to help me with the food, to clear the table between courses, or sort out the dishes afterwards. For some reason it was clearly just expected of me, so I did it, which took me away from the table a fair amount overall, but they seemed to be getting on, so I suppose or didn't really matter.

When he was finally leaving, I shook his hand in the hall. 

"See you on Monday." 

With Kelsey he leaned in for a peck on each cheek. 

"Come and see us again soon," she said. 

Without breaking eye contact from her, he replied. "Sure thing. I could get used to being waited on like this." And she laughed. 

At the time it struck me as a little weird, but later when I played it back in my mind, it felt like I was excluded from their in-joke, like they were making fun of me.

I tentatively raised it with Kelsey, but she was quick to snap back, the giggles from earlier gone. 

"Oh, don't be so dramatic! He was just a nice guy - why can't we just have a nice evening for once?" For once? Why was she saying that? We always had nice evenings, didn't we? 

But then her tone softened. "Look, thank you for a lovely evening, and wonderful food. But you're being oversensitive. Maybe you're just feeling a little threatened, but you've no reason to be." Threatened? What was she suggesting? 

"What do you mean, threatened?" I dared to ask.

"You know, physically - I mean you can't deny he's a real hunk? Well, isn't he?" I couldn't believe she actually wanted me to answer. 

"Well, yes, but I don't feel threatened..." 

"Aww, of course you don't, Joey, and that's good, because you shouldn't." But something in her intonation told me she didn't believe a word of it.

I think some seed had been planted, perhaps way back on our wedding day, but I sensed something in Kelsey's attitude to me had changed. She'd always been strong-willed but had always respected my views, but now I wasn't so sure. It didn't help that sometimes I'd make mistakes or do something silly, which she would pounce on. One time I was washing up a couple things, I slipped and chipped a mug. I thought it was just a normal stupid mug but when Kelsey saw it, it turned out to be her favourite one she always chooses for her morning coffee. 

I offered to glue it back together but she rolled her eyes. 

"It'll still be a chipped mug - you can't just wave a magic tube of glue and pretend it never happened. Aagh, you're so clumsy - you have to learn to take responsibility for your actions." Jeez, it was only a mug and she was reprimanding like an irresponsible teenager. 

Then there was the Whole Foods online grocery order. For some reason, the page froze at the checkout so I had to navigate back and then check out again. When it was delivered, we had two of everything. 

"Joe! I can't believe you screwed up something as simple as a grocery delivery. Did you remember to add the voucher code?"

"What voucher code?"

"Er, the one I told you to add about 3 times when you were ordering?"

"I don't really remember. I'm sure I must have done, if you told me to."

She checked the receipt. "Joe, you didn't! So not only have you cost us double on stuff we didn't want, you've also cost us the extra 20% we would have saved!" She was visibly angry now. 

"You know what, from now on you're not to order anything online until I've checked it first. Understand?"

What?! I was sorry I'd messed up, but the website glitch wasn't really my fault, and I honestly didn't remember her saying a thing about any discount code.

I thought about trying to explain. 

"But..." 

"No buts. Look, I don't want the extra admin of having to check on you, but until you've shown you're a bit more together, I think it's for the best."

She saw the look of shock and embarrassment on my face and softened her approach. 

"Look baby, I'm only doing it for you. You've been making lots of mistakes recently and I think the pressure of your work and life in a new part of town might be getting to you, so I'm just taking some responsibilities off your shoulders. You should be grateful, OK?"

I suppose, when she put it like that, I guess she was doing it from a place of love. "OK, thanks, honey."

And then she was back to ordering me around. "Now, freeze anything you can, and make space in your closet for all the extra cans and bottles. I'm not having them cluttering the kitchen."

I don't know what it was, but I just hadn't been feeling myself for a while now. DeShawn had suggested a few beers and maybe a burger after work on Friday, so went to a great place quite near our apartment so Kelsey could join us when she got back. I told him about the grocery order and stuff, and he empathized. 

"Could have happened to anyone, bro. She should cut you some slack. Sounds like you're a bit...pussy whipped."

I didn't know how to take that. I didn't really like the fact this man I'd only made friends with recently was making derogatory comments about my wife or our relationship, so I downplayed it. 

"No it's not like that. She's just trying to help. I'm sure things will blow over, it'll be fine." And I steered the conversation onto anything else.

When Kelsey arrived we ordered food. A simple hamburger and salad for her, no cheese, no fries. DeShawn went for the double bacon cheese with large fries and onion rings. 

I was telling the waitress I'd also like the double bacon cheese when Kelsey interrupted. "You sure, baby?"

"What?" I looked at her in genuine surprise, as she'd never interfered in my order before.

"I mean, that's like your daily amount of calories in one meal? And you know your little frame can't carry off any extra weight." 

I was kind of stunned, not that what she was saying wasn't true - I suppose it was - but that she'd do it so openly in front of DeShawn, one of my employees.

"But..."

"It's not like you're a hunk like DeShawn," and she actually leant forward and squeezed his bicep. 

He broke into a wry smile, and looked over at me, as if slightly taken aback she would say that in front of me. Kelsey picked up on it immediately. 

"Don't worry, he thinks you're a hunk too. He told me after dinner last week."

What was she doing?! I could feel my face flush and instantly got flustered. 

"No, but, I mean, she..." 

When they both laughed, I knew it was a forlorn hope any explanation could dig me out of this one.

"So...?" I became aware the waitress was also a witness to my embarrassment.

"He'll have the same as me," ordered Kelsey.

After that, I managed to calm down a little, and actually the order was fine - although I was still a little hungry, I didn't really need any more food - so I guess Kelsey was right as usual. I'd noticed I'd started to second-guess any decision I made these days. Lacking confidence in my own opinions, I'd ask myself 'what would Kelsey do?', or simply let her take the decision. So when DeShawn ordered cheese cake, I just ordered a coffee, and received a smile of encouragement from my wife.

Unfortunately, the conversation came back round to me, and how I was becoming so ditzy these days. Actually they were more or less just speaking to each other at this point, but when my face fell, Kelsey turned to address me.

"I'm sorry, baby, but it's true. Look, I bet you even forgot to pick up the dry cleaning earlier, didn't you?" I had absolutely no recollection of it.

"What do you mean, 'dry cleaning'?"

She caught DeShawn's eye, both laughed, and said to him "You see! I think he's having another of his blonde moments!"

Turning back to me, she spoke softly again, as though to a child. "This morning? Over breakfast? I asked you to pick it up on the way back from work, and you agreed and took the stub."

"I did?" 

"Yes. Oh, Joe, you know you never remember things clearly. Look, I bet you still have it in your wallet."

I took my wallet out of my jacket pocket on the back of my chair, certain the dry cleaning stub wouldn't be there, but there it was - a simple little yellow card that bore witness to my growing ditziness and incapability. No, that can't be, it wasn't there before, I'm sure. Could someone have planted it, when I went to the bathroom earlier? No, I had to fight this paranoia - of course the simplest explanation was that it had simply slipped my mind.

I didn't really feel like saying it, but I forced it out. 

"Oh, it is there. I'm sorry honey, I totally forgot."

They both smirked and, when DeShawn almost imperceptibly shook his head, I knew I was losing respect from him too.

On leaving the restaurant, this time DeShawn received a hug with his kisses from Kelsey. We waved him off and walked the few blocks home. She used the time to give some more advice. 

"You know you shouldn't drink so much beer. It has like 3 times the calories of a white wine. From now, order spritzers." 

She was right of course, so that's what I knew I had to start doing. But something in her use of the imperative, without even presenting it as some sort of suggestion, betrayed her feelings of dominance and diminished me a little more inside. I seemed to be feeling this way increasingly frequently, but maybe I was just being oversensitive - she was just looking after me after all.

That weekend was no better. We'd decided to take a look at a furniture store in an out-of-town retail park. I was driving, quite calmly I thought, but every time I braked, however gently, there was a sharp intake of breath from the passenger seat, as though we'd narrowly avoided a collision. At the next junction, I saw a motorbike was about to pull out in front of us, so I slowed sharply to give him room, causing Kelsey to yell. 

"Look out, look out!"

Kelsey furrowed her brow. "What's the matter with you today? You're driving like a mad man!" 

"It's OK, I saw him."

"It's not OK, Joe. You're being so aggressive - what's gotten into you? You're scaring me"

But I didn't want to start an argument, so I just apologized and resolved to go even more carefully. 

Kelsey started surfing on her phone. A few minutes later, we slid onto the freeway. I checked to make sure we were doing under the limit, when a car started passing. It was the worst timing but, just as she looked up from her phone, it suddenly pulled back in, cutting me up badly. I had to react, but was fast enough on the brakes to avoid any contact. Kelsey screamed, then after a few seconds started tearing into me.

"Oh my God, Joe! What's wrong with you?!" 

"Honey, it's alright, it's..."

"How can you say it's alright?" She managed to get out before bursting into tears. "You've really upset me - you've scared me, Joe. Pull over. Pull over now!!"

I hadn't done anything wrong, had I? It was the other car, I was sure. But Kelsey was so upset I had to pull over onto the shoulder.

"Joe, I'm sorry. I can't drive with you anymore. It's terrifying."

"What? But that wasn't my fault."

"Oh, it's never your fault is it? And the half dozen near-misses before it weren't your fault either I suppose." What? What near misses?"

"I don't know what you mean, Kels."

"Oh don't give me that..."

"But -"

"Don't interrupt! Just show me some respect for once will you, and let me speak." 

I didn't know what to do, it felt so unfair, but I wasn't allowed to explain. 

"Give me the keys." 

There was that imperative again. I took them out of the ignition and simply stared at them. 

"Keys," she said and made a beckoning gesture with her fingers. I couldn't believe this was happening, but was lost for what to do about it, and I saw myself place the keys in her outstretched palm. She got out, came round to the driver's side, and held the door open for me. 

"Come on, scoot!"

Once she was behind the wheel, her tone eased. 

"Look, Joe, I'm sorry about blowing up like that, but you really scared me. I don't think you should drive my car anymore..." She actually said 'my' car - that was a gift to us both. "...at least not until you learn how to control it." I'd been driving since I was 16 - was she saying I didn't know how to drive? She looked across and could read my face.

"Oh, baby, don't be upset. Some people just aren't very good drivers, their skills lie elsewhere, like in the bedroom..." She paused to consider this and felt compelled to add, "...or the kitchen. It's nothing to be ashamed of." 

That just underlined how humiliating this was for me - if she needed to say it, she clearly felt I should be ashamed.

"If you love me, if you care one iota about me and the stress you put me through, not knowing when you're going to have an accident, if I'm ever going to see you again, you won't fight this, Joe."

I felt crushed, and lacked any of the fight she thought I might have. 

"But, but how will I get to work?"

"Well there's a bus stop outside the apartment block. I think if you change at the station, it shouldn't take you too long. And it's greener too - you'll be doing your bit for the environment," and she gave me a sweet smile, in effect ending this topic of conversation.

I hated not getting on, and was so nervous about my next telling-off, whenever that would be. And it didn't even seem to require that I do anything bad for her to find some reason to reprimand me. But I probably did deserve it, even if I didn't always understand why. I was desperate to get back in her good books, and decided to make a concerted effort to be nice while we were out shopping. I wasn't much use at the furniture store, however. We walked around together, but it was mainly just Kelsey pointing things out without asking my opinion, while I replayed the journey in my head. Had I really caused her so much fear and stress? If I had, I was genuinely sorry. We had had a few little incidents I suppose, and nobody ever thinks they're a dangerous driver, I guess. Maybe, it was for the best if I gave up driving for a while... 

Kelsey decided they didn't have quite what she was looking for, and we were in the parking lot about to leave, her in the driving seat of course, when she saw Jane Roberts, a neighbor in her 40s from our first place here, who was walking toward the retail park's taxi stand. 

Kelsey lowered the window to wave and call out, "Jane!"

"Kelsey, is that you? What a lovely surprise!"

I remembered how close they'd become in the years we'd lived there. I'd never really hit it off with her however, as she always seemed to look down her nose at me for some reason. After a brief exchange, Kelsey offered to drive her home, which she gratefully accepted and came round to my passenger door. Kelsey looked at me expectantly but when she saw I didn't know what she wanted me to do, she ordered me explicitly. 

"Well, go on then. Get in the back." 

What was this? It was my car too, I was driving it only an hour ago - why should I get in the back like a kid? I didn't want to cause a scene, though, in front of Jane, who, having assumed this would be the arrangement, opened my door and waited for me to get out. Once, I was in the back, she pulled down the sun shade so she could inspect me in the mirror. 

I thought I'd better try to start off on a positive note. 

"Nice to see you, Jane." But Kelsey immediately admonished me. 

"Joe, show some respect! It's Mrs Roberts to you." 

It caught me off guard, and before I realized, I was apologizing again. 

"Oh, I'm sorry Mrs Roberts." 

Only afterwards did I remember they were referring to each other by their first names - why was I any different?

"You have him trained a bit better now then I see." 

With that she'd made perfectly clear her attitude to me and that her conversation would be reserved exclusively for Kelsey. I feared how uncomfortable for me this journey might become.

"Well, we're getting there. But to be honest, Jane, I've had a bit of trouble from him this morning." 

It was mortifying, them chatting about me as though I wasn't there, and like I was a child who needed disciplining.

"Make sure you treat him with a firm hand - it's what they need, you know."

They continued chatting, about the old neighborhood, about Kelsey's high-powered job, and then back onto our relationship. 

"And how is life in the bedroom. Any better?"

I was stunned - I know close girlfriends chat about everything, but I can't believe she'd been talking about our sexlife with a neighbor! 

"We're working on it, aren't we Joe?"

Working on what? I didn't even think there was anything to 'work on' - I thought I'd been doing well recently to keep her satisfied. 

"He's trying a bit harder these days," Kelsey clarified.

"Well, I'm glad he's seen the error of his ways. Smaller guys have got to compensate somehow."

What did she mean by 'smaller'? Was she talking about my height? Or what had Kelsey been saying? I could feel my face blush as I sank back into the seat, wishing it would completely swallow me up for the rest of the interminable car ride.

There had been some developments in our sexlife recently, though. We hadn't really spoken about it, but I was more aware of her needs. But sometimes I felt she'd kind of given up on me during regular sex, and just lay back until I'd sorted myself out. After that was when she really became animated, when she'd order me downstairs to go to work on her with my tongue. She hadn't gone in for anal play with me again, or made me wear any more of her underwear, thank goodness, but sometimes I felt that's what she might really want. After 'Joe' had finished, she was always really excited to welcome 'Josie' to her bed for some lesbian licking. I was getting used to it - it still wasn't really my thing, but I would do what I could to keep Kelsey happy. 
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4. The Store
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That seemed to be my main preoccupation these days, not just in the bedroom but in general. I'd been feeling a bit down lately and, in the absence of my happiness, I might as well try and make her feel good. I don't know why I wasn't happier, though. I had a good job, a nice place, a beautiful wife - I should have been elated. And yet I felt confused, like something was wrong that I couldn't quite put my finger on. I had lost all self-confidence and just didn't feel like me anymore. The humiliating instances of being ordered around, and the lies I was telling to cover my mistakes - it wasn't the same me, I'd always prided myself on my honesty. 

One morning, DeShawn saw me get off the bus outside the store. 

"Car in the shop?"

I couldn't tell him I'd had to get up early to take the one-hour bus ride because Kelsey wouldn't let me drive anymore. What kind of man would he think I was? It hit me that that was precisely the kind of man I'd become - one ordered around by his wife, afraid of her telling him off. I used the excuse she'd given me. 

"Err, I'm trying to be more eco-friendly and use public transport."

"Right..." The way he trailed off showed he thought I might be joking and about to add a punchline. When it didn't come, he narrowed his eyes a little. I knew he didn't believe me but I didn't trust myself to come up with anything more believable.

Unfortunately, these feelings of self-doubt had begun to affect my work too. I'd made a few decisions about stock based on fashion predictions that had turned out to be wrong, and I'd also missed a couple of important deadlines regarding the property lease, which had delayed proceedings and cost the company thousands extra in legal fees. As a result, our store was down on projections when just about all the other outlets were exceeding theirs. It didn't look good for me when the Regional Director flew in for an emergency meeting. I tried to plead my case, but all the confidence had been knocked out of me recently, and I came across as muddled and out of my depth. I don't know if it had been the plan all along, but he fired me on the spot. The worst thing was that I was terrified of how Kelsey would take it, especially with our huge mortgage - she'd be livid, I was sure. 

When the director had left my office, and I was packing up my things, I could see him through the window talking with DeShawn. It was out of earshot but I could read the facial expressions. At first DeShawn was serious, concerned, then shocked, but then he couldn't suppress a smile, and finally was gratefully shaking his hand. After the Regional Director had gone, DeShawn knocked on my office door and came in. 

"Listen, Joe. I'm sorry." Joe? He'd never called me by my first name at work before, always using a more formal term of address to respect my authority. I was struck by how quickly that had changed.

Managing to keep my voice steady, despite being on the verge of tears, I asked, "What was that about?" 

"Well it's a bit awkward, but they've made me Acting Store Manager. I'll be moving into this office." 

Oh, no. I can't believe I'm being replaced by DeShawn Johnson - I gave him that job. But I knew it wasn't his fault, that I'd brought this on myself, and actually he probably was the best person for the job in these circumstances. 

I tried to summon up the strength to be magnanimous. 

"Hey, you deserve it," and I finished putting the last few things from my desk into the box.

"Listen," he said, "don't take all that home just yet - leave it in a staff locker for now. And maybe don't tell Kelsey yet - there's something I might be able to do."

My head was reeling, and I wasn't in any sort of state to make any decisions, so I just did as I was told, left as fast as I could for the bus stop. 

Despite DeShawn's advice, I hated keeping secrets from Kels and knew I had to tell her. All the way home, I tried to work out what to say, whether just to front up and tell the truth, but I couldn't face it. By the time the elevator had transported me up to our apartment, any bravery I'd had had drained with each passing floor. I let myself in, and she was on the phone, which gave me a short stay of execution. She seemed very flirty as she was signing off, so I instinctively asked who it was. But she took offence. 

"It's none of your business!" Well that was a nice welcome home on one of the shittiest days of my life.

Kelsey appeared to have been back a while from the magazines sprawled out on the coffee table in front of her. What with the bus journeys, my day was now a couple hours longer than hers, yet when I got in I was still expected to do all the cooking and cleaning up afterwards - I don't know how I'd let myself fall into that routine.

I went into the kitchen, partly to avoid Kelsey, partly because I thought chopping vegetables might take my mind off my being fired. A wave of panic hit me again. Oh God, I'd been fired - what was I going to tell Kelsey? 

It was as though my fear had summoned her to the kitchen door. 

"So how was your day?" 

This was crunch time, when I'd find out if I had any backbone or just crumble into deceit and self-loathing. 

"Mmm, OK..." Self-loathing it was.

"Nothing unusual happen?" This was unusual if anything - she never normally enquired about my work. Then it dawned on me - oh shit, did she know? I couldn't backtrack now.

"Only that the Regional Director paid a visit."

"And how did that go?" 

I couldn't quite read the look on her face but she seemed to be enjoying prodding me.

"OK, I suppose." I couldn't tell if she'd bought it. She left a long pause, waiting to see if my discomfort would lead to me add anything else.

"Oh, OK then..." And she returned to her magazines.

We didn't talk about it again that night, but later I got a WhatsApp from DeShawn.

"Hey buddy, sorry about your day. Did you tell Kels? Anyway, come in tomorrow normal time. I have something for you."

I didn't know what that was about, and it was only later, after I'd been trying to work out what he might possibly have for his old boss who'd just been fired, that I realized he'd called her 'Kels'. That was my name for her, not his. I'd never heard him use that before, and it just stood out as a little odd.

She was pretty cold with me that night, but I really didn't want to push it and question her as to why - I was relieved I could keep my head down to be honest. I also didn't wake her the next morning when I crept around to get out in time for my bus. On the ride in, the natural rocking of the bus lulled me into a daydream. 

I was going into my office but DeShawn was behind the desk, and when he called me over to take a note, he called me Josie. I got to his desk, and he spun me round, slapped my butt and pulled me onto his lap. When my legs kicked up, I noticed I was wearing hose, with patent black pumps and a gray pencil skirt, and a large bow on my blouse hanging down over my pronounced breasts. A car horn sounded loudly, and I was brought back to my bus journey. Oh my God, what was that? I know the bus was vibrating, waiting at the lights, but that couldn't account for the swelling in my shorts, could it? I'd never had any feelings for guys before. God, what was happening to me?

When I got into the store, there were a few surprised faces that greeted me - I guess word had gotten around, which made me cringe, having been the boss of all of them until yesterday.

Then DeShawn came striding over. 

"Joe, Joe, Joe, good to see you, thanks for coming in."

"Hey, DeShawn."

"It's Mr Johnson to you actually. I don't mean to embarrass you but it's important we establish a clear hierarchy from the start."

"Err, yes of course, Mr Johnson."

I hated myself for saying it so easily, and immediately slotting into being subservient to my former employee.

He gave me the muted smile of a supremely confident man. 

"Now, I know it's going to be quite a lot of a come-down, but I think you've demonstrated you're more suited to a position with less responsibility." 

That's so unfair! I'd made one mistake, well one big one, and a few bad punts I couldn't possibly have predicted. But he waited for a response, and I couldn't take the tension, so I cracked. 

"Yes, Mr Johnson."

"Now you are under no obligation to take this, but given my relationship with you and Kels, I'm prepared to give you a chance."

"Thank you, Mr Johnson." I was now just playing the role I felt was expected of me.

"I want to see you in lingerie."

I spluttered, recalling my daydream earlier. "I'm sorry?"

"I'm putting you back on the floor, in ladieswear, specifically the lingerie department."

"Isn't there anything in menswear?"

"Joe, don't question my decision. Take it or leave it. But don't forget, I know how big your mortgage must be, and how pissed Kels is gonna be when you tell her about yesterday."

How did he know I hadn't told Kelsey yet? Was he guessing, based on how scared I must seem of her, or had they actually spoken. Oh my God, was it him she was flirting with on the phone last night?! 

Backed into a corner, I swallowed what was left of my pride. 

"Thank you, Mr Johnson."

"Good. You'll be back on your starting salary of course, but better than an unemployment check. Now lose the jacket and tie - such a junior position doesn't require them - and report to Sandra in 5 minutes." 

Dying inside, my face was aflame, and I couldn't believe my humiliating predicament. Before I could disappear, though, he caught my arm to stop me. 

"Oh, one last thing. Do you want me to talk to Kelsey, to explain the situation, so you don't have to?" 

I really didn't know - I didn't really want him to, but I knew I didn't want to do it. "Yes..." I mumbled.

"Excuse me?" he said, clearly reprimanding me.

"Yes, please. Thank you, Mr Johnson." And I scuttled off to die in a corner somewhere.

I felt no better once I started. Shopfloor staff who until yesterday had had to use respectful titles for me, now mocked my fall from power with their exaggerated pronunciation of 'Joe', which, with the accompanying snickering, ate away at my self-esteem each time. However, by the end of the day, I felt marginally better since Sandra, a junior staff member who was now my supervisor, had treated me well and been sensitive to my loss of status. I'd sold quite a lot, including an expensive silk lingerie set to an older lady who clearly assumed I was gay.

"Young man, what do you think of this? Too feminine?"

"Is that possible?" I replied, trying to engage her.

"Aww, is that what your boyfriend says to you?" 

I couldn't help my instant micro-reaction to look down in shy embarrassment. Oh my God - what do I do now? I had to avoid the awkward moment to make the sale, so I made the split-second decision to play along. 

She was evidently starved of conversation and virtually interrogated me about my - newly invented - life. When pushed, I even gave her some details about my 'boyfriend', who my imagination had based on the first man to come to mind, DeShawn. At one point Sandra overheard when I answered that my boyfriend's family heritage was Jamaican, showing her surprise with a raised eyebrow and smile. The customer asked if I ever 'dressed' for him in lingerie from the store. Thinking back to my wedding night, it wasn't that far from the truth, and my positive response again elicited a smile from Sandra. 

"I bet that staff discount comes in handy hey?" 

Humiliating as it was, it paid off in terms of sales, as she swept up all the items I'd been holding for her and made her way to the cashier.

A little later, Mr Johnson walked past us through the store and Sandra caught my eye. 

"Jamaica, huh?" 

I'm sure it was intended as a gentle ribbing, but I'd be mortified if she thought there was something in it revealing my true feelings.

On the bus home I had time to reflect on the whole thing. I had to admit I hadn't been under the stress of a usual day at work, and maybe I wouldn't mind a less high-powered job for a while. I had been under increasing pressure for what seemed like an age, no doubt the cause of my stupid mistakes, so perhaps this did suit me better. But it was slightly strange to be assigned to the lingerie department, as I had to knock any masculine edges off my sales patter for fear of coming over all letchy, especially when it came to taking customer measurements. In fact all the other staff in ladieswear were women or obviously gay, and they weren't even short-staffed so I'd no idea why Mr Johnson, I mean DeShawn, had put me there.

The bus turned into 7th and the fact that I was on the last leg home focused my mind. I wondered when he would find time to speak to Kelsey for me. I knew I'd have to too of course, but I had no idea how to broach the subject, to frame it in as favourable a light as possible. When I turned the key in the lock I could hear laughter. I walked in to find drinks on the coffee table, Kelsey on the sofa next to DeShawn, turned in to face each other, my wife's hand touching his exposed forearm, his sleeves rolled up, tie loosened and jacket thrown over the back of the arm chair. It wasn't like they'd been caught in the act, but rather that they hadn't been caught at all, neither one even acknowledging my presence at first. 

After a couple of seconds of just gawping, I had to say something. 

"Hi, honey. Mr Johnson." 

My wife almost spat out her gin and tonic laughing at the name I'd called him.

"It's OK, Joe, we're out of office hours. Call me DeShawn."

"Err, thanks, DeShawn. I didn't realize you were coming straight here. I was taking the bus..." It was more than a bit annoying he hadn't offered me a lift.

"Yeah, I would have given you a ride but I don't think it would look good for the boss to give one of his workers a ride home. You know, favouritism, appearances and all that..."

"Yes, of course...," but I don't think he could have cared less if anyone had had a problem.

Kelsey waggled her now empty glass at me.

"Baby, go and refill our glasses. Mine's a G&T, DeShawn's on beer, and you can have a white wine spritzer." 

I felt like sulking, that she would order me around like that in front of guests, and tell me what I could drink, but I really didn't want to draw attention to myself in the current circumstances, so I headed for the kitchen.

"Spritzer?" Asked DeShawn in surprise, but not to me, to Kelsey. I could still hear her explaining from the next room. 

"Well, he'd just follow whatever anyone else was doing - he'd probably have a load of beers to impress you, and his metabolism can't cope with it - so as he's shown he can't be trusted to make sensible decisions, I'm having to do it for him. Honestly, it's like living with a teenager." 

I died a little inside. I couldn't believe I was here serving drinks to my wife and friend, one who controlled my home life and the other who controlled my work life. My loss of freedom was beginning to be a cause of real anxiety, but I guess at least they'd both have my back when it counted.

I set the drinks down and stood back with my spritzer to decide where would be the least awkward place to sit. Kelsey immediately stood up and walked over. She had a gleam in her eye that I found unsettling. 

"I know about your job. I'm sorry and I love you." 

She brushed my hair behind my ear, pulled my head down, and kissed me passionately. Lost in the moment for a second, when my awareness returned, I noted how inappropriate it felt to be kissing like that in front of DeShawn, and wondered if she was putting on a show for him in some way. Just as suddenly, she broke it off, scowled at me, and slapped my face with her full force. 

"And that's for keeping secrets from me."

I was physically shaking, the shock subsiding into stinging pain and a ringing in my ear.

"What?" My sense of injustice was already acute.

"You didn't tell me all last night, and you weren't even man enough to do it today - you had to get a real man to do it for you!"

"But...but..." 

I didn't know what I was about to say, but DeShawn stepped in.

"Hey Kels, actually I told him to wait till this morning, when I'd organized his new position."

She was up in my face now, spitting with anger. 

"And do you do everything Mr Johnson tells you?" but I didn't have a chance to answer. 

"He better do. I'm his boss after all."

I felt so vulnerable at that point I knew I'd simply do whatever I was told, to get out of the situation as quickly as possible.

Kelsey changed again, back to being calm and charming, leading me to believe her opprobrium for me was purely for effect. 

"Would you like to stay for dinner, DeShawn? I'll have Joe rustle us something up. You don't mind, do you." 

She could have been asking me a question, but her intonation made it clear it was a statement giving me my opinion.

"Actually, Kels, I'll have to take a raincheck. I got things to do. I'll see you soon." 

Again it was disconcerting he addressed that to her and not me. I was beginning to feel on the outs in this relationship.
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5. Going Shopping
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Kelsey was frosty with me until I couldn't take any more and had to go to bed. My bus left at the crack of dawn anyway, so I went to get an early night. When she came in later, I was still awake though, and she was more than a little drunk. My back was to her and pretty soon her hands were fondling my butt.

She started talking even though I'd given no indication I wasn't asleep. 

"It's all right, baby. I'm sorry I was mad at you earlier, but you should have told me. I mean it hasn't taken me as a complete surprise - I don't really know how you got such a responsible job in the first place - it's not really you, is it? It's just it feels so much more natural now, with Mr Johnson in charge and you under him - it just suits you both so much better, doesn't it?"

I didn't reply. I didn't want to accept what she was saying - I'd been good at my job until recently, hadn't I? - but some of my insecurities deep down agreed with her. 

She kept going, my vulnerable state allowing her words to penetrate my subconscious mind and just be absorbed somehow. 

"He says you'll only be making just over a third of your old paycheck - and that's an awful lot of money we suddenly don't have coming in."

Perhaps it was then that it fully dawned on her for the first time, but she started to work herself up again, becoming noticeably angrier. 

"I think we can just about survive on my salary, but you'll need to tighten your belt - no more treats for you. But it's not just the money, it's the trust - I need to be able to trust you completely. I can't believe you didn't tell me! Were you just going to live off me and hope I didn't notice? You should be ashamed! Don't you feel guilty?"

And I did. At that moment, I was engulfed by waves of shame and guilt. 

"I'm sorry, Kels, I don't know what to say, I feel so bad, I really do. I know it's not fair to be contributing so little. I'm really sorry."

"I want to forgive you, Joe, I really do, but you're going to need to show me how sorry you are. You've treated me really badly, so what are you going to do for me, baby?" 

"Uh? I...er...don't know. Do you have something in mind?"

"Well, that's a good start. You accept you've behaved badly and will do what I tell you, to make amends." 

That wasn't quite what I'd said, I didn't want to be accused of being difficult when I was already feeling so bad.

"Mmm, there is one thing...You know how much I like it when Josie pays a visit. I can't stop thinking back to the wedding, seeing her properly dressed in my underwear, and how exciting that was - for you too, don't deny it!" 

I was all too aware of what she was talking about, but I hadn't enjoyed that part at all - it was excruciatingly embarrassing to be honest, and I hoped to God no one else found out. But it was kind of interesting how Kelsey referred to Josie in the third person, as though she wasn't really me. 

She went on with my instructions. "So tomorrow, you're going to take advantage of that staff discount and buy yourself a set of lingerie. Your choice - let's see what style Josie likes. But make sure you don't get a thong, you need a bit more in the gusset." I was horrified at the prospect.

"No, please, don't make me do that, not in front of my colleagues, please, it'll be so embarrassing."

"Oh honey, I'm not making you do anything. I'm giving you a chance to start rebuilding our relationship, our trust, but if that's not something you want... Is it? Is it something you think I deserve, after what you've done?" 

I had no words so merely nodded, eliciting a drunken grin, as though she were proud of how smart she was being at manipulating me.

"Get a B cup and add a couple in inches onto your hips, I'll explain later."

"Please honey..." I pleaded, but to no effect.

"I'm serious, Joe. If you don't do it, then I don't know how we can move past this..."

Long after she'd fallen asleep, I lay awake contemplating what lay in store for me tomorrow.

The following morning again I left for the bus with Kelsey still in bed. A mechanical fault led to it being delayed by a quarter hour, making me miss my connecting bus, and arrive at work 35 minutes late. It was just my luck right now that Mr Johnson was in the entrance as I arrived. 

"What time do you call this, Joe?" 

"I'm sorry, Mr Johnson, my bus had engine problems."

I must have caught him in a bad moment though, as he started tearing a strip off me. 

"I'm afraid that's not my problem. If you need to take an earlier bus to make sure you're here on time, then you better do it. I won't have staff being late, especially junior staff I've just gone out of my way to help. You need to show me and this job some respect, young man! If you want to throw it back in my face then fine, you know where the door is! Consider this an official warning!"

"Yes, Mr Johnson, sorry Mr Johnson..." 

I was left quaking, shocked to my core. I wasn't going to lose my shop-floor job, was I? What would Kelsey do then? 

When I dropped off my jacket and bag in the lockers, thoughts were tumbling about in my mind: Kelsey commenting on the natural order, Mr Johnson the boss, me under him; the fact that he'd just called me 'young man'; my fall from boss to junior worker, even beneath Sandra; Kelsey completely calling the shots at home; me letting her down again; having to buy Josie some lingerie today; receiving a warning for being late, even though it wasn't my fault. In fact none of this was my fault, was it? If I was allowed to drive, it wouldn't have happened. But then again, Kelsey was right - it wasn't fair to burden her all day with concern for if I'd had a car accident, and I had been making a few mistakes lately. I knew I was losing my agency, any input into decisions about my life, which were increasingly being made by Kelsey and Mr Johnson, but maybe that was for the best. I just wanted to crawl into my shell, I couldn't handle any responsibility anymore anyway. I felt like a kid, who was happy to let his parents take decisions for him. I just wanted to be safe, away from the stress I'd been under. Oh God, did I just think of them as my parents? What was happening to me? No, it wasn't like they were parents, it was just that Kelsey acted exactly like my boss but at home, with total authority and no regard for my opinions. I couldn't work it out, how we'd arrived here, how she felt about me. I knew she loved me - did she? I was so confused.

After that mild panic attack, I made it to my department and checked in with Sandra. She had me checking the rails to make sure all the items were in size order. We both knew it was the most menial task, but she tried to sell it to me as being really important - I wasn't some green novice on my first day! - but I guess she gave me what she thought I could handle.

I put off choosing Josie's lingerie again and again, even though I knew my measurements from taking a tape measure into the restroom on my break. Just as I was about to put some to one side, a member of staff would walk past making me jump. But by mid-afternoon, I'd resolved to do it no matter what. One by one I'd dismissed each item until there were none left and I had to start back at the beginning. I had no idea on what to base the decision, so I tried to think about what Kelsey would think was attractive. Eventually, I made the selection, and then quickly went over to pick up the silvery-gray bra and full panty set with small lace panels. I hadn't realized at first it was a push-up bra but it was too late to change now. It pained me knowing I couldn't deny I had actually chosen them, that there must be something about them I liked.

After finding my size, I grabbed them and trotted over to the cash desk where Sandra was serving - staff purchases always had to be rung through by another member of staff, or believe me, I'd have done it in secret later.

"Ooo, these are nice? For your wife?" But before I could answer I heard her whisper under her breath "...or you and your boyfriend?"

"No, they're...errr..." 

But then I had a temporary reprieve - Mr Johnson came over and stood behind the desk. 

"It's OK, Sandra. You go on your break, I got this."

"Oh, thank you Mr Johnson," and she scuttled off.

He looked down at the items, then rubbed the soft gray material between his fingers. 

"Nice..." 

He turned it round to look at the label showing the size, and made a sound to express his curiosity. 

"Mmm, who are these for, Joe?" 

I was immediately flustered, being in the exact situation I'd most feared. 

"What?"

"Well, they're too big for Kelsey. Are you having an affair, Joe?" and he laughed, scoffing at both my discomfort and what he clearly thought was the ridiculous notion that a wimp like me could attract another woman.

"No," I blurted out a bit too quickly, "they're...a present..."

"Go on...for...?"

"For an aunt of mine" Oh my God, why had I said an aunt? Who buys sexy underwear for their aunt?!

"An aunt, you say?" He clearly didn't buy it. "Well, whoever they're for, I'm sure they'll look very pretty in them..." He bagged them, pushed them toward me on the counter, and winked.

Fuck, oh fuck! Did he know? He must do. Fuck! Did Kelsey tell him? Oh my God, I was going to die, the humiliation unbearable. I could feel my face turn beet red. I snatched up the store bag, and walked over as fast as I could without drawing any further attention, to hide the offending items away in my locker.

As I was leaving at the end of the day, our paths crossed one more time.

"Got all your things?" he asked with raised eyebrows. I kept on walking with my head down. 

"Yes, thank you, Mr Johnson."

On the bus home, I felt everybody's eyes on me, imagining they all knew what was in my bag, wishing I could just disappear.

"How was your day?" asked Kelsey on my arrival, not exactly friendly but unusually attentive toward me compared to recent times.

"Err, fine thanks..."

"You weren't late this morning or anything?"

I felt a quiver of fear in the pit of my stomach in anticipation of her getting mad at me again. How did she know that anyway? But, of course, there was plenty of time for her and Mr Johnson to chat on the phone during my commute.

"I think you really need some lessons in respect, Joe," and she left that hanging over me. There was no escape for me now, it seemed. My bus ride had gone from my most hated part of the day to being my haven, the only time I wasn't being scrutinized, in danger of disappointing someone with my actions, but maybe that's when the two of them were discussing them together. I couldn't help it, but my lip began to tremble and I almost started to tear up. I hid my face away in the kitchen, and started on dinner as I knew Kelsey didn't like to eat too late. 
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6. 'Presents'
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During dinner, I didn't speak much, but made just enough interested noises to keep Kelsey talking about work, and all the crucial strategic decisions that were now on her shoulders. I shuddered at the thought, and became nervous whenever she mentioned any internal tensions within the management team. I was kind of glad to be out of that world, into a simpler one, even though I could feel my mind starting to atrophy a little through lack of use. But that was alright, I was OK with being underestimated, and happy to avoid any awkward situations and confrontation. Actually, putting it like that, it was more than a little strange for me to be thinking like this, and so different from my attitude even a few weeks ago, but I had to be true to how I really felt, however diminished. 

Kelsey put her knife and fork together and pushed the plate away from her, now empty of its cod and salsa verde with a watercress salad. 

"Mmm, that was delicious. And it was good for your diet - you see you can choose the healthy option sometimes!"

So few compliments came my way these days, I beamed with pride, even if there was still a disguised criticism in there too.

"You know, you might suck at work, but you'd make someone a great housewife." How was I meant to take that? 

"Err, thanks, I guess..."

"No, seriously. It's like I'm the man now in our relationship and you're my little wife, don't you feel that sometimes?"

"No," I said directly but then had a crisis of confidence, "...not really."

"Come on," she said standing up. "Get cleaned up in here and then come into the living room. I have a present for you." And with that she even slapped my butt. It was delivered nicely, but that was still an order - why couldn't she help me clear up for a change? I was starting to feel it was so unfair again, when I caught myself - she just got you a present, you shouldn't be so ungrateful. I had been a bit oversensitive recently, apparently.

These days, once I got home, made dinner and tidied up afterwards, I didn't have much time for me or any of my old hobbies, so I'd usually just curl up on the sofa and watch whatever Kelsey had put on. But tonight when I went through to the living room, the TV was off and there were some shopping bags on the floor. She stood up and came over, placing one hand on my lower back, the other on my butt. Although she was a good few inches shorter than me, in her heels we were now almost the same height, and something in her manner and body language let me know she was the dominant one in control of this exchange. 

"So is Josie coming out to play?"

She moved around until she made the eye contact I was trying to avoid, smiled and raised her eyebrows. I didn't know what to do. I could see where this was heading and I didn't like it, but I knew she wouldn't let me get out of it. 

"I guess..." 

"Well then Josie, I'll show you mine if you show me yours." I looked confused. "Your shopping, silly."

Reluctantly I retrieved my lingerie from the back of my wardrobe - oh my God, did I just call it my lingerie? I guess it was.

She picked up the silvery-gray bra. 

"Oh, that's lovely! Lace, huh? So feminine and classy, but still sexy. Ooo, who knew Josie was a girly girl?" I blushed at the comment, which did nothing to undermine her point.

It was then that she tickled me, and I couldn't stop myself giggling as I squirmed, my instant reaction completely confirming my role in her eyes. 

"Oh, there she is... Why don't you go and get changed? You'll need this, give you more booty to work with," and she handed me what looked like a pair of butt cheeks. I rotated them in my hands and saw they were a kind of silicone panty with padded hips and ass, and even the contours of a vagina. They had a kind of slit between the cheeks at the back, which I guessed was intended as an entrance not an exit, but I tried not to think about that. I looked at her, pleading with her not to make me go through with this.

"They go under your panties. You did add on a few inches like I told you?" I nodded - it was all I could do.

Looking back, I think this was one of the times I could have pushed back, put a stop to the inexorable slide, and simply refused - to hell with the consequences. But already my self-confidence and self-esteem had been so eroded, I simply didn't have the strength to fight. I disappeared into the bathroom with my things. 

I'd never been very hairy for a guy, none on my chest, just a few going down from my belly button. So when I clipped the bra together at the front then spun it round to put my arms through the straps, it sat on bare hairless skin. I did have a bit of hair on my legs though, so pulling on the silicone shaper panties, they did look a little incongruous. The little bulge did too, so I tried to reach around from behind to pull everything back and out of the way. I pulled them up tight to keep everything in place, which they did frighteningly well. Then came my silvery-gray lace panties, which fit snugly over the top. I observed myself in the mirror and cringed with shame. It was time to go back, but I struggled to open the bathroom door. Oh my God, was I really going to do this?

"Oh my! Let me look at you... Give me a spin, there you go... They're very pretty, aren't they? Not sure about the hairy legs, but hey, you have to start somewhere." I didn't like the sound of 'start' or the implication of where this journey was heading. 

She leaned forward and placed her hand on the front of my panties where my bulge was now conspicuous by its absence. 

"I see it was easy enough to hide away your little pee-pee. I suppose there are some advantages to being a bit small." I don't know why she was trying to make that a thing. I wasn't small, just average, but now was certainly not the time to try to persuade her as to the size of my cock.

"For being such a good girl, you can have your presents." That 'good girl' made me wince, as I figured that's what she saw me as, how she'd treat me, whenever I was Josie from now on.

She tossed me a packet. 

"First of all, some thick black hose, to hide all that horrible hair." She waited for me to tear it open, bunch up the toes, and draw them up my leg leaving it black and shiny as I went. I repeated the process, then grabbed the waistband pulling them up tight against my groin, reinforcing the concealment of my masculinity. 

Next she pulled out two clear silicone gel bra inserts and stood by my side as with one hand she pulled up the small amount of flesh on my chest while the other she inserted the pads and adjusted the bra. 

"And you got a push-up bra, too. Someone's given this a lot of thought!" Of course I hadn't, but when I looked down there was undeniably the start of a small cleavage.

"A couple more things - here," and she pulled out a wig, taking care not to mess it up. She put it on one of her hands, making a fist to replicate the head, and I could see it was a sort of layered bob, in a rich brown much lighter than my black hair. 

"It's real human hair - cost a fortune" 

That filled me with dread - if Kelsey was investing serious money in this, it wasn't going to be the one-off I was hoping for. She fixed a kind of net skullcap to me with pins, then used more to secure the hairpiece, before fussing around me with a hairbrush until she was happy. 

Finally, she presented me with the only gift she'd had wrapped. I opened the small package to reveal a small rectangular box, inside of which was a silver tube.

"Your first lipstick!" First?! How many more?! 

"I'll put it on you this time. Now do this," and, taking the lipstick from me, she pulled a face covering her teeth for me to copy. Twisting it brought out the bright red colour, which, holding my head steady, she applied to my lips. A kleenex was then held to my mouth for me to press them on, before finally I was made to blow her a kiss. 

"I'm so smart - it's a beautiful colour on you." I'd mumbled an automatic thanks before it even hit me what was I saying.

She pulled me over to the mirror where I saw a little sissy boy, with a feminine lacy bra, cherry lips, and a girly haircut that looked completely natural. Without thinking, I touched my hair, turned to see it sideways, then focused on my lips, pouting a little to see how they looked. Kelsey smiled at the cute little femmy gestures she'd just seen me do.

And then she kissed me again, not the soft loving kiss she gave Joe, but a violent probing kiss, both hands on my face pulling me into her, a dominant kiss of total control. 

"Oh, baby, I think we're going to have fun tonight "

She practically dragged me into our bedroom and threw me onto the bed. "Stay," she commanded as if to a dog. She undressed seductively, teasing me with the buttons on her blouse, before throwing it onto the chair in the corner. She turned around to unzip the back of her skirt, and shook her ass as she wiggled it down, and kicked it away. She stood there looking absolutely gorgeous in her white bra and panties, the floral design curling up around her nipples and under her pussy suggestively like fingers. God she was hot. I began thinking tonight might be exciting for both of us after all - but I was soon disabused of that notion.

My nervous excitement grew as she approached to kneel over me, then fondled my bra-clad breasts, while licking and kissing my neck and earlobe. Her expression was fierce, in the moment, not to be disturbed as she took what she wanted.

She broke off for a second and stared intensely into my eyes. 

"I love you, Josie." And then she kissed me so roughly, biting my bottom lip, that she drew blood. 

"Ouch!"

"Oh, don't be such a princess."

"But that hurt."

"Listen you little bitch, you don't seem to be getting it." I cowered beneath her. "I can do whatever I want to you. I'm your Mistress and you're my little subby fem fuckdoll. Understand?"

I was scared by all this but answered as quickly as I could not to anger her more. 

"Yes Kels". 

Slap! The bedroom disappeared, the stinging pain all there was, then the throbbing afterglow. 

"How dare you call me that!"

I didn't know what she wanted, but I was terrified, and started clutching at anything I thought might appease her.

"Yes...yes, Mistress?" It seemed to work. 

"That's better. My little lesbian bimbo better remember her respect!"

"Yes, Mistress," I instantly replied, now more sure of the role she was demanding of me.

She rolled off and lay down on her side next to me. 

"Come here," she instructed, so I mirrored her, nose to nose, the proximity intimidating.

She whispered, "Good girl. You don't like making Mistress angry, do you? You want to serve me and make me happy, don't you, Josie? But you've been a naughty girl, so you need to make it up to me. But don't worry, I know you want to, I know you love it down there, come on baby girl..."

She lay back, rolled me over on top, and pushed me down between her legs. 

I knew she wasn't going to take no for an answer, not that I would have had the courage to say it. I also knew what was expected, so I went to work flicking her clit with my tongue, and the dirty talk started immediately. 

"Oooohhhh, that's so good, you dirty bitch, oh Josie, you make me so horny, I'm gonna fuck your face so hard, aaahhh, that's it you dirty slut, fuck my cunt!" 

I think the dirty talk was doing more for her than me, but the all-consuming oral I was giving, the constant references to me as Josie, and the relentless cursing and sex talk all brought on in me a trance-like state, in which I was undoubtedly aroused but, being held down by my silicone shaper, panties and nylons, also frustratingly unable to become fully hard. Not that Mistress was interested in that it seemed. I was going to work with my whole lower face and fingers, and she was on the edge of climax, I could feel it, and I just had to get her there before I could get some relief for myself. 

"You fucking whore, those slurping sounds are soooo fucking sexy, you horny bitch. Josie, you slutty lesbian fuck-doll, fuck me, fuck me, aaaaagh..." She clamped her thighs around my head and writhed around, her orgasm like a wrestling move. 

After a few seconds, she released me. 

"Fuck, Josie, you have some talented tongue there, you little slut. I want more. Move further back."

I'd naively assumed it would be my turn now, but she wasn't having that yet. I grabbed the backs of her thighs and pushed them up, lifting her ass off the bed and her pussy up to meet my lips, and I blew a little raspberry.

"No, further back." 

I moved lower down, but she still wasn't satisfied and lifted her ass higher as she pushed my head further down.

"What? Your asshole?" 

She couldn't mean that, could she? She didn't even like that, I thought. She'd never discussed anything anal, well hers anyway.

"Don't question me, Josie. Your Mistress has given you an order." 

I had no choice. With trepidation, I moved backwards and started lapping at her opening, then licking around her rim. At least it didn't taste as I'd feared.

"Mmm, that's niiice. But go in deeper." 

I pointed my tongue to penetrate her, and began to fuck her, my nose pressing up against her perineum with each stroke. 

After a few minutes, she pushed me away abruptly. "OK, you're done."

"But don't you like it?" I'd been trying my best and was a little crestfallen.

"It's nice, but the biggest turn-on is the fact you'd do it. I mean, you put your tongue up my ass for fuck's sake, just because I told you to." She laughed, probably at how subservient to her I'd become, which crushed me a little more. 

My feelings must have shown on my face. 

"No, Josie, it's so hot you're my little play thing!" I didn't respond, but then my mind moved back to my restrained cock.

"Can we see to me now?" I started to pull down the pantyhose, but she slapped my hands away.

"Don't do that! I don't want to see it when you're Josie."

"But I can't... I need to...can't we...?" I didn't know how to phrase my frustrated request so that she might agree to it.

"No, I'm afraid not. Josie's been a good girl just now, but I don't see what Joe has done. In fact, Joe's a long way from getting back in my good books. After being demoted to a store junior - an entry level junior! - and then not even telling me, I don't think Joe deserves anything, do you? Well, do you?"

I was brought back to reality with a bump, and she was keen to rub in just how useless I was. Grudgingly, I mumbled my agreement.

"Excuse me?"

"No, Mistress. I don't deserve it." What was I saying, agreeing to this? - but I was too weak to contest it. She smiled at my response and, having already won, granted me a concession.

"OK, I suppose you've made a start. You can take care of yourself - not here, in the bathroom. I don't want to see or hear you. You can remove the pantyhose but keep your lingerie on - I want you back here as Josie when you're done."

"Yes, Mistress," and I gratefully slipped off the bed and felt the relief of closing the bathroom door on all that had just gone on.

I was a tormented mixture of emotions. What had just happened? Was this the start of something she'd want to continue? I couldn't see her wanting to stop now. In my head were tumbling feelings of shame, embarrassment, self-loathing... arousal? I sat on the lowered toilet lid and rolled my pantyhose down each leg, noting a little erotic charge released as my leg hairs sprang free - how long would she let me keep those, I wondered. After kicking off the hose bunched up around my toes, I eased down the butt shaper and my panties to my knees so I could pull out my semi-hard but deflating cock, to try to reinvigorate it. 

I couldn't fix a mental image to help though. Whenever I now thought of Kels, a picture of a dominatrix would appear, making me scared not aroused, underscoring my feelings of male uselessness. I tried to envision a time before, with me fucking my demure cute little wife, but then the scene would become blurred and once the resolution was back I was now in the role of Kelsey, the wife, on my back with my legs in the air, high-heels rotating as I was being pumped by a guy - no wait, it was coming into focus, not a guy, but DeShawn. And I was speaking. 

"I've been a naughty girl, Mr Johnson, a naughty girl..."

Oh my God! How did I get there? That's not what I want. But my cock disagreed. No, I won't go there. Think of something, anything to take my mind off this, my parents...Yes, that would kill any erotic mood stone dead. 

After a few moments to make sure it was safe, I started again beating off to my wife, and then any sexy girls from the clothes store, but still nothing. I grabbed my phone for some photos on social media, her friends from the wedding, and then celebs in underwear, and finally my last chance was pornhub. But nothing was working. Fuck, what's happening to me?! All of a sudden, my whole predicament got the better of me and I started crying, a mixture of self-pity and self-hatred. I couldn't remember the last time I'd actually cried. Eventually, realizing I was in no state to recapture my horniness of earlier, I had to concede defeat with my withering cock in hand - all I was achieving was self-injury. I sloped back to the bed, with my tail between my legs, so to speak.

Kelsey was drowsy now but lifted up my side of the comforter for me to crawl under. In shame, I turned my back to her, which was seemingly what she wanted as she kneed me gently to bend my legs, thrust her groin against my butt, draped her arm over my shoulder, and became big spoon to my little one. 

"Night night, Josie." 

Long after she had nodded off, still in the same position, I lay awake contemplating how it was that I was the little subby girlfriend in lingerie being spooned, rather than my wife.
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7. The Shoes
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By the time Kelsey woke up the next morning, I was already showered, dressed and breakfasted, determined to draw a line under last night. I had 15 minutes before I had to leave for my earlier bus, so when I heard Kelsey stirring, I thought I'd take her a coffee in bed, perhaps get on her good side.

"Aww, thanks hubby," she murmured, waking slowly. God, she did look beautiful in that dreamy half-asleep state.

"Shhh, go back to sleep - don't get up for me."

She sat up and slurped her coffee. 

"Mmm, thanks. And thanks for last night, too. I know you didn't decide for yourself to do any of it, but I know you secretly liked it, deep down, even if you can't admit it to yourself yet."

I didn't want to break the spell, when this was the best we'd gotten on in days, but I had to say something. "Well..." But she cut me off before I had a chance to dispute her remarks.

"But I haven't forgiven you completely, so you need to do one more thing for me." That didn't sound too bad, if it was just one more thing.

"I think Josie would like some heels. Your place has a shoe department, doesn't it, so it shouldn't be too difficult to find a sexy pair that fit. OK?"

"What?" I was stunned.

"High heels? I think Josie would look really sexy in heels."

"But...no, please. Please don't make me. How will I know if they fit?"

"How does anyone? Try them on." That struck terror into me, the thought of being caught by the staff from footwear trying on heels - I couldn't face it.

"At work? I can't. What if I'm seen? I think Sandra already suspects something. And Mr Johnson? What if he finds out? I'd die."

"Aww baby, look at you, you're shaking. Don't be so nervous, I'm sure you'll figure out a way." But then came the familiar change in tone, asserting her status as the boss in our relationship. 

"But you will do it somehow. Do you hear me?" I had no time left to try to talk her out of it, and no strength in me for a fight. 

"Yes, Kelsey." As soon as I'd said it, I realized I hadn't called her anything other than 'Kels' or 'honey' for ages, and it concerned me that I'd subconsciously chosen the more deferential full first name. 

But it was her latest instruction that occupied my thoughts throughout my bus journey to work. I couldn't try them on in the store, I'd be mortified. Could I get some without trying them on? Probably not - I had no idea about women's sizes and God knows how long Kelsey would have me in them, so they better be the right size at least. Maybe I could casually walk through the shoe department, spot the type I want, sneak into the stock room, try them in there? But even if I rang them through the till myself, I'd still need another member of staff present, and I learned from the lingerie purchase that I'm no good at lying. It would be excruciating if they thought I was buying them for myself. What else could I do? Get them from another store? I'd still have to try them on, and didn't have time anyway. And then an idea struck me and my heart started beating faster - I'd have to steal them. I could get them myself from the stock room while on a break, put them in a bag to take to the restroom, try them there, then hide the bag in my locker until home time. Shit! I was backed into a corner but was I really going to break the law? 

Yes, it turns out I was. Again I didn't know what Kelsey wanted me to get, so I chose some similar to a pair of hers, glossy black with 3-inch heels and an ankle strap. In the restroom cubicle I knew I'd gotten lucky with the sizing and got it right first time. My heart was pounding, but I managed to get them into my locker unseen, and then tried not to run as I went back to ladieswear and lingerie.

"Everything alright?" asked Sandra. In my relief, I actually thought it might be.

I hadn't seen Mr Johnson much that day, but as I was leaving he was there to stop me. 

"Hi Joe. Could we have a word in my office for a moment, please?" He was being official, not polite, and there was steel in his voice.

"Er, I'll be late for my bus."

"My office, now!" He startled me, and set my pulse racing once more - he couldn't possibly know about the contents of my holdall, could he? Once inside, he closed the door and twisted the blinds closed. 

"Open your bag, please, Joe." Oh my God he knew - fuck fuck fuck! 

In my panic attack, I couldn't speak, I couldn't move, I couldn't do anything. Seeing the terror on my face, he brushed me to one side and undid the zip himself.

"What are these then, Joe? Or should that be Josephine?" He was completely deadpan, totally serious. "Care to explain?"

I was so flustered right now but knew I had to regain the power of speech and say something, but I floundered. 

"I'm sorry, Mr Johnson, I'm so sorry. I...I don't know what to say...I..."

"Let me make this easy for you. Did you steal the shoes?"

I was caught red-handed with no way out but to confess and throw myself at his mercy.

"Yes, Mr Johnson, I'm so sorry, I won't do it again, I promise, it was a mistake..." He cut me off in mid, pitiful, stream.

"And are they for you?" 

I paused. Could I really say this out loud? To him of all people?

"...Yes," I looked down and hoped that same floor would open up and eat me. "Kelsey makes me dress up for her sometimes. I didn't know what to do, she insisted I buy some heels. I..." Again, he interrupted, uninterested in my excuses.

"I should fire you on the spot and report you to the police. Shouldn't I?"

"Yes Mr Johnson, I mean no, Mr Johnson, please don't do that..."

"What would Kels say if you were arrested for shoplifting?"

"Please, Mr Johnson, I'll do anything, please."

"Mmm, OK, maybe I don't need to report you. Put the shoes on."

"I'm sorry?"

"You heard."

"But...?" 

I had no more words. I knew Mr Johnson was going to make me pay for my crime in embarrassment and the loss of my masculinity and self-respect.

I sat down on the chair, opened the box and unwrapped the shoes from their tissue paper. I looked up at him with imploring eyes, hoping against hope for a last-minute reprieve, but he just nodded to confirm my task. I slipped off my socks, slipped the heels over my toes and did up the buckle on the ankle strap, before moving onto the other shoe. 

"Come here," he ordered sitting back in the swivel chair behind his desk. I tottered over to him, the height of the heels making my butt stick out. 

"Here's the deal, Josephine. I won't have you arrested if you give me a kiss on the cheek and tell me you're sorry for being such a naughty girl. Got that?"

I couldn't believe my ears, nor the fact that I knew I was going to do this - I'd never hated myself and my lack of courage more. I was such a wimp that maybe I deserved all of this. 

I walked forward, leaned down and pecked his stubbly cheek, before whispering so no one else could hear. 

"I'm very sorry, Mr Johnson, that I've been such a naughty girl, please forgive me." 

He spun around in his chair and grabbed my face in one of his big hands, palm under my chin, fingers and thumb gripping my cheeks till they hurt. 

"Aww, well ain't that sweet."

"So...er...do I get to keep my job?"

"Ha! No, of course not! Are you seriously telling me that when you were the boss, you'd keep someone on if you'd caught them stealing from you? I don't think so. No, you're so fired, but lucky for you I won't have you arrested, not for you, just as a favour to Kels. No, you've let everyone down, mostly yourself - what kind of man are you anyway?" I had no response.

"Go on then, change your shoes, but take them with you, I don't want those tainted heels in my store now you've worn them. Then off you fuck and don't come back, you little fucking sissy."

I don't know what it was I felt - horrified but also, when he said those last words, I felt a little flutter in my tummy, a tingle in my groin I didn't understand. He was there glowering at me, which only made it worse. I hurried as fast as I could, stuffing everything back in my bag and rushing out of the store. 

When I was out of sight of the store front, I couldn't take any more humiliation and burst into tears. Oh fuck, what had I done? What was Kelsey going to say? And what had I said to Mr Johnson? Would he tell her?! With all these questions going round and round, that trip home was maybe the worst journey of my life.

When I finally made it home, Kelsey was of course waiting for me, but I couldn't tell if she'd already been on the phone with Mr Johnson. 

"Hi, Kelsey." She didn't respond, not even looking up from her magazine. I wondered for a second if she knew already, and wasn't talking to me. "Er...hi, Kelsey." 

She snapped back, instantly mad at me. "I said hi, it's not my fault if you didn't hear me. What do you want, a welcoming committee?"

That didn't bode well. 

"Err..."

"What? What is it? Just spit it out!"

"Er...I have some bad news."

"Oh God, what is it? Are you gonna tell me you've been fired? Can't even hold down a store assistant role now?" And she laughed, clearly amusing herself at my expense.

I was so confused, I couldn't tell if she knew or not. My self-esteem was at its lowest ebb, and I was afraid to speak in case my voice cracked and all my emotions came pouring out. I nodded instead.

And then something I wasn't expecting happened. She stood up, put an arm around me, pulled my face down onto her chest and comforted me. 

"Aww, baby, I'm so sorry, that's terrible news. It must have been awful for you. But it's gonna be alright, it's all gonna work out, I promise you. Why don't you sit down and tell me all about it? I'll make us some lemon tea." 

And so tell her I did, everything, and she was so nice and sympathetic, it was like the Kelsey I'd fallen in love with again. Apart from one bit, when I told her about what happened in Mr Johnson's office and she couldn't repress what I thought was a smirk, and I wondered if it was her mask slipping. But no, I'm sure she must have been genuine and was being nice - and to me for a change - and I appreciated it. I did love Kelsey and I felt guilty that I'd doubted she would support me when I needed her most.

After I'd finished, she made lots of the right noises to show her understanding, but I felt there was something she was waiting to get onto, then after a few minutes she dropped the pretense. 

"Do you still have them then?"

"What?"

"The shoes? Show me them."

I was a little concerned my sympathy time had ended so quickly, but took out the heels regardless.

"Oh they're to die for! You know what - Josie has great taste in clothes! Put them on."

"What? Now?" And she made me model them walking back and forth a couple times across the living room, to her laughter, even applause, and obvious approval.

"Oh baby, your posture's so much better in heels - you should wear them all the time!" But I didn't rise to the bait.

Afterwards, she stood up and held both my hands. 

"You know, we're gonna be fine, baby. I've done the math and checked the savings account, and we can survive for a few months on just my salary." So she had known about it before! She must have spoken with Mr Johnson - I bet he really enjoyed making fun of me to my own wife! Oh, I felt like such a fool. But at least she hadn't mocked me for it, I guess.

She went on, appearing not to notice my distress. "And this will give you a lot more time to take care of this place - you know I'm no good at that sort of thing. So I get a little housewife."

"House husband," I mumbled, but didn't want to push it as she was being so supportive.

"Why don't you go and make us some dinner, and I'll open a bottle of nice wine. Let's turn this into a positive and toast this new chapter in our lives." I didn't know then how much of a new chapter this was going to be.

That night we didn't talk about work or Josie, just about the stuff we were watching on TV. Kelsey even asked me to choose what to put on, but as soon as I'd picked something she found a reason why it wouldn't do.

"Oh, you don't like this, do you? - No this is OK I suppose, it's just a bit lame - Oh this is so unfunny, isn't it? - Ugh, I hate him, he's so cringe - But we saw this last year, don't you remember?"

I couldn't really think of anything else and in the end just went with what she wanted, which was fine. 

Eventually, we turned in. 

"Now, set your alarm for the same time as normal. There's a lot to do, so you're going to need some routines. Start as you mean to go on and all that." I wasn't really sure what she meant by that - sure, I'd be doing some house work, but I'd also have some free time for me finally, and I'd need time for job hunting.

"Bring me a coffee in bed at 7 and have breakfast ready for 7:45. I'll give you your list of duties then." List of duties? That sounded a bit formal, and like she'd given it a lot of thought. I was just planning to run the vacuum round a bit. But it was late, and she hadn't given me a hard time at all about losing my job, so I went to sleep quite relieved, all things considered.
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8. New Job
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That first morning wasn't so bad, but it was strange having to get up before Kelsey even though I wasn't going to work. Feeling guilty about my lack of any financial contribution, I really wanted to start this off well and keep her in a good mood, so after I'd brought her coffee, I set about making a fresh fruit salad to have with granola and yoghurt.

Kelsey appeared in a gray business trouser suit and black heels, fully made up. 

"Ooo, that looks lovely - I could get used to this!" I felt a little flush of pride that she was pleased with me, then became self-conscious about my reaction over something so little. But any pride was short-lived, as she then outlined my duties for the day. 

"Now as you're not bringing in any money, you're going to need to justify your place in this household..." Ouch! - was the implication that if I didn't do enough I'd be thrown out? 

"...and that means a deep spring clean, keeping the place spotless, preparing all the meals, doing all the laundry and ironing. This is a full time job - I don't want you going into it thinking it's all going to be daytime TV, gaming, surfing the internet, and jacking off." And she held my gaze to make sure I knew she wasn't joking. 

"I've made a list of tasks that I'll WhatsApp you now, and I expect all of them to be done by the time I get home, do you understand?" She'd suddenly become very intense, like I'd already disappointed her. I nodded my assent without even questioning the fact that my own wife was setting me all these chores like I was the help.

"Joe, I'm serious. The least you could do is answer me. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Kelsey."

"Good, now let's see if you can be a good little housewife - don't screw this up as well!"

She got the last of her things together and, just before she left for the short walk to work, gave me the last of my instructions for the day. 

"As you're not allowed to buy anything online, I've opened a Walmart grocery basket on the laptop for you to add any cleaning products to, and anything else you think you need. When I get home later I'll check what you've put in there, and do the check-out myself - you remember what happened last time I left it to you?" 

I felt like explaining again that the duplicated Whole Foods order wasn't my fault, but could only bring myself to say, "Yes, sorry Kelsey." 

"If you need to get anything before then, you'll have to take it out of your allowance."

"My...allowance?" 

"Yes, you can't be wasting money on silly things like you usually do, not when you're spending my money now." That really made me feel like a burden, but an allowance - I wasn't 15!

"I've decided to give you $50 a week, to buy any little emergencies you need for the apartment, and anything extra for you." That didn't sound like much for everything for me. 

"Only $50?" 

But she blew up, stepping toward me so she could shout in my face. "How dare you!? Yes, $50 of my money, that's more than generous, when you're not earning anything, because you're so irresponsible you can't hold down a job. You're so ungrateful!"

The instant and angry confrontation caught me off guard, and I immediately started apologising to get out of this fight.

"Yes, Kelsey, I'm sorry Kelsey, you're right, thank you, yes $50 is very generous of you, thank you, Kelsey." I hadn't meant for it to come out quite so grovely, with me speaking down to the carpet to avoid eye contact, but I was too scared to be concerned for my self-respect at this point. 

Her face calmed, then smiled, and I questioned whether all that anger had only been an act. She held out her hand palm upward. 

"Wallet."

My heart was still racing, and I was panicking as I fumbled with my trouser pocket to pull out my wallet to give her. She went through it carefully, removing the cash that was in there, plus all my credit, debit and store cards. 

"I'll be keeping these."

Finally she made a show of putting in five new ten-dollar bills and handing it back. 

"That's it for the week, Joe. Don't blow it." But when she saw the dejected look on my face, she softened a little more. 

"Aww, look, this is to help you, to make sure you don't do anything stupid, and so we can afford the mortgage. You understand that, don't you?" I nodded again.

And then she was gone, without even saying goodbye. When I looked at WhatsApp, I couldn't believe how long my list of duties was - it was more like a week's worth, and certainly more than either of us had ever done on the apartment before - sweeping, mopping, steaming, cleaning, dusting, carpets, laundry - and on it went. It crossed my mind that I was being set up to fail, but Kelsey wouldn't do that - would she?

Later that afternoon, I was still cleaning as the clock ticked round to 5. I began to stress out that Kelsey would be back soon and I was nowhere near finished, even though I'd done so much housework that I'd used almost half the extra cleaning sprays I'd had to go out and buy with my allowance. The only rubber gloves the 7-eleven had had in my size were pink, but I needed them and no one would ever see them, I rationalized. It had been a tough day and I was physically tired, but I worried Kelsey would accuse me of taking too many breaks or something. I had watched a bit of a crappy lifestyle talkshow on daytime TV when I'd grabbed a bit of lunch, and when the boredom grew too much this afternoon, I jacked off in the bathroom, but still - I'd put in a serious shift. 

Rushing now to finish polishing the dining table, I heard the key in the lock.

"Hey baby, how was your day?" She was in a good mood at least. 

"So show me everything you've done," and I was made to give her a guided tour, pointing out the floors, baseboards, cupboards, cutlery, glassware, oven, hob and windows that had taken me so long.

"I see all this woman's work suits you," she smiled and watched for my reaction to her teasing. Truth be told, it did make me feel a bit funny inside - I hadn't really been thinking about it but I guess some people would look at us and think I had the traditionally female role, which I kind of got a strange little shiver from.

"And the bathroom?" 

I had to confess I hadn't even gotten onto it, and braced myself for her to start yelling at me again, but she just seemed disappointed.

"I can't believe you haven't even started it - what have you been doing all day?" I tried and failed to convince her I'd only been doing cleaning.

"So you didn't watch any TV? You didn't surf on your phone? No gaming? No jerking off? I'm sorry, Joe, I don't believe you. Now tell me what really happened." 

So I did, with anything that wasn't housework eliciting a rolling of her eyes and shaking of the head.

"What are we gonna do with you, Joe? I'm out slaving away to put a roof over your head while you beat off to daytime television." It wasn't like that, but any further explanation would only antagonize her I thought, so I bit my lip.

"We'll address this on Monday, but let's not spoil a Friday night." What a relief I wasn't in trouble, at least for the weekend. 

"There's that new wine bar on 12th I've been dying to try, and I could murder a few glasses of some crisp, dry white. What do you say?" I could hardly turn her down, so I went to put on a nice shirt.
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9. The Weekend
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It was nice, of course, but not cheap. She’d sniffed at my choice as being paintstripper, and insisted we got a $60 bottle of Napa Valley's finest sauvignon blanc. I'd assumed she'd be paying, but on settling the check, I soon realized I was wrong. 

"Well, come on then, put your half in."

"But, I thought...I mean, with the cleaning stuff today and now this, that'll only leave me a few bucks for the rest of the week."

"That's not my fault, now is it? Just because you're a failure it doesn't mean I can only go to some cheap dive, does it!" Of course it didn't, but, did she have to get a $60 bottle? 

Then it dawned on me she'd called me a failure, openly to my face. I looked around, surrounded by monied clientele, alpha males and powerful women, and crawled back into my shell, putting down my dollar bills in silence.

"Don't forget the tip," she prompted, forcing me to empty my wallet. "Good boy."

That evening I made, then cleared up, dinner while Kelsey lay on the sofa messaging a friend, occasionally bursting out laughing. On finally finishing, I came through to the living room. 

"That was DeShawn," she said. "He wants us all to go out for dinner tomorrow night, so I've accepted." It was kind of brazen, I thought, to be chatting and laughing, and I was sure, flirting with another man, so openly, while I was cooking and cleaning. Then it struck me that I might have to pay for my meal at the restaurant.

"Will I have to pay? It's just that I don't have any allowance left..."

"Of course, silly. That's what an allowance is. But it's OK, when I accepted, it was just for me. I know you don't have enough money, but I explained it all to him." Oh no! It was mortifying that DeShawn knew about my allowance, and my wife having complete financial control of me. I guess that's what all the laughter had been about.

"What did he say?" I asked before thinking it through.

"Aww, he thinks it's cute! And he's sure it's for the best." An appreciation of the situation slowly sank in. Considering the weeks ahead, when I'd be stuck doing 'woman's work', and not even have the money to eat out, while a great big alpha hunk like DeShawn would be taking my wife to dinner, I crumpled inside.

Before she went out the next evening, I noticed she was wearing a little more make-up than usual, with quite a low-cut, tight, little black dress I hadn't seen before. She left me in no doubt about her authority, with another put-down and further instructions. 

"I'm sorry, Joe, that you can't afford to come with me - we'll just have to make do without you somehow," and she laughed at her own sarcasm. 

"Why don't you make up for being such a waste-of-space jerk-off on Friday, by actually getting the bathroom done." It wasn't a question. 

"Oh, by the way, I got you a present. I was in Macy's today, and I saw this and thought of you. Don't worry, it won't come out of your allowance, it's a gift." She threw me a store bag. My face fell when I saw the bubblegum pink fabric and all the white frills.

"It's an apron - it goes with your rubber gloves," and she couldn't keep from smirking. "Put it on then." And then she placed it over my head, spun me round, and tied the straps in a big bow on my back, smacking my butt when she was done.

"Aww, that's better. Don't you look sweet! Much more appropriate. Right, bathroom, now!" 

As she left, I was trudging back to the kitchen cupboard to get my gloves and cleaning stuff, hating myself for letting this happen, dressed in a frilly pink apron and treated like a housewife, when she was out on the town with DeShawn, not even trying to hide it.

I spent 3 hours in the bathroom, desperate to do a good job I wouldn't be berated for, but when Kelsey still hadn't come back, I had to go to bed alone. She eventually stumbled in quite drunk around midnight, waking me up, kicking off her heels, wriggling out of her dress, slamming the bathroom door behind her when she removed her make-up. When she got into bed, there was a different smell to her, one I couldn't quite make out. I had my back to her pretending to sleep. She inched toward me and started fondling by ass, then started spooning me again. Her knee came up between my legs, pressing on my perineum, for me to grind down on, which I found I started doing automatically. 

Admittedly, although she was in a dominant position, it all felt nice, but then came a worrying addition. Her top arm snaked around and under mine, her hand stopping on my chest, where she pinched and tweaked my nipple as though it were a girl's breast. She then propped herself up to nibble my ear and kiss my exposed neck, sending shivers through me. God, what was happening to me? Here she was, being the boss in the bedroom too, and I was tingling like a little girl. I was too scared to react, and lay there immobile trying to be silent. Maybe the drunkenness got the better of her but she suddenly broke off, and a moment later I could hear the deep breathing of her asleep.
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10. New Roles
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Sunday, we didn't talk about it. We had quite a nice day actually, and a walk in the park, but all of a sudden my 6:30 alarm was going off to signal Monday morning.

Slurping her 7 o'clock coffee in bed, her nice friendly demeanor of yesterday had already been replaced by that of an assertive manager. 

"Right, there are going to be some changes today, to avoid what happened on Friday. Make something light for breakfast and I'll tell you then." That set me panicking straight off. And what did she mean, 'on Friday'? - I'd worked my ass off.

By the time I was clearing away the breakfast of simple scrambled eggs on wholewheat toast, she'd already started on me. 

"So what stopped you getting your housework done on Friday? Were you lazy or distracted?"

I knew it was an unfair question, but that she would dismiss any of my arguments as excuses, and so I chose the lesser of two evils.

"Distracted, I guess."

"By...?" It was just her tone but I could feel my heart rate quicken

"I don't know...by the TV maybe, by lunch? But I was just having a break - "

"- And?" I didn't really know what she was getting at, unless she wanted to chastise me about jacking off. 

"Are you seriously telling me you didn't watch anything to help get you in the mood, maybe on your phone?" Oh God, she did want to go there.

"Well, I suppose, I did a little." That was all she needed to hear.

"OK, so here are the rules. I've put a lock on the television with a code for me to unlock it later. The same on your laptop, and I'll be taking mine with me. If you want to add anything to the grocery delivery order, you'll have to do that when I get home. If you need anything today, here's 10 bucks but this is coming out of next week's allowance, do you hear me?"

"Yes, Kelsey," I reacted instinctively, and took the bill, before it had even sunk in what she was doing. 

"And one more thing - phone, please," And she held out her open palm.

"My phone? Please... What if I need to call you or someone, or find somewhere on maps..."

"I'm sorry, baby, you've shown you can't cope with a phone, not without going down your pornographic rabbit hole, and ignoring all your duties. There's still the landline if you need to call me, and you can have it back when I see you've finished your jobs when I get back this afternoon." It wasn't fair, I'd worked hard, but my self-esteem wasn't up to the fight, and when I handed over my phone, she saw my deflated expression. 

"Aww, don't be like that, baby. I'm not doing it to punish you, I'm helping you, so you can concentrate and do a good job. So you can still contribute to the household even though you can't hold down a job. We both know you've been a bit ditzy and easily distracted recently. So you should thank me really, shouldn't you?"

I didn't react. "Go on then, thank me."

It took me a few seconds to get started but I knew I was going to have to do this. 

"Thank you for helping me, Kelsey, and removing all my distractions."

"Aww, that's OK. Now get your apron and gloves on, you don't want to ruin that clean top." 

Silently I went to fetch the things, and Kelsey reveled in tying the bow again behind me. I'd noticed last time the waist strap was obviously a little higher than for a guy, but when she pulled it in tight, with the skirt part flaring out to its frilly hem, it did give me the beginnings of a feminine outline.

Before leaving, she fiddled with the TV remote to check it was locked, and it struck me that she'd never been particularly tech savvy in that way.

"How did you set those up, by the way?" and then I instantly regretted asking.

"Oh, you're nosy today, aren't you? Actually, DeShawn came over to do it yesterday while we were in the park. I gave him a spare key." Oh no, they are in it together! 

I felt so small right then, knowing they'd planned this for me together. I was so embarrassed I couldn't speak, leaving Kelsey to have the last word. 

"Aww, that's sweet, now your face is the same colour as your apron!"

I tried my best, honestly, I tried, but there was no way I could get everything done. Among the many items on my list of duties: removing all the stuff on all the shelves and surfaces in the apartment so I could dust and polish, then vacuum; waxing all the wooden furniture; doing all the laundry in different batches, plus hand-washing delicates, and the tumble drying, ironing, and putting away; cleaning the fridge; and for dinner, she wanted homemade Korean short ribs, kimchi pancakes and steamed rice. Even with no TV or phone distractions, all of that would be impossible. 
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11. The English Mansion
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But by early afternoon, I was making a little headway, so I stopped for a little lunch of leftovers from the fridge. I'd been in the zone all morning, but my subconscious mind had clearly been churning over recent events. On several occasions I'd drifted off into a daydream that ended in me becoming a house maid for some old English lady in a mansion, like one of those period dramas on television. I'd be wearing a shiny black dress with a white cap and apron, and nylons, and have to curtsy to all the guests, however young or obnoxious. Then, their 18-year-old son Harvey would start ordering me around as Josie, and I'd have to obey and thank my 'Master'. He was complaining about my dusting in his bedroom and ordered me in there to show me. But he showed me something else instead. He pushed me back onto the bed and ripped down my hose and panties. 

In the fantasy I was scared but also excited - in reality I was beginning to get physically excited, which scared me even more. I hesitantly pushed my lunch plate away, but felt compelled to see where my story went next. I went to the bathroom and closed the door, then I was back lying on my Master's bed. Master Harvey stood against the bed, grabbed under my knees, and pulled my ass into his groin. I cried out 'no' but he spat into his hand and rubbed it onto the end of his erect cock, then pressed himself into me until my entrance gave way and his head was inside me. I cried out again and again as he edged his length into me, both hands on my hips to enable more force. 

"Josie, you naughty girl, you've been a bad maid, haven't you?" 

His domineering manner sent shivers through me, and back in the bathroom I was jacking off frantically, about to cum. He thrust powerfully, slapping into me, pounding me. 

"Oh...look at you...so vulnerable...you stupid slut...you pitiable scrubber...I'm far too good for you...my family's so rich...and important...you belong in the gutter...you worthless bitch...you're lucky to serve me...lucky I put my dick in you...whenever I want...you're nothing...shit on my shoe...you...stupid...bitch!!!" Our orgasms coincided perfectly. Moments later my consciousness came back to the bathroom and the now deflating penis in my hand. 

Oh my God! What was happening to me, seriously? I'd just cum to the idea of being dressed as a maid, fucked by a guy, and verbally abused. I'd felt so degraded. But also so hot. Was I...changing? I couldn't even get hard to porn the other night, but then that was just straight sex. Oh fuck, did I want to be demeaned, did I want to become Josie, a maid? No, no, no. It was too much to contemplate, too big and scary, so I blocked it out. But after I'd cleared up and gone back to my duties, the thought kept popping into my mind for the rest of the afternoon.

However hard I worked, it made no difference - something had to give, so I put off the laundry till tomorrow to make sure I could get Kelsey in a good mood through the homemade Korean food she'd ordered from me. It worked, at least till after dinner. 

"Mmm, that was delicious. Now tell me about your day." 

Obviously I left out the part with the English mansion. After I'd laid it on thick about how much I'd done, she cut straight to what I hadn't. 

"And the laundry?" 

I tried to explain there simply wasn't time, but she was having none of my excuses.

"And so presumably you didn't have time to jerk off either, did you." 

The look on my face was all she needed in confirmation, and then flew off the handle. 

"I needed those things, Joe - I was gonna wear them tomorrow! Right, that's it. I've had enough! I'm out working all day while you treat this place like a hotel -"

"But -" It wasn't fair I wasn't allowed to speak - I'd worked so hard.

"No! I'm not prepared to go on like this. We need a whole new approach. Starting tomorrow." That didn't sound good for me.

"I picked up some things from work today. I didn't think we'd need them, but I thought 'just in case', and I'm glad I did." My head was spinning about what they could be. 

"What -"

"Silence! I don't want to hear a peep out of you! You've really disappointed me. In fact, I don't want to lay eyes on you either. I'll be in the living room."

"But...where should I go?" 

"I don't care, just leave me alone!"

We didn't speak for the rest of the evening. I was permanently on edge and crept around keeping out of her way. When she came to bed, she totally gave me the cold shoulder, then I lay awake trying to make sense of what was happening to me, to us.
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12. New Rules and Dress Codes
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I brought her coffee next morning still in silence. It was only after we'd finished breakfast, she deigned to speak to me. 

"Leave the dishes till I'm gone, and come with me." 

She led me to the little box room, originally intended as the servants' quarters. Opening the wardrobe revealed two similar long overall shirt-dress things, one in blue and one pink.

"OK, so the situation isn't working," Kelsey explained, "but I've thought it through and I see it was unfair of me to expect you to be able to do it. Obviously managing your own workload is beyond you, but I should have known that, because you just don't seem to be able to make good decisions yourself, but that's fine. It's not your fault. And I realized that's what a boss is for, to be responsible, take the decisions, provide guidance through praise and punishments. It wasn't fair to leave it all up to you, because you need a boss, don't you baby?" 

I knew she wouldn't leave it until I'd agreed. "Maybe?"

"Yes, of course you do, silly. So we're going to approach this as a job, a real job, with rules and hours, and payment, and a uniform, all so you can get a sense of professionalism, take some pride in your work. Sound good?" Something in me meant I had to comply, and I nodded feebly.

"Good. So your hours are 7 till 7, with a 30-minute lunch break. If you complete your list of duties all week, you'll receive your $50 allowance, but if not, fines will be deducted."

"What? 7 till 7?" No, that was too much! She couldn't make me do that could she?

"Duh! How much do you think a cleaner makes an hour? And how much is your half of the mortgage? Work it out! There aren't many cleaners who can afford to live in this neighborhood. You're lucky the hours are only that long, and that you're getting some money on top." My mind was whirring - I guess by that math she was kind of right, but did she just see me as a cleaner now?

She took out the blue overall. 

"These were spare at work, I think most of our cleaning staff take a larger size, to be fair. Now I know you think it's a dress, but it isn't - it's a unisex overall. It's what all our cleaners wear - I know we only have female cleaners at the moment but that's not the point. A uniform will remind you of your position, and it'll help protect your clothes - who knows when you'll be able to afford any more."

She handed it to me. "Put it on then."

"But...do I have to?" I whined like a child.

"Baby, you've gotten this all wrong. This is to help you. You should be grateful."

There didn't seem to be an option, so I did as I was told. Getting it on over my white T-shirt was easy enough, but doing the buttons was much trickier as they were the opposite of what I was used to. Kelsey grew impatient and took over. 

"Come on, we don't have all day!" 

She then threaded a thin belt through the loops high on my waist and buckled it tight at the front. With both hands she fussed with the slightly puffed up shoulders, brushed the lint off the white feminine lapels and stood back. 

"The jeans will have to come off. You'll be too hot anyway." 

Too downtrodden to disobey, I undid them and let them drop for me to step out of, only then realizing it would look even more like a dress without them.

"But isn't this a...woman's uniform?" I felt nervous even daring to ask.

"Oh, come on! It's blue isn't it?", she said, somehow dismissing my objection without actually answering the question.

"They come with these matching little house slippers. Look, aren't they cute!" She had me remove my socks and slip then on. 

"Perfect! I got your size from your high-heels." I already felt so demeaned - did she have to bring those up? 

She presented me to the floor length mirror on the back of the door and watched my face drop. Oh my God, I hope nobody sees me like this. 

"I can see you're concerned, but don't be. As I got it free from work, the cost of the uniform won't be coming out of your allowance. There is one more rule, though. I don't think you would take this seriously enough if your boss was just your wife, so from now on, in working hours, you are to address me as Miss McGovern. Do you understand?"

I couldn't believe it, that was her maiden name, like we'd never gotten married, like I'd never been her husband. Why did it have to be that?!

"I said, do you understand?," her impatience making me jump. 

I knew what she wanted but hated myself for giving it to her without any pushback. 

"Erm...yes...Miss McGovern."

"Good. You can clear away breakfast now."

I don't know why I did this, but I looked down and spoke to the floor so as to avoid eye contact and show deference, assuming my subservient role already.

"Thank you Miss McGovern." I almost felt like I should curtsy, and then panicked that that would be the next humiliating thing she would insist I do.
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13. The Delivery
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Two more important things happened that day. The first was one of the most embarrassing moments of my life, until this point anyway, as well as having to relive it when Kelsey, I mean Miss McGovern, interviewed me later.

The thought of her checking up on me had had the desired effect, as late-morning I was working so hard that I nearly missed the intercom crackle. Shit, do I answer it? Like this? I guessed I had to, so I buzzed them up. When the doorbell rang, I peeped through the spy hole, and I saw it was a package delivery, presumably for Ms McGovern, and I knew I'd be in trouble if I didn't receive it. The delivery guy was tall and skinny, mid-twenties maybe? Turning the lights off in the hall might cast me into shadow a bit, but even so, he would still see me in my feminine uniform. Knowing it would be so embarrassing, I struggled to muster up the strength to open the door.

"Excuse me, miss. Is the owner of the apartment in?" Oh my God! He thinks I'm a girl! And a cleaner at that. What do I do now? I shook my head in silence and then looked down. Maybe I could get through this without speaking.

"These two packages are for a...Josie. Is she here to sign for it?"

I couldn't speak, it would surely blow my cover. Although, it was probably already blown - his eyes must have been adjusting to the light by now, my face and hairy legs giving the game away. I nodded, took the proffered stylus, and signed the little screen in the name of Josie. When I'd stepped towards him, I saw in his face the look of mild confusion, flash of realization, then amusement - he'd clocked me. 

I reached to take the two boxes, one slightly smaller than the other, but he wouldn't release them, taking the opportunity to keep me there captive as he spoke. 

"So, Josie is it? A very pretty name for a pretty girl," and he tried to keep eye contact to extract maximum discomfort from me. From his smile, I didn't know what he wanted, but he wasn't making to leave. 

His grip on the boxes finally gave, and I turned to scurry back into the apartment, but he caught my wrist and pulled me back.

"Say thank you." What? What was this? Why did he think he could treat me like that, like a servant, even if I was wearing a cleaner's uniform. I stared up into his eyes, my glare a mix of fear, anger and humiliation. I knew I had to do this, so I summoned up the best reedy high-pitched girl voice I could and hoped it would get me through this.

"Th...thank you."

"Good girl, that wasn't too hard, now was it? Good manners are very becoming to a young lady, like yourself - just remember that the next time I bring you something," and he turned and left. 

I closed and locked the door, standing there in shock, panting. What had happened. Did he know? He must have. Had he been turned on? Was that a threat to come back? Shit! And I'd just signed saying my name was now Josie.
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14. Back to England


[image: image]


Even though the delivery was in my name, I knew better than to anger Ms McGovern by opening it without her, so I put them on the side. I couldn't go back to work, though, as my mind was still racing. I knew I shouldn't but I couldn't help it - something about the exchange, the power he'd had over me, excited me somehow, and my mind wandered back to the English mansion, casting Delivery Guy, now Guy de Livery, as a guest staying over for a few days. I fetched some Kleenex, hid in the bathroom away from all the windows, and let my fantasy take me where it would. What was happening to me? 

He was in a full tux, I was in a black satin maid's uniform with full white apron and headband, rather more slutty than I'd ever seen on a period drama. The family's son from my last encounter, Master Harvey, was there too, speaking about me. 

"What are we to do with her? So rude, no manners, no pleases and thank-yous." 

I was standing, head bowed, at the side of the room, ostensibly in attendance of any of their needs, but actually there purely to be degraded. 

Guy de Livery replied, "There's only one lesson they understand. You have to be firm with them, Harvey," and he took my wrist as he had at the front door of my apartment. I struggled to pull back but he was too tall and strong, easily dragging me over to a chair, sitting down, then yanking me over his lap.

"No, please sir, please."

"Don't demean yourself any further, Josie. Take your lesson like a good girl."

"Please, sir, I've learned my lesson, I promise. I'll be a good girl, a good maid, you don't need to do this."

"Excuse me, to whom do you think you are speaking! We are gentlemen, you are the servant. Do not get ideas above your station!" 

And in the blink of an eye, he'd lifted the skirt of my maid's dress up over my cream satin panties, which he then pulled down. His hand shot down to strike my butt with excruciating force. My legs kicked out, a scream flew from my throat. Before that breath had finished, down came the next one, then the next. I was sobbing as I begged him to stop. 

"Pl...please, sir, I'll do anything."

"No, you are an impertinent urchin, who needs to remember this!" and he carried on, intensifying the mix of my fantasy humiliation and real-life sexual excitement until I was a mess of real tears and cum, my twitching cock in hand, sitting in a heap on my apartment's bathroom floor.

Oh my God, what was that? This was really very worrying, that now it had been twice I'd cum to this particular day dream. What did it say about me? - did I want it as my reality in some way? No of course not, I kept telling myself.

Oh shit, the time! It felt like I'd just started my list of duties, and it was already approaching lunchtime. I decided to work through, grabbing a quick piece of toast as I was cleaning the kitchen. But by mid-afternoon, the English mansion kept popping into my thoughts again. Evidently, the gentlemen had spoken with the lady of the house who had summoned me for what I'd assumed was more corrective discipline. 

When I entered the room in my daydream, of course it was Kelsey, I mean Miss McGovern, who turned to address me, her long conservative skirt and high-collared blouse covering her up completely. I looked down at my uniform, and that was certainly not the case with me. For some reason, each erotic episode brought with it a sluttier maid's uniform. The black satin dress covered my upper arms, but my shoulders and most of my chest were exposed, including the start of a small cleavage. The white apron tied in tight around my waist, flared out down to the hem of the dress but both reached only to my mid thighs. From there, my fishnet stockings barely concealed my smooth hairless legs, which stood in mid-heel black pumps. This clearly wasn't the authentic uniform of those prim times, but my fantasy didn't care about those details. Looking up to Miss McGovern, I caught a glimpse of black and could feel my hair swish back, and I guessed it was a bob, about chin-length. It sounds strange but I knew I was stuck as this girl, well this boy underneath. That there was no escape, and the thought Miss McGovern could do whatever she wanted with me, made me quiver and melt a little inside. 

Her eyes bore into me as she inspected her servant, then the silence was broken with her stern words. 

"Name?" 

I was so nervous, I couldn't get the words out fast enough. "Josie, my lady."

"How long have you been with us now, girl."

"Errr, I couldn't say, my lady," I managed to reply, despite my trembling.

"Well fortunately my head is not full of cotton wool like yours. You have been in our service since you came to us as a little boy of 12 years old. In the following months and years, we realized your shortcomings as a boy, and that you were far better suited to being a girl. Thus the decision was made that once you had turned 14 you would resume service as Josie, and hence here you are today."

Even though fantasy, I felt myself collapse in helplessness, knowing I wouldn't have had the strength to fight this, that I could very well have ended up in this predicament, in another life in another place and time. It ate away at my masculinity and self-respect, but worse, with the quiver inside, the tingle in my cock, I was undeniably turned on by the whole affair. I was just leaning against the kitchen worktop, not even touching myself, but I was only getting harder the longer she went on.

"That decision has proved correct time and again, and a girl of your unique circumstance has been rather useful in attending to the...needs of several of our gentlemen guests, as you have been able to serve their certain...proclivities. Such is the case with Master Harvey and Mister de Livery, I believe, with whom you have made a rather favourable impression." I couldn't help blushing, which she took to corroborate her story.

"But I am afraid you are to sever this understanding with both those gentlemen, since we have a new guest arriving today, a very important man who we have word will require your special attention. I am certain you comprehend the delicate nature of the situation."

"Yes, my lady," and I even curtsied, hating my enforced submission, but back in the apartment, I was so hard it hurt, and I wondered how much longer I could last.

"Good, now Josie, prepare yourself for the imminent arrival of the Duke of Devonshire."

"A Duke, my lady?" I felt so vulnerable and insignificant. And aroused.

"Yes, of course. Lord Johnson the 17th Duke of Devonshire..." But I didn't hear anything else she said after Johnson, my head instantly filled with images of DeShawn, in formal society riding clothes, a top hat and knee-high boots, and tight jodhpurs around his enormous thighs and muscular butt. 

Later, there I was in my dress uniform of traditional black and white, waiting in line as the lowliest part of the welcome committee with the family, guests and other servants. Gulp. Lord Johnson made his way down the line, being introduced by Miss McGovern, then shaking hands and making small talk, to the accompaniment of polite laughter. He was spared the job of meeting the more junior members of the family, and was in the process of being whisked away past us when Miss McGovern stopped in front of me, and with a clipped pronunciation gave me the order that almost made me faint. 

"Josephine, would you show Lord Johnson to his room, please."

"Yes, milady," I just about managed.

Then she turned to him and with a knowing smile said, "You must be tired after your journey. Presumably, you'd appreciate a lie down," and he caught her eye to reciprocate the smile.

"This way, my Lord," and I could feel his gaze on my behind as I wiggled up the grand staircase ahead of him.

A few paces down the east-wing corridor, we came upon his bedroom door, which I opened to reveal all his many trunks that had been brought up ahead of us. I stood just inside waiting to be dismissed, but instead he closed the door and addressed me directly. 

"So, Josephine is it? That's a pretty name." I blushed, more out of fear than embarrassment. 

"Thank you, my Lord."

"Miss McGovern tells me you're a good maid, who will go out of her way to make house guests feel welcome. Is that so?"

"Yes, my Lord, I try to."

"Good. Come here," and his outstretched arms guided me into him, my face only as high as his wide manly chest, as I looked up into his dark brown eyes. He stooped to kiss me, and when he invaded my mouth with his tongue, I shivered and melted a little inside. He smiled caringly, then placed his powerful hands on my exposed shoulders, exerting enough force to send me down onto my knees, leaving no doubt what was expected next.

There was a flap at the front of his breeches, secured by a button at the top on either side, which my nervous fingers fumbled with. Once it had flopped open, my fingers creeped inside, then pulled out an enormous semi-tumescent cock, with a waft of that masculine, musky aroma. I gasped, which he took to be excitement. I looked up again, and his expression encouraged me on, so I opened my mouth and began to lick his balls, the taste of his skin having a slightly sour note. Making my way up his enormous shaft, I eventually came to his glans, and I flicked around its edge with my tongue. Then I held my breath and finally took it all into my mouth. Almost choking, I bobbed up and down, taking more each time, until it was actually going down the back of my throat. His huge manhood twitched, and I became aware of his moans, and knew he was about to erupt. He gushed against the back of my throat like a hose, then up my nose and on my face. As I struggled to breathe, I became dizzy, seeing stars before it faded to black.

Back in my 21st century kitchen, I couldn't contain myself any longer, lost as I was in the day dream, eyes closed. I'd barely started to rub myself when I tripped a switch and couldn't stop myself spewing loads of cum. I slowly came round to the sticky sensation in my boxershorts. I stood there in the kitchen for minutes in contemplation of what a sissy I was becoming, then slowly this awful realization was overtaken by fear of what Miss McGovern would do if I hadn't got through more of my work by the time she arrived, so I rushed off to change my underwear, and get cleaning. 

She came in at 5 on the dot, seemingly in a good mood. 

"So how was the first day in your new job?"

"OK, I guess, Kelsey." Her brow furrowed, and she tapped her watch to remind me I was still at work. 

"Sorry, Miss McGovern," I corrected myself, and she smiled no doubt at her own power, looking me up and down, at how I was still dressed in the obviously female cleaner's uniform. 

"I'll have dinner at 6:30 today - I'm a little hungry. Well, don't let me stop you."

I did as much as humanly possible in the hour till 6 then got on with making us dinner.

When she came in for dinner, she looked quizzically at the two places I'd set at the dining table. 

"Is someone joining me?"

"Err, just us two?" I tried, but immediately started second-guessing myself, that I'd done something wrong.

"I thought I made it clear - your hours are 7 till 7. Remove this spare setting now. You'll eat after that." 

I was dumbfounded. She wanted me to wait on her at dinner too! She snapped me out of my stupor. 

"Well, be quick about it. I don't want my dinner going cold."

"Yes, Miss McGovern. I'm sorry, miss McGovern," and I hastily removed the extra crockery and cutlery, to the rhythm of my racing heartbeat. I hated that I could be made so nervous and flustered so easily.

She then insisted that, while she ate, I tell her about my day, leaving nothing out. I had to mention the package, skirting over the delivery man, but she noticed something was amiss and probed further. 

"And did you answer the door dressed like that?"

"Yes, Miss McGovern," and my head fell in remembered shame.

"And how did he react?" I didn't want to tell her, but with this new control she had over me, I found I couldn't lie. 

"He...at first...he thought I was a girl, the cleaner, it was quite dark and..." She burst out laughing. 

"And did you sign for the package?" I nodded, and she laughed again.

"And what name did you use?" The name on the order must have come from her - she knew exactly what she was doing to needle me in the most humiliating way possible. 

"I...it...it was for Josie, so..."

"Oh, Josie," she beamed, "you actually signed it as Josie in front of the man! Oh dear!" She was almost crying now, failing to suppress her mirth. 

"How did you feel? Was it...nice?" I didn't know what to say. I couldn't tell her, not about my daydream in the English mansion, but I knew she'd see through me if I didn't tell the truth. I shook my head in answer, and flushed beet red.

"Oh, Josie!" She was enjoying this so much a salacious grin now played across her face.

She hadn't finished. "Did you masturbate?" It was so direct, so uncaring of any discomfort it might bring me. I nodded again.

"Only once?" I shook my head, although technically the second could hardly count.

"Tell me about it." 

Oh no, what was I going to do now?! I hadn't chosen the contents of my fantasies, they'd been forced upon me by my self-sabotaging subconscious. I had to do something, tell her something, but not about the spanking I'd received from Guy de Livery - anything would be better than that. 

I described the English mansion, recasting myself as one of the male guests, monied and powerful, who was coming onto the housemaid. I alluded to some rough sex, but Miss McGovern seemed unconvinced. 

"And then what happened?" I kept trying to think of sexy things that made me sound manly, but she wasn't buying them. 

"And then what?"

"That's it."

"No it isn't. Don't lie to me, or you'll be in trouble." How was she so sure she could see through me? 

She scrutinized my face intensely, and I was so scared I knew I had to come clean, about part of it at least. So then - and I can't believe I'm saying this - I told her about finding myself dressed as the maid, and working there, at the bottom of the hierarchy. She actually clapped her hands in excitement. 

"Did it turn you on?"

"No!," I almost spat out, "it was mortifying." 

It hung in the air. I mean, it was true that it was mortifying, but of course, in some weird way, I had also been aroused by it, which was worse. Why was I changing like this? What had I become? Silently, she weighed up the whole maid revelation, with me instantly regretting revealing it, then she pushed further, making me describe the uniform I'd worn. 

She looked on, now in earnest consideration, and when I'd finished, to my utter horror, she simply said, "I'm sure that can be arranged," then dismissed me like the maid in my story.
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15. Locked
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By 7, I'd watched her eat dinner, then cleared up afterwards. When the clock chimed, I excused myself, and went to the little box room to change out of my uniform. I didn't hear her follow, and got a shock when I turned to hang it up and she was standing in the doorway with the small box. 

"You didn't open it," she stated.

"No, I...I thought as you'd ordered it, I should leave it for you." I left it at that, not elaborating on how subservient I was feeling, or my fear of what might ensue from doing something wrong. She reached out to hand it to me. 

"Silly! It's a present for you." 

After my last 'presents' of lipstick, wig and pantyhose, I was concerned. 

"Thanks," I managed, as I started to peel off the tape.

She started on an innocent preamble that I feared would end up in some new humiliation for me. 

"You're welcome, baby. I hope you like it, and I got the right size. I know it's going to be new, but I think it will really help you. Apparently lots of people have them nowadays..."

Inside was a smaller box in which was a delivery note itemising its contents: Holy Trainer version 4, 1 x small with 1 lock and 2 keys, 1 x nano with 1 lock and 2 keys, 4 x rings (various sizes). That didn't help me know what it was, and neither did Kelsey's excited expression. I opened the box to find a little plastic case with little pink plastic pieces in, some large rings and some with what looked like strange curved tubes.

"What is it?"

"Well, Joe, it's the answer to a little issue we've been having."

Oh, that didn't sound good.

"You clearly have a problem with your masturbation addiction..." 

What?! "...and I'm sick of the thought of you here beating off while I'm out earning the money to put food on the table. You never get your duties done, and every time I ask, you say you've been rushed off your feet, and yet you still find time for that. It's so selfish, it made me really angry. At first. But then I got to thinking of how helpless you are, how much training and guidance you need, and I realized again I'd asked too much of you."

I couldn't figure out where this was going exactly, but I didn't like it already, and tried to plead my case. 

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry Kelsey, I truly am. I promise I won't do it tomorrow, I won't shirk my work, or go anywhere near my cock, I won't even think of it, I promise -" but she cut off my desperate pleas.

"I know, baby, I know you're trying to be a good boy, but that just won't happen, will it? You'll do it over and over, because you just can't help it. That's precisely what I'm talking about. But it's OK, I've accepted how weak you are, and found this solution. Now take off your T-shirt and come here."

I slipped it off sheepishly and when I stepped forward, she knelt down. Then, with one big tug, she pulled down my boxers. Instinctively, my hands went to cover myself, but she slapped them away. 

"You know what it is, don't you? It's a chastity device, to help you concentrate on your work and keep your hands off yourself. Don't you love it?" Is she serious?

"I don't need it, I promise, I'll be good, honest."

"Aww, baby, I know you mean well, but that's not going to happen. Now you better thank me for your present before I start to lose my temper with you."

How had it come to this? 

I hated myself so much for this, that I was putting up so little resistance, and when I spoke next I could hear the tremble in my voice betraying how close I was to tears. 

"Thank you, Kelsey. Thank you for thinking of me. It will really help me with my job." She smiled, perhaps at how broken I was, and pretended to take the thanks at face value. 

"Aww, that's OK baby, my pleasure. And because they're knock-off ones, together they're just a bit over your weekly allowance." What?! She was making me pay for them as well!

"I didn't know what size to get you, you've always been so small down there. I obviously couldn't get anything like a standard, so I thought I'd get the small, and the nano just in case."

When she started handling me, the shame and her cold fingers combined to make my cock shrink even more. She pulled my balls through one ring, then dismissed it, and tried another. Happy now, she fed my little member into the tube, and pushed it back into me in order to attach it to the ring and lock it in place. Running her fingers around the edges to measure the fit, she appeared satisfied. 

"I'm still glad we got the nano cage too - maybe for when you get even smaller." 

She snatched up the remaining keys. "I'll take those for safe keeping."

I looked down and the pink plastic bump seemed tiny, surely too little to contain my cock, and yet...

"Aww, it looks sooo cute! You'll have to sit down to pee of course, but you'll get used to that," remarked Kelsey. I couldn't stop my mouth grimacing as I fought not to burst out crying. 

Between gasped breaths I managed to get out a question. 

"Why pink? Why did it have to be pink?" She was enjoying it so much, she smiled like a patient parent to her child. 

"Well you signed for it, Josie. And you haven't exactly been dressed in the manliest of outfits today, have you? Anyway, I think it looks lovely. Now get dressed and let's watch something."

And then she left, seeming to know I'd be too scared to challenge her on it, as though it was a perfectly normal situation, and I'd just get changed quietly and go watch TV. Which, to my shame, once I'd gotten control of my breathing, was what I did.

It wasn't till we'd gone to bed that I plucked up the courage to ask her if she was going to release me. It hadn't been painful, sitting on the sofa in it, but I was always aware of its presence, and now desperate for it to come off. But my feeble protest fell on deaf ears.

"I don't think so. It's been good practice, tonight, but I think you need a little more time to get used to it, don't you? Let's not go to bed on an argument," said Kelsey, turning away from me and killing the conversation.

That night, I was woken at 4 by all my swirling thoughts and fears about the whole situation, our relationship, and how quickly it had all gotten out of my control, and it stopped me getting back to sleep. Eventually, I went for a shower and, looking in the mirror, was shocked all over again at being naked but for my little pink cage. Needing a pee, I stood for a moment in front of the toilet before remembering I'd have to sit down. I felt so weak for letting it happen - why hadn't I fought more? Did I actually enjoy feeling so submissive? I must do, subconsciously, a bit? No! This wasn't my fault, I was the victim here, wasn't I?
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16. The New Maid
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Kelsey was awake when I left the bathroom to go get changed. 

"Wear the pink uniform today," she instructed simply, not feeling the need to wrap it in niceties. "It'll go with your cage," and she smiled into her pillow for some last Zs before I woke her with coffee.

I knew I just had to get through breakfast and see her off to work, and then I could breathe again, and take stock. Before she left, though, she called me into the hall. I'd put on the pink uniform, as instructed, and with the white lapels, puffed shoulders, narrow belted waist, and knee-length hem, there was now no doubt in my mind that this was a female cleaner's dress. I felt so stupid I'd been talked into wearing the blue one in the first place. It also came with matching pink house slippers, again obviously female, these even having a little bow on the front. And every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the pink brought back the humiliation of knowing that underneath was my pink plastic cage.

Miss McGovern addressed me seriously. "You know your uniform also comes with this apron," and out came a white thing with frills, which she put around my waist and tied in a big bow that hung down over my butt.

"Oh, one last thing," and she retrieved from her bag some sort of hairband which she placed on my head, and whose white cotton ruffle stood up straight, hiding most of my hair behind its big curve. There was now no denying this uniform was that of a housemaid. "This will help remind you of your role," and when she smirked I wondered what could possibly be coming next. 

"...and help you imagine you're back in England!" 

Then she left for work, leaving me with the full impact of her comment like a slap in the face, fretfully going through its possible repercussions for me and our relationship - where do we go from here?

Nothing much happened the rest of the day. I kept seeing my reflection in the things I was cleaning, and hated myself for it. With the extra accessories, I looked even more like a female cleaner, at least at a glance. But then if you saw my short hair, lack of makeup, flat chest, straight up-and-down figure, and hairy legs, you'd know what I really was - a guy in a dress. Whenever I saw myself, my mind wandered to England, and then to the cage in my shorts. In truth, there was no 'masturbation addiction', was there? But it was really frustrating I couldn't get into the cage to relieve myself, and by the end of the day I was wondering if I'd even be allowed to take it off tonight. I had taken off my apron and headband, though, which were just too feminine.

Mid-afternoon I got a call on the landline from Miss McGovern instructing me to have dinner ready by 5:30, as she had a busy evening planned. She neglected to say whether or not that evening involved me. I made a roast chicken with new potatoes, one of her favourites, with which I was hoping to get on her good side so she'd unlock me. At 5:15 I heard voices in the corridor outside, which then fell silent but for what I thought might be a faint sound of kissing. Five minutes later, the key turned and in walked Miss McGovern, leaving the door open behind her. 

"Look who I bumped into," she said theatrically. 

Time stopped. Then a whoosh of panic engulfed me. No, no one can see me like this!  No one we know. Please...

The next instant, the doorway was filled by the large frame of DeShawn.

"Well hello, who do we have here?" he asked. I paused, lost for words, petrified by this new humiliation. 

Miss McGovern snapped, immediately fierce, "Don't be so rude! Say hello to Mr Johnson, and apologize." Her aggressive tone shocked me, and appeared to surprise Mr Johnson too, perhaps disbelieving a man would let himself be spoken to like that. But I was too jumpy and panicked not to obey, or not to use the formal name I'd been instructed to.

"I'm sorry, Miss McGovern," and a laugh exploded from Mr Johnson at what I'd called her. 

"Hello, Mr Johnson. I'm sorry I was rude. It won't happen again."

Taking in the rules of this new game with a broad grin, he started playing. 

"It certainly won't, or there'll be trouble, and you wouldn't want that, would you?" 

"No, Mr Johnson." I felt so diminished, in front of my wife too, and then they smiled at each other as though sharing a secret, prompting Miss McGovern to put the next step of their plan in motion. 

"You can set another place for dinner," she said, and for a fraction of a second I thought she might mean for me. 

"Mr Johnson will be staying." Oh no, that meant I'd be waiting on him too. But I had no choice but to accept it.

"We'll both take a glass of the French white wine in the fridge. And one more thing, I see you've had the nerve to take off your apron and headband. Put them back on this instant, and make yourself presentable."

I really didn't want to do that, not in front of Mr Johnson, but I had no strength to fight, so I cowered with a feeble "Certainly, Miss McGovern," and went to fetch the accessories and wine from the kitchen. When I got back they were talking about me. 

"That's better! Look how nice he looks in his full uniform, D." 

He laughed and shook his head. "Very elegant! And how is little Joey doing in his new job, Kels?" I nervously picked at the hem of my dress.

"You know, a lot to learn, but we're working it out, aren't we?" I didn't know what I should do, but she was waiting for something, so I nodded.

"And that's why you're here, DeShawn." I wasn't intrigued so much as terrified of what that might mean. My intuition proved correct, as in the next minutes I plumbed new depths of embarrassment. 

Miss McGovern held back nothing. "You see, my little husband here couldn't keep his fingers off his little cock, so we had to lock it away, didn't we baby? Well, show Mr Johnson then." What? No! She couldn't seriously want me to do that!?

Her tone changed immediately, back to that of my domineering boss. "Don't make me tell you again!" 

Oh my God! Was I really doing this? With trembling hands, I lifted up the dress and pulled down my shorts to reveal the pink cage, my eyes closed in shame.

"Wow, it's..." Mr Johnson searched for the right adjective. "It's...tiny! Like it's not even there. How did you guys ever get together, with that little thing in his shorts?" My face burned with shame, but if anything, that spurred Miss McGovern on.

"So now, each cage has two keys, and I have one, but what if, heaven forbid, something happened to me? What would you do then? So, better safe than sorry, we need a second key holder, just in case. And as you don't have any friends, I thought Mr Johnson might be nice enough to do you a favour, if you ask him nicely." I looked at her with terror. 

"Go on, then."

At that point, I felt myself break inside. If I was weak before, I'd now completely collapsed, and would do anything to get out of this situation as fast as was humanly possible. I couldn't understand why Miss McGovern would do such a thing to me, but I knew what it was I had to do.

"Mr Johnson, please will you look after the key to my cage for me."

"And explain why," added Miss McGovern.

"Because I can't be trusted, and I need the help of someone who can."

"Well done, baby - we're really getting somewhere. DeShawn?"

"Hey sure, be happy to help, though there's probably no point in letting it out, to be honest," and it was Miss McGovern's turn to let out a laugh.

My ordeal got no better through dinner. I served them up the chicken dinner, but of course Mr Johnson had second-helpings, and thirds, until there was none left for me to have later. Standing away from the table, I bit my lip, but couldn't stop the disappointment showing on my face, noticed by Miss McGovern.

"Aww, baby, don't worry, I'm sure there's some salad in the fridge." Hardly the same, I thought, but didn't dare say anything.

"But anyway, I've been thinking of you becoming vegan. What do you think?"

"V...vegan? Why?"

"Well, it's healthier, it's cheaper - now you're not making any money - and it's good for your figure." Do men have figures? I didn't like any of this, and felt I was being lured into a trap.

Mr Johnson joined in. "He doesn't have a figure in that dress. He looks like some weird man-woman thing. No wonder what happened with the delivery guy!" Oh my God, she'd told him about that!? I was mortified.

"I'm just saying, it'd be embarrassing for you, Kels, if anyone came by and you have this freak-show here."

Then the tone changed somehow. It wasn't like a normal conversation anymore, but rather a show, where they were repeating lines they'd rehearsed, delivering one and then watching the impact it had on me.

"What are you suggesting, D?"

"Hey, I don't know, it's your place. But maybe just go one way or the other?" I listened on with growing panic.

"Mmm, you make an interesting point... He does fantasize about being a little maid for some rich English family, don't you baby?"

Oh, no - how could she tell him that? What was I supposed to say now?

Mr Johnson pressed on. "A maid huh? Seems to me he's that already. Maybe you should go the whole hog..." She made a show of scrutinizing me. 

"Mmm, yes, you know I think we could make that work..."

"Anyway, I gotta go. Thanks for dinner - that was delicious as always," addressing this to Miss McGovern rather than me. 

"Good luck with it all tonight, Kels." Good luck with what? 

But then he did speak to me. He fiddled with his key ring, held up the strange-shaped one I knew was for my cage, and waved goodbye.

"Have a good night, Josie - I know you will!" And then he left.
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17. The Makeover
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A while later, the delicious smell of roast chicken still lingering in the air, I finally got to have some dinner, if you can call it that. After what Miss McGovern had said earlier about veganism, I was too concerned to supplement my salad with any ham or cheese, opting instead for the last few olives. She came in just as I was washing up my plate. 

"Hey baby, you know it's nearly 7:30? You've finished for the day and yet you're still wearing your uniform." I explained I was too hungry to do anything else before eating.

"Well don't change just yet. Come through to the bedroom when you're done here."

"Yes, Miss McGovern, I mean Kelsey," I corrected, remembering I wasn't on duty.

"Actually, baby. You can continue calling me Miss McGovern this evening, or actually, Mistress is better. Can you do that, for me?" 

She made out it was a favor I would be doing her, not another order to follow, but I could hardly refuse. 

"Yes, of course, Mistress." And she stroked my forearm in apparent affection. 

"Thanks, baby." This felt different - something was not quite right, and I started to get nervous. When I entered the bedroom, I learned I was right to be.

"How is your cage? You must be a little frustrated already, horny, ready for release?"

"Yes, Mistress, yes I am, thank you."

"Well, hold your horses. That comes later. First you have to work for it. I've been thinking about it, and you know who I would love to see? You know who I've been thinking of in my dreams recently?" I shook my head.

"Josie! It's you, Josie. I'm so excited to be with you again tonight," and she beamed. 

It was very strange, like the Joe who'd been around all day had disappeared and instantly been replaced with Josie, someone with whom she was kind and friendly, and a bit flirty - I struggled to remember the last time she'd been like that with me as Joe, and foolishly felt appreciation for it.

She took both my hands, "So, we're gonna have a girls' night in - what do you think?" It didn't sound as though my cock was called for, or going to be set free soon.

"...and then I'll be released?"

"Oh, Josie drives a hard bargain, doesn't she? OK, yes, I promise that before the night is through, you'll have had your release, but only if you behave and do what I say - OK?" I hated myself for it but something about the way she was treating me made me twitch, and tingle a little inside.

"Say it then, that you'll be a good girl," and she stared at me expectantly. No, I really didn't want that. Couldn't I just be a man to my wife, not some stupid female plaything - I wasn't some sort of sissy crossdresser, was I? No, please... But then when would I be released from my cage? The pause continued, until I realized there was only one way to move beyond this hideously embarrassing moment.

"I promise I'll be a good girl, Mistress."

"Aww, that's sweet Josie. I'm sure you will. Now into the bathroom with you. Time for your makeover!"

'Makeover' - I don't think a single word had ever struck me with such force. 

"First, into the shower!"

On instruction, I undid the belt and buttons of my uniform dress, and took it off along with my T-shirt and underwear, now naked but for my pink plastic cage, which I tried to cover up with my hands.

"Don't be embarrassed, Josie. I think it's super cute!" But her words had the opposite effect to calming me down.

"Here, I got you this," and she handed me a pink lady-shave razor, and a can of women's shaving gel. 

"Baby, I know you don't have much body hair, but it's really important to me you shave everywhere, So I'm going to unlock you, but only for the next 10 minutes, OK? And no playing!" She fiddled with my plastic cage and the special lock came out with the key, then she lifted off the top. Expecting my manhood to immediately grow, I was crushed to see it stay there like a small finger.

Mistress smiled to herself. "In you go then."

I couldn't believe I was going to do this, but I got in the shower and dragged the razor down my arms, pits, legs, face and tummy.

"And your butt, right up to your asshole" she instructed. Why would she want me to be hairless there? But I was so broken now, obviously I complied. 

When I was done, she grabbed the shower head, spun the dial to ice cold and sprayed the remaining foam off me, concentrating the stream between my legs. The temperature forced my cock back to its tiny size, so she could easily reattach the pink plastic device.

"There you go, that's better. I think you like it really, the feeling of being confined. And it looks even cuter now all your skin is lovely and smooth!" I looked down and my hairless legs and parts looked pre-pubescent. I guess if it wasn't on me, the pink cage did look better without the hair that had surrounded it.

"One last thing. Let's make you lovely and clean, inside and out." She reached across to the cupboard and pulled out like a big rubber bulb with a nozzle thing attached. 

"One leg up on the side of the bath, please." I complied while just watching, trying to figure out what she was doing, as she separated the item, filled the bulb with lukewarm water, then lubricated the tip of the nozzle with a little hand soap. Oh my God - it was a douche!

"Bend over," and she inserted it between my cheeks. It wasn't painful, but why, why would she want to do that? What was going to happen to me? She squeezed the bulb and I could feel myself filling up.

"Hold it a minute," she instructed, matter-of-factly. "This will become so much easier now you're a vegan, you'll see. Now release."

What came out wasn't pleasant, but she seemed unperturbed, and grabbed the shower head again, sprayed me clean, and hosed it all down the plug hole.

"Better out than in, hey? I'll leave this in the cupboard here. You'll have to get used to doing it yourself as part of your routine, OK?" It was all too much to take in, so I said nothing.

On stepping out of the shower, she wrapped me in a bath sheet, then lined up the bottles of creams and lotions she had me apply to my body, rubbing them into my now completely smooth flesh. 

Finally she offered me a robe, "You can borrow my kimono." Despite being highly feminine, black with a pale pink cherry blossom design, I gratefully accepted it to cover my cage, which it was just about long enough to do. As it slid over my bare skin, the sensation caused me goosebumps - a physical reaction there was no denying, even when mentally I was fighting not to acknowledge my excitement. 

"Thank you, Mistress."

Despite my fairly short hair, she grabbed a towel, wrapped it around my head, twisted it and let it hang down the back, an unmistakably feminine technique, which, with the kimono, meant I must already be looking very girly.

"Now, sit down, Josie. I'll just tidy up those eyebrows a little," and she patted the closed lavatory seat. Eyebrows?! I panicked, 

"Please...please not too much..."

"Aww, baby, it's alright, I'll just make them look nice and neat, but we do have to do them, OK?" She stood above as I sat, and went to work. It seems bizarre to say it but having tiny bursts of pain, inflicted with such regularity, lulled me into a kind of trance, only able to focus on the skin of my brows, to the exclusion of all else. I guess it was quite nice to have some attention, even if she was doing my brows, as though we were a pair of girlfriends. When my consciousness centered again, she'd moved onto toning, moisturising and massaging my face. 

"That good, baby? I knew you'd enjoy a pampering. Every girl does!" I should have been getting used to the constant humiliation, but something about that comment really stung!

"Take a look," and she guided me to the mirror. Oh no, my brows weren't just tidied up - they were in a clear feminine arch that she must have done deliberately. My heart sank, thinking of how I could get away with them when I was back to being Joe. But then I noticed my complexion - wow, I had to double-take at my skin, at the way it sort of glowed. After a few beats, I became aware of Mistress watching me, and I realized how girly I was being, running the backs of my fingers softly over my cheek, and I hated myself a tiny bit more. Our eyes met in the reflection, and with the way she was looking at me, it didn't feel like Kelsey and me any more. It was like I didn't really know her, like she wasn't my wife, but rather was actually my new boss or something, with total control over me. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

18. Hypno-Training
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And then it hit me. The mounting pressure of fear, total loss of control, and humiliation - I couldn't take any more, and felt myself trembling, knowing that one more thing, however small, would overpower the dam walls and all those emotions would come flooding out to engulf me, crush me, and wash me away. 

"Let's fix your makeup - this is gonna be soooo much fun!" That was enough. The dam burst and I instantly started sobbing, panicking, begging. 

"No, please, Mistress, please...I don't want to become Josie, I don't want to be a maid...it's not fair, please don't make me...I won't do it, I can't carry on like this, I won't dress like this, I don't want to be a girl, please mistress, please..."

Mistress said nothing. She waited and just watched me crumple on the bed, gasping for breaths through the tears, finally my outburst petering out. Only after a few moments of careful consideration did she speak.

"Well, that was quite the hissy fit, wasn't it? Now baby, I want you to know something. I want you to know you are surrounded by people that love you, who you can trust. I want you to know that you have been listened to and understood. And now I want you to do something for me." Her tone was calm and measured, acknowledging the gravity of the situation, but also taking charge, reassuring but firm.

"Come and sit at the vanity. Here are a couple pills, they'll calm you down a bit - I know you're all worked up. And I've been learning some techniques for moments just like this, from this amazing therapist, DommeMystique, and she does a sort of hypnosis to help people when they get stressed. So just relax and take some deep breaths, focus on your breathing. Close your eyes, that will help. I just want you to listen, OK? You're not to say a word."

I did as I was told, swallowed the pills with half a mouthful of water, then closed my eyes on the feeble red-faced creature with black and pink floral kimono in the mirror, and I did begin to feel my heart rate slow a little.

As she spoke, her intonation was soothing, rhythmic, and I soon found her repetitive words alleviating the stress of the present moment. 

"Now baby, look, you've gone and gotten yourself all worked up, haven't you? You're all stressed, but you don't want to be stressed do you? You want to be happy and I want you to be happy, so I'm going to help you to be happy. You deserve that because you're a good person. You're a good, helpful person who likes to help people, because it makes you happy. Being helpful makes you happy. Do you want to be helpful?" 

Her words seemed to lap over me like waves on a beach, pulling me further out each time into some kind of relaxed state of trance. I managed to nod, but my eyelids were too heavy to think about lifting.

"Good. After 3, take a deep breath, in through your nose, 1...2...3. And now out through your mouth, 1...2...3... You're so relaxed now, so at peace, you're happy and want to stay in this happy place, don't you? Yes, good. Keep your eyes closed, and know that by doing so, you are being helpful, which makes you happy. You want to be happy and you want to be helpful, don't you? Say, yes Mistress."

Something compelled me to respond instantly, and it felt good.

"Yes, Mistress."

She was doing something with my hair, and head, which felt nice, my scalp all tingly. I felt the hair of my wig fail against my neck and cheeks, but because I knew I was helping, I didn't feel concerned.

"And when you do something helpful, you get a little tingle, a little hit of pleasure, because you know you've done something that pleases me. When I tell you you've been good, you get a tingle of pleasure. But I don't need to tell you. Whenever you do something you know will please me, it makes you so happy, and you imagine you can hear me say 'good girl', and it makes you so happy. Everything else fades away, no stress, no worries, just being helpful, being happy, being a good girl. Whenever you're obedient, you know it will please me, and you get a wave of pleasure wash over you. Being helpful, doing all your little jobs, being obedient makes you so happy, you get a rush of pleasure. Because that's what obedience is - obedience is pleasure, obedience is fun, and we all like fun don't we? Say, yes Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress." 

The tone, the rhythm, the repetition - her words were being absorbed into me, they all made such perfect sense I didn't even need to think about them. My heavy eyes still firmly closed, she started massaging my face, then applying something with her finger tips, then brushes. These sensations, along with her breath on my neck as she took turns to whisper into each ear, all felt so nice, and I fell deeper into relaxation.

"And that's all a maid is, someone who enjoys helping people because she knows it will please me, someone who is so happy because she knows she is a good girl, someone who gets so much pleasure from being obedient. And you feel the tingle as the waves of obedience and pleasure wash over you, because it's fun to be a maid, it's fun to be a good girl."

I could smell the cosmetics as she ran something around my lips, and I knew it would please Mistress if I pouted, and then gently pressed my lips together, which gave me a little hit of pleasure, a little flutter in my tummy.

"Because you know what to do to be happy - it's simple. You just need to be obedient, don't you? Yes. You crave to be obedient, compliant, submissive, happy. You don't want to be stressed, and you know what makes you stressed - it's when you try to think and understand. But thinking is so difficult, thinking hurts, and when you can't understand, you get stressed, because you're dumb." She took my fingers and started painting my nails. 

"But you don't want to be stressed, you want to be happy, and you know that being dumb makes you happy, being obedient makes you happy, being a good maid makes you happy, which is fun. And sometimes, when you're listening to intelligent people talk, when you listen to me and Mr Johnson talk, you try to follow, but you can't. You don't understand because you're dumb. But when you stop trying to follow, you stop getting stressed, and you start to become happy."

I could feel her brushing my hair now, each stroke of the hair brush, long and in time, like a metronome, so nice and hypnotic, I couldn't really focus on what she was saying any more.

"Because when you try to think, your head becomes full of bubbles - pretty pink bubbles that fill up your little brain. Look at the pink bubbles - aren't they pretty? Nod your head...good. And they start to escape and float away from you, and you try to reach out to catch them, but they're too far away, out of your reach, and then one of them pops! A little pink pop! And it disappears, and the thought is gone, and a little bit of stress disappears with it. Pop! It looks so pretty. You love seeing your thoughts pop and disappear, and it makes you feel so happy, doesn't it? Say, yes Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress," I heard myself say.

"And soon all the bubbles have popped, and you forget why you were stressed in the first place. Pop! Every time, it gives you a little hit of pleasure. And you have no thoughts, and no stress, and you know you're dumb, and it makes you happy. And the next time you hear intelligent people talking, next time you hear Mr Johnson or me speaking, you don't try to follow, you just watch the pink bubbles popping and it makes you happy. And you know you're just a dumb maid and it makes you happy. And when you're obedient, when you do something you know will please me, it makes you happy. And when I tell you you're a good girl, you get all warm and tingly and fuzzy and girly, and it makes you happy. Doesn't it, Josie?"

Something about her last question seemed to bring me round a little. 

"Yes, Mistress "

"Good girl." And on those words, I felt so fluttery and girly, I felt such pleasure, I knew I would do anything to please her.

"Now, open your eyes."

I hadn't realized how long I'd been there, but in the mirror opposite me sat an attractive young lady with a brown shoulder-length layered bob, and flawless makeup that made her face so feminine and pretty, and her eyes pop. I must have been under for an hour, having all the creams and powders, mascaras, pencils and glosses applied to my face and nails. The girl smiled at me, and then I realized it was me smiling - how silly - and I received a little pop of pleasure at being so dumb. I couldn't really remember what Mistress had been saying - had I been upset about something? It didn't matter now anyway. She looked at me with a glint of excitement in her eye, and I nearly melted. 

"Come on then, baby, let's get you dressed up properly. I can't unwrap my present if you're not wearing anything sexy, now can I?"
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19. Girls' Night In
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She took my hand and led me over to the closet. I knew what she expected, and wanted her to be pleased with me, so I took out my silvery gray lingerie, my silicone butt and breast shape wear, and my glossy black heels with the ankle strap. First I pulled the special panties with the silicone hip and butt pads up and over my pink plastic cage, which made a slight bulge but because it was angled down between my legs, wasn't that visible. Then I pulled up the gray satin and lace panties over the top, and looked over my shoulder at my full feminine curved butt in the closet mirror. Mistress would be pleased, and I felt a little flutter of pleasure. Next, I clipped together the matching push-up bra then spun it round, and put my arms through the straps. Remembering what Mistress had done last time, I lifted the flesh of one breast and placed the silicone insert underneath, then on the other side. I was happy to see my chest and cleavage, as I knew it would make her pleased with me, and I smiled with nervous excitement. 

Bending down, I slipped on the heels and fastened the ankle straps, but on standing, I had some sort of rush of blood to the head, and I couldn't really remember what I was doing here. I suddenly felt it odd that I was standing here dressed like this, and a feeling of panic started to grow. But as soon as it had started, I became distracted by the bubbles, lots of pretty pink bubbles in my head, and then I was enjoying watching as they floated off, and then - pop! It was so pretty when they popped, and I was so happy, and they all started to pop, and I knew I was just being silly, that I needn't worry about anything, that I shouldn't be trying to understand anything, because I was too dumb. And realizing that gave me a hit of pleasure, and then I could feel the pleasure and obedience and dumbness wash over me, like waves on the beach, and I felt so warm and fuzzy and tingly. I guess the confusion then pleasure must have shown on my face, as I became aware of Mistress watching me, reading my expressions and smiling.

"You're a good girl, aren't you, Josie. Come here." But the girly pleasure hit me so hard I could barely stand let alone walk over to her.

Still in her work pant suit and heels, she stepped forward, took my face in her hands and kissed me deeply, roughly, leaving no doubt as to her role as the dominant partner. She then threw me back onto the bed, and made a show of removing her jacket. Her wide-legged pants fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them still in her nude pumps. She undid the bow of her blouse, then threw that too onto the small armchair, leaving her standing there in her shiny black bodysuit and heels. Picking up a box off the side, the second package delivered yesterday, she pulled out something with lots of black straps, like a harness. It also had what looked like a small black dildo on the inside. She stepped into the contraption, feeding the dildo into her pussy with a high-pitched sigh, and adjusting it around her butt so it fitted snugly. I noticed the wide ring at the front, and for a few seconds wondered what it was for. But then she went back to the box and pulled out a big black cock, which she slapped on her hand like a cop's nightstick. It had a bit of a wobble to it, but must have been 6 inches, with a circular base. Transfixed, I watched as she placed it through the ring on her harness and then screwed the strap-on phallus into place. Mistress must have seen the look of fear on my face. 

"Oh, Josie, don't worry. You're thinking again, aren't you? You know you're too dumb to understand. We all love you very much and wouldn't do anything to harm you, would we? So you just let all your pretty thoughts pop, and lie back, like a good girl." 

I wanted to be happy and obedient, so I did what I was told. Mistress squirted something from a tube and rubbed it onto the head of the big black cock, then grabbed my ankles and pulled me towards where she stood at the foot of the bed. She lifted up my legs so she could hold the backs of my knees, my thighs towards my chest, and my glossy black heels waving around up in the air.

Mistress pulled the gusset of my panties to one side, then found the slit at the back of my silicone padded panties to place the head of the dildo on my opening. I took a sharp intake of breath when I felt the cold wet gel and firm rubber against my skin, but I couldn't think of anything as my head was full of pink bubbles.

"Oh, Josie, you'll remember this forever, your first time, your coming of age. And you're so damn hot, I'm gonna enjoy this. You're going to make your Mistress so pleased. I love you, baby girl." And with that, she leaned in, pulling back my waist, until my asshole gave way to the pressure and enveloped her bulbous head. I gasped.

"Oh, you like that, don't you, baby," and she began a series of gentle little thrusts, each one driving her shaft into me that little bit more, painfully, achingly. I thought I couldn't take any more, I felt so full, until at one point, it totally hit my spot, and waves of pleasure started emanating from deep inside, so powerful I couldn't even breathe. I have no idea how long I was in that state, but when I came back to my senses, I realized I was whimpering. 

Mistress picked up the pace, drilling the full length into me, faster and faster, harder and harder, till I was squealing in painful ecstasy. 

"Take that, you little bitch. I'm fucking you like the little slut you are, you little...girly...fuckslut!" She too was lost in the moment. Her words, the confusing mixture of sensations, her rhythmic fucking action, was all too much, as I almost blacked out from the thrill of gratification. Still in my cage, unable to get hard, I came anyway, spurting through the hole at the end. But she carried on, I don't know how long, until she was cumming too, which I could feel from the sharp sudden thrusts and jerks of the black cock in my ass. She finally withdrew, then collapsed on top of me, two sweaty girls, in full makeup and lingerie, with jizz and lube smeared between them.
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20. My New Room
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Eventually, she broke the silence. 

"Oh, Josie, that was wonderful. I don't think we'll ever be the same again." I couldn't think, couldn't speak, but simply had a strange feeling something momentous had just occurred. 

She slowly peeled herself off me and stood up. "I guess we better get you cleaned up," and she took one hand to pull me up into a sitting position on the edge of the bed.

"Shoes," she commanded, and I instantly attended to my ankle straps. She kept hers on though, so when we stood together we were about the same height. 

"I love you Josie - your Mistress is very pleased with you," and she leaned in to make out some more, me fizzing with girly pleasure. She unclipped my bra and slid her fingers under the waistband of my panties, to shimmy them down. Before I knew it I was naked but for my cage.

"You may shower, but only from your chest down - don't get your hair wet. Your wig is to be the very last thing you take off at night"

"Thank you, Mistress. Will you unlock me now?"

"Oh, Josie, don't go spoil things now. I said I would release you and I did, didn't I? You were set free for your first shower, and you've had your sexual release, too. In fact you were such a good girl you've shown you don't need your little clitty for that any more, do you? You can climax through your pussy. So just clean yourself up the best you can, OK?"

I could feel myself begin to get a bit flustered, to think and get stressed. The pink bubbles were starting to appear in my little brain, but not as many as before, and I wondered if the effects of whatever spell I'd been under were beginning to wear off. But then a few bubbles popped, and they looked so pretty, and I started to calm down.

In the shower, I was very careful not to displease Mistress by getting my face and hair wet, just using the shower head to clean my body. On getting out, I was again given her black and cherry blossom kimono. Her tone of voice had changed now, not loving, just assertive, giving me my instructions for the rest of the evening. 

"I've decided you will make up a spare bed - I don't think it is...appropriate for a maid to stay in the same room as her Mistress." I tried not to panic, not to think, so I took a deep breath and went on to ask some questions so I understood what would please her. 

"In the spare room?"

"God, no," she snapped, "that's for guests. Make up one of those little camping cots in the servant's room. I think that should suit you perfectly. It's so exciting - you'll feel like such a good maid, having your own room."

I tried not to think, I really did, but I could feel myself quivering inside.

"Hold your arms out," and she placed my folded pink maid's uniform on them, then proceeded to load me up with bottles of makeup remover, cleanser, toner, moisturizer, cotton wool pads, and a basic polystyrene head to keep my wig on. Finally, she went to a drawer and pulled out her white cotton nightgown with the short ruffled sleeves and embroidered chest, and hung it over my shoulder. 

"That should fit - it's a bit loose on me. Once you've made up the bed, take off all your makeup, carefully though. And then you can stay in your room. I don't want to see you again tonight, I have things I need to do. Have you got all that, or are you too dumb to understand?" I couldn't help receiving another little pop of pleasure and a twitch in my cage.

"I've got it. Thank you, Mistress." 

I felt trembly, though, my fear and anxiety rising, and I had to check one more thing. 

"Will this be permanent, where I'm sleeping from now on?" I regretted it instantly.

"Well now, who's a little madam? Of course the maid's room is where the maid will live. But it's not a punishment - we're doing it for you, to make you happy. Because you're a good obedient maid, because being obedient is fun, and doing things to please me makes you happy. Because you're a good girl, a good maid." There were so many bubbles popping and hits of pleasure, I couldn't think any more. 

"Yes, Mistress, sorry Mistress."

"And there's nothing forcing you to stay Josie - you stay because it makes you happy. Or you could always move out, and I could get a roommate who would pay their way. Oh, but you don't have any money, do you, so where would you go? You don't have any friends, and your father wouldn't have you back, would he?" Each word wounded like a dagger - mostly because I knew they were true. But there was no need to hurt me so much - I'd already apologized, hadn't I? But then those bubbles of thoughts and fears popped, and I became a little less stressed as I became more dumb, and I enjoyed the safe, contented, fuzzy feeling of my brain shutting down. I didn't want to be anywhere else, I wanted to be here, to please Mistress, to be a good, obedient maid. So I did the only thing that seemed to fit, and for the first time, I curtsied.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said to the floor, then carried all the items to my new room. 
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21. Goodbye Joe
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I got very little sleep that night. The longer it was since Miss McGovern had explained things to me, the harder it was to replace my thoughts with pink bubbles, until my anxiety and fear were keeping me awake. I had obeyed my instructions, of course, first slipping into the feminine cotton nightgown which fell to my mid-thigh. I hung up my maid uniform, then arranged all the bottles and things on the dressing table in front of the little table mirror. It really was a tiny room, only big enough for this little table and chair, the closet, and a space along the wall that would be completely taken up by the folding camping cot, from a holiday a few years before, which I found in the back of the closet. I had a choice of single bed linen, but I chose the most feminine, white with a pink floral design, as I could imagine it pleasing Miss McGovern, which still made me flutter. Eventually, I sat down at the table, and felt a pain inside me, like internal bruising, which brought its own confusing mix of emotions, both horniness and humiliation. I removed my makeup, cleansed, toned and moisturized, then took off my wig to place on the polystyrene stand. Finally, I climbed into bed and tried to shut my eyes on all that had happened today.

The thing my mind grabbed hold of first seemed so small, I couldn't work out why it was being replayed. It was probably just a trivial turn of phrase, but I'm sure she had said 'we' - "We all love you very much and wouldn't harm you, would we? I started to wonder who she was referring to. Did she mean Mr Johnson, too? Was I to become a maid to both of them? No, please, surely not. 

And then tomorrow. What was I to do then, how was I to act, what sort of relationship could Miss McGovern and I have after tonight? And what was I to wear? I needed answers, but I feared them, I feared that what I had become tonight was irreversible in her eyes. But where else could I go? She was totally right when she said I had no one, and that my own father wouldn't have me back, especially with these pansy eyebrows and my puny hairless body. And she still had the keys to my chastity device, they both did. How had I gotten myself into this predicament? How was I so powerless and vulnerable? I'd have to carry on, I was stuck now, a maid to my own wife, sleeping in the servant's room. 

My thoughts were going round and round, but eventually I must have drifted off, because I was awoken by a light tapping at the bedroom door. 

"Josie, wakey wakey, rise and shine." I heard the door pushed open, and I blinked to bring the day into focus. Above me stood Miss McGovern in a white fluffy robe.

"Aww," she cooed, "so cute in that nightgown and bedding. You know, it's past 7, don't you? Time for you to be getting up." I started to panic that I'd done something wrong. 

"Sorry, Miss McGovern, I had no idea of the time, I'm...," but she cut me off to calm me down, in sing-song tones she might reserve for a child.

"Hey, hey now, don't worry, it's OK. I know you had a big night last night, and it's all a lot to take in. So I thought, this once only, I'd help you get ready for the day. OK? Now, here are a couple of pills to help you accept what's going on and stay calm. Go take the pills, brush your teeth, and get back here pronto."

She held open the comforter, and I swung my bare legs out onto the floor. I was so conscious of how feminine the nightgown was, I think it might have affected my walk on the way to the bathroom. I didn't know what the tablets were, but I didn't care - anything to take the edge off and help me get through the day.

When I returned, I took the seat she pulled out to offer me. She had lined up a row of cosmetics pots and tubes and jars, next to the mirror on the small table.

"I've liberated these from my room. I probably have too many anyway, but don't worry, we'll get you your own. These will do for today though." I took a deep breath, trying to remain composed, despite the horrifying revelation that she did want me to become Josie full-time.

"Miss McGovern...?"

"Yes, Josie?"

"Has Joe...erm...has Joe gone away?"

"Aww, that's cute, but yes, yes I think so. I just think our relationship had run its course, don't you?" Hearing those words extinguished the last little flame of hope still burning deep inside me. I didn't know what to say. 

"Erm... I don't, I don't know..."

"No, of course you don't, Josie, because you're a dumb maid. But that's OK, because you're happy and safe, and helpful and obedient, which is fun. It's fun to be dumb isn't it, Josie?"

"Yes, Miss McGovern." I don't know if it was just that, or if the pills were kicking in, but for the first time today, I felt a little tingle of pleasure as I accepted my role once again. She stood behind me and made eye contact in the table mirror. 

"Come on, silly, let's do your makeup. There are going to be a lot of packages arriving today, and you want to be looking your best for the delivery man, don't you Josie?" and her reflection gave me a flirty wink.
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22. More Deliveries
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An hour or so later, I found myself alone, in my wig and full makeup, including bright red nails, dressed again in my lacy gray bra and panties, with all my silicone shapewear, and my pink uniform with the puffed shoulders, white lapels, and thin white belt, and the little pink house slippers with the bow at the front. This time, Miss McGovern insisted I also wore the white apron and headpiece. Throughout the process of getting me ready for my first day of service as Josie, Miss McGovern had been speaking to me gently, softly, rhythmically, but now I couldn't really remember what about. All I knew was I was desperate to be a good obedient maid, and make her pleased with me.

And then the doorbell went. Oh my God! I looked through the spyhole and saw the same delivery guy from the other day - shit! He must have slipped in the building when someone was leaving. I could feel my breathing become erratic, but had to get this over with, so I opened the door, and stood there in the shadows. 

"Hey," the wiry young man said, "Josie, isn't it?" to which I nodded. He held out his screen for me to sign.

"Well, don't be all shy - you have lots of packages here, you lucky girl." Shit, was he flirting with me? I stood there motionless for far too long.

"Aren't you going to come and get them?" As I edged forward, his hand shot out to grab my wrist again, which he then used to pull me into him.

"Please, don't," I whimpered, trying to keep my voice soft and feminine in spite of my panic. But he wrapped me up in his tight embrace, so I was looking up under his chin, unable to move, smelling the coffee and cigarettes on his breath. 

"Oh, you're such a tease, aren't you Josie. Don't tell me you didn't feel a little spark the last time. Now, there's an extra payment to make on all these packages," and he gestured with his eyes to a stack of boxes beside him.

"How...how much?" I asked.

"Oh, don't worry, Josie, it won't cost you a cent - just a little kiss."

"A kiss?" Oh no, this couldn't be happening. I'd never done anything like this before, well, not in real life anyway - forget about my England fantasy. I was trembling and panting for breath, which seemed to fill him with even more desire. He bent his head forward, rubbed noses, then tilted sideways to go in for the kiss. I instinctively closed my eyes, swept along in the moment, tasting his tongue exploring my mouth, feeling all fluttery and tingly. I obviously couldn't get erect, but I was experiencing waves of pleasure so strong I could barely stand. I lost all control and sense of time. When he eventually broke it off, I realized he was holding me up, gazing into my eyes, smiling.

"Oh, Josie, that was nice. Looks like you're all paid up. This time, anyway. But who knows, with inflation and all, the price might have gone up next time I come, and I might have to deliver you an extra package of my own."

I tried to regain some composure and bent down to pick up the tower of boxes then turned to scurry inside.

"Don't forget your manners..."

"Sorry sir, thank you sir, bye" I spat out like a single word, now completely flustered. When I got inside, I dropped the boxes, locked the door and slid my back down it till I was sitting on the mat. Oh my God! Did I just kiss a guy? And did I call him 'sir'? What the f...?

After several moments, I picked up the packages and took them through to Miss McGovern's room, recognising many as female clothing and underwear brands, as well as some unmarked packages that more adult items usually came in. There looked to be enough that she was serious this morning about Joe. At that exact moment, the stress and emotion of the whole day just got to me, and I crumpled into a heap on her bedroom floor and started sobbing. The thought occurred that I really needed more of Miss McGovern's pills, so I went into my room to find them and take a couple. 

After I'd recovered from the delivery, the rest of the day was uneventful. I'd have the occasional pangs of shame and humiliation at what I was doing, but also little hits of tingly pleasure when I was doing a chore I knew would please Miss McGovern. That evening, there was still no fight in me, just an acceptance that to avoid any sort of confrontation, which I couldn't bear even the thought of, it was best to be obedient. She wouldn't let me near any of Joe's clothes, so I had to stay in my uniform, but then she did give me three of the packages from earlier. The first was a nude-coloured all-in-one shapewear bodysuit, with snaps in the gusset, which sucked in my waist and padded out my breasts, hips and butt even further. The second was some nude pantyhose, and the third some clip-on fake pearl earrings. I put everything on, including the earrings, and then my uniform back over the top, which I now filled out perfectly with my new feminine curves. With the way the dress flared out from my waist, and the size and angle of my cage, there was no unsightly bulge between my legs. Miss McGovern seemed very happy, and then sent me to bed early, so she could watch some TV for smart people, that a dumb maid like me wouldn't understand.

I put on my embroidered cotton nightie, enjoying the sensation as it slid down my smooth body, and got into the little camping cot, but before I fell asleep, she came into my room, and gently worked some earbuds into my ears.

"Night night, Josie. These are blue-tooth, connected to some files on my laptop. They're just some audios to help you relax, to keep you calm and help you get off to sleep. You don't need to listen to them, just forget they're on. And they'll help make you happy and dumb too, so you can become a good, obedient maid. So, night night, don't let the bed bugs bite."

A moment after she'd closed the door, the pulsing started. It's difficult to say whether I could hear it, or just feel the vibrations, but it was very relaxing. When the lady started talking, she seemed nice and kind, but soon I couldn't really follow what she was saying, and then when a few voices spoke over each other, I couldn't make them out, so I gave up trying and drifted off to a sweet, deep sleep.
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23. The New Lodger
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I woke feeling refreshed, lighter than I'd felt in ages. I didn't really know what had been so stressful, but I was happy not to think about it, and just leave all that stress to smart people like Miss McGovern and Mr Johnson. My alarm had played on my new earbuds and I'd sprung out of bed to get myself ready. I'd quickly showered with my cage on, and douched, like I'd been shown. Then I put on all my pretty makeup and padded bodysuit and earrings, which I knew Miss McGovern would like. I really felt my new bodysuit looked great - it gave me a tight waist, thick butt, a feminine bust and even a small cleavage, and you could barely see my pee-pee in its cage at all. 

I was so looking forward to working hard today to make Miss McGovern proud of me, and it gave me such a burst of girly pleasure when she said she was. She offered me two pills and a glass of water, which I gratefully accepted, as they seemed to do a good job of taking away all my stress, so I could focus on being obedient. I'd done a good job of my makeup, which only needed a little touching up from her around my eyes. Miss McGovern also said she'd enjoyed the breakfast I'd made of pancakes and bacon, which obviously I couldn't eat being vegan, but even that made me feel so good, knowing I'd been super-helpful and had made it especially for her. And then she left me to my duties, which I attacked with enthusiasm. I was so keen to please her, I even skipped lunch, and got a hit of excitement from doing so.

Out of the blue, around mid-afternoon, the doorbell rang, and looking through the spyhole revealed Miss McGovern and Mr Johnson, with a large suitcase in each hand. What were they doing here at this time? 

I immediately opened the door and Miss McGovern announced, "Hey, baby, look who's here. It's Mr Johnson." Then she turned to him and spoke as if I couldn't hear. 

"Aww, look at her face. She has no idea what's going on, she's so dumb!", and Mr Johnson snickered. It's true, I didn't, but I knew they wouldn't do anything to hurt me, and I didn't want to get all confused and stressed thinking about it, and something about her use of 'she' and 'her' made me happy, so I just smiled and waited to be told what to do to help.

Mr Johnson put down the bags and came over to me. He towered above me, and held each of my upper arms tightly in his big meaty hands as he spoke. 

"Let me see you," and he sort of inspected me, the different areas of my face, then body. I was embarrassed and broke into a shy smile, which he seemed to find sweet. 

Speaking to Miss McGovern, not me, he said, "You've done a great job, Kels. I mean, she's actually kind of pretty." And I think I even started to blush.

"And she's happy being a maid? She's not going to be a problem?" 

Miss McGovern came and placed a hand against my cheek. "Oh no, she's just happy to be of help. She's started a course of diazepam, she's receptive to the hypnotherapy, and I've spoken to Niki, that endocrinologist friend of mine, and we'll start her on the antiandrogen, estrogen and progestogen soon, once we've taken care of all the legal stuff. I'm gonna speak to the other girls about that later." I smiled, not understanding anything she was saying.

"No, we're not going to have any trouble out of this one, are we Josie?" Hearing her say that gave me a fluttery feeling, as waves of obedience and pleasure washed over me. 

"No, Miss McGovern."

She turned to face me, speaking very clearly and slowly so I would understand. 

"Josie, I have to go back out to take care of a few things, but I want you to forget about your usual duties for the rest of the day, and help Mr Johnson move in - he's going to be our new roommate, isn't that exciting?"

I beamed to reflect her expression, but didn't really follow what she meant.

"So, can you do that? Can you help Mr Johnson?"

"Yes, Miss McGovern." 

And I melted inside when she smiled at me and said, "Good girl."

As soon as she'd left, Mr Johnson became very serious. He told me to follow him to the living room, where he sat on the middle of the couch and had me stand in front of him. 

"Listen, Josie. I know Miss McGovern said you won't be any trouble, but we need to establish something before I move in. I'm no goddam faggot, and I'm not moving in anywhere with another man living there. There's only one man of the house, and that's me. You get me?" I didn't, so just smiled politely. 

"So the only way this is gonna work is if you are pure girl, 100%, no sign of masculinity. And that means being a super-girly girl all the time, you know? If I ever detect even a trace of testosterone, if I ever see you being anything less than ultra-feminine, I'm gonna be real angry, and you'll be punished. I know you're dumb, but have you got that?" 

I kind of got the gist, but not why he was telling me - all I wanted was to be a good, obedient maid anyway. 

"Yes, Mr Johnson."

"Good. Now, I'm gonna do something to help you remember. I don't like doing this, but you need a lesson, something to stick in your memory. You need to know what's coming your way if you ever, ever break the rules. OK, baby? Now come over my lap," and he started to roll up his right shirt-sleeve.

I didn't follow - I knew he was too smart for me to understand - so I just stepped toward his outstretched hand, and let him guide me over his knee, my face staring at the laces on one of his shoes, my ass up in the air. He lifted up the skirt of my uniform, reached down between my legs to grab the gusset of my bodysuit, which he yanked back, unsnapping all the fasteners, and lifted it up over my now naked butt, with a barely noticeable tiny flash of the pink of my chastity cage. 

"Can't have all your butt padding protecting you, now can we?"

And then it began, a hail of blows, alternating cheeks in rapid succession. I squealed as the pain became too much, but there was no end. My legs kicked out with each slap that rained down, and my sobbing overtook me. 

"What's your name?", he snarled. 

I didn't understand why he was asking but spluttered it out anyway. 

"Josie." Whack!

"Call me sir, when you're speaking to me!"

"Josie, sir."

"And are you a naughty girl, Josie?" 

"No, sir. I'm a good girl, sir," I managed to get out, in shallow breaths between my sobs. There was a pause. And then, whack! The pain, the white light, for a moment everything else disappeared.

"What's your job?"

"I'm a maid, sir, I'm a good maid, an obedient maid, sir."

"And what do you want, Josie?"

I didn't understand what that meant, and took too long trying to find an answer. Whack! Pain, stinging pain.

"I...I don't know sir, I just want you and Miss McGovern to be pleased with me. I just want to be obedient and make you happy."

I waited, terrified, to see if my answer was OK. 

Then the spanking started again, hard and fast. I don't know for how long, the time blurred, but finally it stopped. He stood me up, in floods of tears, grimacing, my hands rubbing my butt, as I hopped from leg to leg, to try to relieve the pain, without success. I don't know what I looked like, but there was certainly no masculinity here.

"Josie...Josie!" He insisted I focus on his words. "Sit," and he picked me up and sat me sideways on his knee. 

I would do anything and everything he told me to - I had no other thoughts, no other will.

"Put your arms around me. Now, kiss my cheek, and thank me for your lesson."

"...Thank you, sir," my trembling voice muttered, breaking halfway through. And then I was dismissed to go freshen up.
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24. Moving In
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I was so shaky there was no point in trying to touch up my eyes, so I just dried them, and reapplied my lipstick, then sorted out my bodysuit and it's padding. My butt was still stinging, and something about the pain brought back some vague memories of other times I was crying or stressed, but try as I might, I couldn't quite get a grip on them, so I made sure my headpiece and apron were straight, then rushed back. He was in Miss McGovern's bedroom, so I followed. He turned, and I cowered, feeling so small and vulnerable next to his huge frame. 

Knowing I had to get it right, I curtsied and used my girliest voice to ask, "How may I help you, sir?"

He gestured to the open closet. "Looks like there are loads of guy clothes here. Now, whose would those be?" 

The question confused me, and my face screwed itself up. They were guy's clothes, and they felt familiar somehow, but I couldn't work out how, or who they belonged to. They weren't Miss McGovern's, and I was just a maid - I had my uniforms and things in my room. But they kind of felt like someone's, someone I knew. All this thinking caused my levels of confusion and stress to rise, but through all that a name started to appear. Was it John? No, that must be Mr Johnson. Or Joe, maybe? 

And then the memory came into focus and I knew they were mine. With that awareness came flooding back all my thoughts and fear, my humiliation and my self-loathing. In the closet mirror I could see my pink maid's uniform, and was horrified. The white ruffled headpiece on my long brown hair, the white apron flaring out from my narrow cinched-in waist, the smooth hairless legs popping out from underneath, the knowledge of my pink cage, my natural makeup, feminine face, and pearl earrings - each realization, like a punch in the stomach, winded me a little more. But then, I also sensed his physical presence, just how big and strong Mr Johnson was, and recalled how easily he had spanked me just now. Tears pricked my eyes once more. 

It was then I became aware of him watching me in the reflection.

"I asked you a question, young lady." I had to respond, but didn't know how. Even though my awareness was slowly returning, I was too scared not to give him exactly what he was demanding. I knew this was a test, and - what had he said? - that if he detected so much as a trace of masculinity, he'd get really angry. I shuddered at the thought.

"I don't know, Mr Johnson. Someone who used to live here?" I hated myself for being so weak - God, I deserved to be the maid.

"That's right, used to live here. From the sizes, looks like some puny little wimp. Go get some refuse sacks, and pack all this stuff into them. I'm gonna take it all to the thrift store."

The next hour was spent with Mr Johnson browsing on his phone, occasionally barking another instruction at me, while I carefully folded all my male clothes, and packed them into the black sacks. Nothing was spared - suits, coats, underwear, shoes, belts, gloves, even my colognes. With each item, my insides twisted, as it brought back more memory, yet I knew I didn't have the fight, and just wanted all stress to go away, I couldn't take it anymore. The only way to stop all the anxiety was to accept my fate, my new role, so I tried to stop thinking, to see the pink bubbles in my little brain, which were very pretty, and they started to drift away out of reach, and then I smiled when they started to pop, each giving me a little pop of pleasure, and then I giggled when I realized how silly I'd been, but then couldn't remember what it had been about, but it was OK, because Mr Johnson was here, and he was smart, so I'd just do what he told me, because I didn't need to understand, because I was dumb, just a dumb maid, who was very obedient, obedient and happy, and a wave a pleasure washed over me, knowing Miss McGovern would be pleased with me.

When I'd finished, I approached Mr Johnson full of pride. 

"That was quick. You got everything? Good girl," and throbbing waves of pleasure and obedience shot out from my groin. 

"Do you think I can trust you to do a good job of putting all my things away, while I take all these refuse sacks to the thrift store?"

"Yes, sir," and he could trust me, of course, all I wanted was to do a good job and please him.

"But first, you've been a good maid, so I think you deserve a little treat. You'll find me a firm but fair master, and you had your punishment earlier, so it's only fair you get a little present. Here you are," and he gave me one of the packages from yesterday.

I looked up hesitantly, unsure of whether I was allowed to open it without Miss McGovern here, but he nodded reassuringly, and he was smart, so I did. Inside was a pretty box with a gift bow, full of tissue paper on which was a folded black and white item, which looked like cotton. I noticed it was from an online workwear and uniform store - 'where fashion and function meet' - though I didn't really understand what that meant.

"Go on," he encouraged, and I held up what turned out to be a simple black dress, with stiff white collar and cuffs on its short sleeves. In the box was the accompanying white apron and headpiece.

"It's for you - aren't you happy?"

I was, I was very happy that Mr Johnson had been so kind. 

"Yes, thank you so much, sir. It's lovely," and what with all the emotions of the day and now this kindness shown to me, I shed a tear.

"Aww, that's sweet. And it wasn't cheap, you know, but it'll keep you looking presentable for years to come. And it'll be nice for you to be a bit more formal when we have parties." Both the thought of being a maid for such a long time and of serving other people made me twitch and tingle all over.

"You get changed and unpack my things, and I'll take all those old clothes and be back in a half hour." And I set about my new tasks with glee.
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25. Doing the Dishes
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I'd immediately gone to get changed. I thought my gray lingerie would go nicely with the black and white uniform, so I was also wearing my silicone hip and butt panties with the slit at the rear, and of course my cage. Over it all I'd pulled my shiny black hose, giving me a thrill of confinement, and then I strapped myself into my 3-inch black heels. The dress's thick cotton was deliciously crisp and new, and I adored tying the white apron tight around my waist. The dress came down above the knee, and my breast inserts helped me fill it out perfectly. I retouched my makeup, and checked my wig, before pinning the new white headpiece in place, feeling like a princess in a tiara. I couldn't stop beaming at the thought of how pleased Miss McGovern and Mr Johnson would be with me.

It didn't take me long to fill all the empty closets, drawers and cupboards on his side of their room with all his things. It all seemed so natural, that two beautiful, smart people like them would be together. I knew I was just a dumb maid, so I felt very lucky and happy they looked after me, and took all the difficult decisions that smart people have to make, which would have totally stressed me out.

Mr Johnson still wasn't back so I went into the kitchen, my heels clicking wonderfully on the floor, to put on my pink rubber gloves and start the dishes. I'd soon lost myself in my enjoyment of the task, and didn't hear the door, then was shocked by a cough a few metres behind me.

"Oh, Mr Johnson, you startled me," I said breathlessly, looking back at him over my shoulder.

"Don't let me interrupt. You carry on - I'm just admiring the view."

I didn't really follow, so I gave him a sweet smile, and returned to the dishes. 

A moment later, it was his breathing I could hear this time, and then feel on my neck. Still behind me, he grabbed both upper arms, nuzzled into me, then started sucking and gently biting my ear. I completely melted, and dropped the brillo pad - it felt so amazing I couldn't focus on anything else. His strong arms reached around me, which I was grateful for, as I sensed I might not be able to stay standing much longer, the powerful waves of pleasure overtaking me. He fondled my breasts, which although not very sensitive through all the padding, still showed me he thought of me as a woman, but then he slipped his hands inside to pinch and twist my nipples so hard it hurt. I closed my eyes and gasped. He began grinding into me, and I could feel his big, hard cock against the small of my back. Then I heard a belt buckle, and a fly unzip, and I felt his fingers walk up the backs of my thighs, up under my dress. Oh my God, what was he doing?

"Oh, Josie. What are we going to do with you?" he whispered, then lifted the dress skirt, yanked down my hose, and grappled urgently with my two pairs of panties, clearing a way through. Leaning over me, he grabbed the dish detergent and I heard a squelch, then felt his slimy fingers work their way up into me.

"Ssshhh, baby," and it was only then I realized I was moaning. 

"I'll go slow..." and he pushed me forward, bent over the sink, barely able to keep my balance on my heels. Grabbing my waist, he pushed, and I cried out. I'd never felt so vulnerable. It was only his head, but he was so big, he would surely split me open.

"It's OK baby, it's OK..." and he inched into me, each push accompanied by my sharp intakes of breath, until I couldn't breathe any more. He waited a moment longer, then thrust hard, and all that air came out of me in one long, piercing squeal. It hurt so much, sharp pains and throbbing aches - but it was also so good, being completely filled by sir.

I don't know if it was his entire length, but it was much bigger than with Mistress. My eyes rolled back in my head, as he ploughed into me, lifting me off my heels with each stroke. My mind disappeared, everything disappeared - all there was was this intense pain and pleasure - until I gradually became aware of his grunting. His pace slowed into erratic spasms, and then I felt him fill me, complete me inside. I don't know how long we stood there locked together, before he eventually withdrew and stood me back upright. 

"Oh, baby, you did real good. Shit! You really pleased me, really. This is all gonna be so fine, you'll see," and he staggered backwards. I heard him rip off some kitchen towel, wipe himself and toss it in the kitchen bin, then do up his pants.

"You might need one of Kelsey's tampons - I think there's gonna be quite a bit of blood," and he walked out, just leaving me there.

I looked down and realized I was leaking from both ends. I held up my new uniform around my waist, grabbed a couple sheets of kitchen towel, and did my best not to make a mess on the way to the bathroom. There, I cleaned myself up the best I could, still unable to get into my cage, of course. I took a tampon out of the bathroom cupboard, and with a little trouble, managed to insert it. Knowing it was there, and what it was keeping inside me, that I'd made Mr Johnson so pleased with me, it all gave me such a girly sensation, and I felt like such an obedient maid, that I shuddered and had to grab the basin for balance.

Back in my room, I checked my makeup - I seemed to be doing that many times each day, but I knew it was important for Mistress and Mr Johnson that I looked my best. When I heard the front door, my heart fluttered with anticipation that Mistress was back, and I hoped I'd been a good maid and that she'd be pleased with me. 
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26. Final Preparations
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I was waiting by my bedroom door to be summoned, listening but not really trying to follow, as I was just a dumb maid.

Mr Johnson spoke first. "Hey, Kels. All good?"

"Very, actually. Robyn's drawn up the legal documents we talked about, Emma's agreed to do the psychological evaluation. As medical professionals, Ash and Niki can support the petition and advise the judge on the declaration of incapacity. I had to explain the situation of course, but they know Joe, and it didn't come as a huge shock to be honest, so they're happy to help."

"That's great."

"Any bother here?" 

"Naaa, all good - nothing left of poor old Joe's stuff. I took the opportunity to establish some discipline through a bit of corrective punishment, though. And then dished out a bit of pleasure to go with it, just to confuse her!"

Miss McGovern sounded excited. "Really...and?"

"Well, I enjoyed it! Guess you'll have to ask her - think she might still be walking a bit funny," and they both burst out laughing.

"There was one strange thing actually," said Mr Johnson, "when she'd just started packing up all the old stuff, she sort of... - I don't know how to put it really - she kind of shut down, and had a look of confusion, or horror even, like there was some recognition of what you were doing to Joe. Do you know what I mean? But then she got over that, and was back to being a good little maid."

"Oh interesting. No, that's very interesting. I'll have to have a word with her about it."

They closed the door behind them when they went into the living room, and I couldn't hear any more.

Twenty minutes later, Miss McGovern came and found me looking in my closet at the blue and pink uniforms, and the embroidered nightgown. 

"What are you doing, Josie? Don't you have any duties to be getting on with?" I got a little nervous that I'd done something wrong. 

"But...but you said not to do my usual duties today, and I..."

She cut me off to reassure me. "It's OK, you won't be punished again. Mr Johnson told me about the spanking earlier, and I think you know what will happen if you're not obedient from now on."

"Yes, Miss McGovern." Just the mention of my punishment made me shudder and my butt prickle.

"I must say you look great in your traditional uniform - do you like it?"

"Yes, Miss McGovern." I did - it let me know I was a real maid, which gave me a little shiver.

"And did you enjoy your treat from Mr Johnson? Did you enjoy knowing you'd been a good girl and made him very pleased with you?"

"Yes, Miss McGovern," and I remembered I still had the tampon in me, and couldn't help a shy smile.

"I bet you're wondering what was in the other packages. Go and get them from my room and you can put them away in here."

When I returned I was made to open them, thank Miss McGovern, and put them away. There were clothes - another black and white uniform, underwear, shapewear, waist cincher, false breasts, panties and bras, plain black flat shoes - but no outerwear. 

"You won't need anything other than your uniforms, Josie, as you'll be our maid 24/7. How exciting is it that, whenever we tell you to do something, you can be obedient and helpful?" It was very exciting. Then she turned to the last, smaller box. 

"Now you must never use these without our permission."

Intrigued, I opened the first to see three black silicone shapes of increasing sizes, with a kind of handle on one end.

"These are your training plugs. We'll start off small, but it's important you learn to accommodate Mr Johnson without such pain or damage, so we'll get you onto the extra large plug in no time. It should even leave you gaping - won't that be nice?"

I was starting to get a bit confused trying to follow Miss McGovern - she's so smart - but instead of getting stressed, I just stopped trying to understand and smiled. 

"And they vibrate at different levels - there's an app on my phone, so you won't have any control over them, but you wouldn't like to have to make those decisions anyway, would you, Josie?"

"No, Miss McGovern. Thank you, Miss McGovern."

"Right, that's it for your presents. Now down to the serious business. Come and join us in the living room when you're done putting all this away. Oh and put the smallest plug away in your asshole, OK? No time like the present to start, hey? You might want to douche first, what with all your fun with Mr Johnson earlier," and I blushed a deep red. 

"Now don't be long - chop-chop!"
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27. The Future of Josie
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I rushed not to keep them waiting. The douche was fine - sore, but nothing compared with lubing and inserting a bulbous silicone plug where Mr Johnson had just caused me such pain. I did love feeling so full though, and with that and my cage, the constant arousal was almost too much to bear. I tried to walk normally as I entered the living room.

Mr Johnson's huge body was stretched out in the armchair, and she was sitting on the couch in front of some official-looking papers on the coffee table. Next to them were a packet of those pills that I liked, with a glass of water. And then I noticed the earbuds I'd enjoyed listening to so much. I really wanted to listen again now - the craving felt like an addiction. I couldn't even remember what the audios were about, but they'd made me feel so calm and relaxed, so obedient and girly. The morning after, I'd felt like such a good maid I was all fluttery. Miss McGovern saw me staring at the earbuds and broke up my obsessive thoughts by patting the seat next to her. I folded my dress under my butt as I'd been shown, and sat down nervously, as it was so strange to be allowed to sit in Mistress's presence. My hands naturally fell together in my lap, the red nails standing out against the white of my apron.

"Now, you'll need to be a good obedient maid and just listen. You might become anxious, but that's alright - you're surrounded by people you love and trust." I nodded.

"Mr Johnson told me about a little moment earlier when you were clearing out Joe's old things. And I got to thinking that maybe it triggered a memory, an awareness deep inside you, that actually you weren't just Josie the maid, but you were actually Joe."

I sensed an immediate flicker of panic.

"And I thought we might talk about that, that it might be fun. Do you remember that, Josie? Do you remember that you were Joe? Yes, of course you do. And that's good, that's fine, that's fun."

I was listening hard, I promise, but I could feel myself getting flustered already, getting confused, because I was dumb, and trying to understand the smart people was too hard, and made me tired and stressed.

"No, stay with me Josie, keep listening, that will please me. It's good to be confused sometimes, it's fun, because when I see you getting stressed, I know you're fighting something inside, and that pleases me. You see, you want to be a good maid all the time, to be helpful and happy, and that's great, it's fun to be a maid, isn't it?" I was nodding, trying to smile.

"But deep down, you also know that you were Joe, you were a man, a smart man, with a job, but I took all that from you. Deep down you know that there's a little bit of Joe there, inside somewhere, who sees what's happening, who hates that he has no power, hates that he doesn't have the strength to stop himself putting on makeup and lingerie, stepping into his uniform and heels, sticking a plug up his ass, assuming his subservient role completely, wanting desperately to please me, so he feels the pleasure of obedience, and dumbness, so he doesn't have to think about the girly little dumb maid he's become, so he can't think about the shame and humiliation, because his head is full of bubbles."

I was having trouble breathing, my heart pounding. I couldn't understand everything, but some of the words were getting through, and I think I was having a panic attack.

"That's what was happening when you packed away all Joe's clothes, wasn't it? When you saw what you had become in the mirror, when you realized what you were doing, losing all your male things forever, and replacing them in what was your bedroom with those of your wife's lover. Then you knew your place was being taken by a real man, relegating you to being the little girl, the lowly subservient maid. And yet you did it anyway, you chose to be the maid, because you didn't have the strength to even start fighting it, because your fragile mind couldn't face up to what was happening, what you'd let happen."

I was in floods of tears now. I didn't know if I was Josie or Joe - I just wanted all this stress and fear and pain to end. 

"So you chose anything to avoid the truth, you chose to be dumb, to fill your mind with pretty pink bubbles. You would rather carry on, and be a maid to your wife and her lover, than have to contemplate the horror of your fate. And that's what I find so delicious - the total control I have over you, all the power I took from you, so there is nothing left. You think you chose to be a maid, because it makes you happy, but you never wanted that, I told you it made you happy, I ordered you to be happy, and you complied. You can't imagine how hot that makes me, knowing that I've taken everything from you, and yet you still want to be a maid and serve me, to do all the cooking and cleaning, to offer up your pussy and tongue whenever we tell you to, because you want us to be pleased with you." I was sobbing. I just wanted all this to end, it didn't matter how. I'd do anything just to make it stop.

"But that's why your little wobble with Joe's clothes pleased me. Knowing Joe is still in there somewhere, makes me so hot, reminding me that I have taken complete control of you, because I wanted to, because I could, because it turns me on.

That's right - with your little moment of awareness, you pleased me, like a good maid, which makes you happy, because you love being obedient and pleasing me. Aww baby, it'll be over soon, I promise."

I tried to cover my face with my hands, to make it all disappear, but Mistress pulled them away.

"Oh, Josie, look at you. You're so scared and fragile. You're desperate for all this to stop, and there's something you can do to make it happen. Do you want to help your Mistress take away the pain?" I nodded again, unable to speak.

"Good girl. Well, I've decided to make it all legal. I don't expect a dumb maid like you to understand, but I contacted Robyn, you know my friend the attorney, about drawing these up, and she's been great actually, researching the particulars of our state's laws on this complex legal area. This is a Durable Power of Attorney for Assets, and this one is a Durable Power of Attorney for Medical Care. It informs the court that you, the ward, are appointing your spouse as a trusted person to be your guardian in the event of incapacity - that is, that you're unable to make sound decisions regarding your money, property, living arrangements, social life, medical needs, health and happiness, and so on. In a month or so we'll begin the process of the Declaration of Incapacity, to execute the Durable Powers of Attorney. But that will just be rubber stamped, especially with you having already named me as guardian, and with the psychological evaluation Emma's agreed to write, as well as Niki and Ash's written medical certification. And it will be true after all - you are incapable of making decisions, because you are a dumb maid, and all you can do is obey orders. And then we can invite all the girls over for a party to celebrate, and you can serve them all drinks and your lovely homemade food to thank them all for helping you become who you are. You'd love that, wouldn't you? Yes, that's right, of course you would."

My brain was physically hurting. I was trying to understand, I really was, but it was just so hard.

"Aww, baby, don't worry. It's exciting! It's fun! Basically, you will have all your rights to make any decisions about your life transferred to me. I will be your legal guardian and officially in charge of every aspect of your life. Won't that be wonderful?"

The battle inside me continued raging. To Joe this was a horrific nightmare, but the part of me that was Josie just prayed for the pink bubbles to appear, to fill my mind and replace my thoughts with dumb happiness.

"That means I can do anything I want. I'll sign over your half of the apartment to me of course, and stop your allowance. We'll grow your hair out and nails, and book you in at my salon for a full body makeover, and laser hair removal. Soon you're going to start on a course of female hormones, which will make you even prettier - and you know how pretty Mr Johnson and I find you already, don't you baby? But then depending on how that goes we might get you lip fillers, or even facial feminization surgery. Or maybe we'll get you some little titties, if your own don't grow quickly enough. I think we'll keep little Joe in his cage, and your bits downstairs though, as a reminder. I've researched a website on which a maid like that could make a fortune. If we go away, we could rent you out with the apartment, and it would more than pay for the vacation. Would you like that? I know you would, wouldn't you Josie? But what does Joe think?"

She smiled lovingly, but I was completely broken. My tears were cried out but the horror persisted. 

"Please...please, Mistress...please...," but I had no words to express my terror.

"Aww, that's cute! But are you begging me to do it or not to?" And she laughed, addicted to her power over me.

"OK, I'm just teasing. I think it's time I ended your torment." She passed me a pen and gestured to the Powers of Attorney. "Sign and date here, here, here and here. It's the 12th, by the way. And as Joe, remember! And then I'll stop the pain, I'll fill your head with bubbles, you can take a couple of your pills, and listen to the hypno on your earbuds, and you can go to sleep and forget this ever happened. You'll wake up refreshed and relaxed, as Josie, and feel so wonderful that you're so dumb, with no worries or responsibilities, and no decisions to make ever again.

I could feel Joe losing the battle. He was weak and exhausted, and for Josie the picture Miss McGovern was painting was so appealing. I needed those earbuds and pills, I needed this anxiety to end. I picked up the pen. 

"That's it. I can almost see the pretty pink bubbles," she encouraged. I didn't feel as if I even made the decision, but rather simply watched my hand sign and date the documents.

"DeShawn?" I'd forgotten Mr Johnson was there.

"Well that was quite a show, Kels - I'm impressed," and he signed as a witness under each of my signatures.

"All done," said Mistress cheerfully. Her words then took on that repetitive, hypnotic quality I craved. 

"You've been very obedient, Josie, and you've pleased me greatly, and that gives you a shot of tingly pleasure. In your little brain, all your thoughts have become pink bubbles - you can see all the pretty pink bubbles, and they look so pretty. You try to reach out but they're too far away, and then they begin to float off. And then pop! The bubble disappears, the thought and stress disappear with it, and the way it pops looks so pretty. You smile and giggle, as all the bubbles start bursting, and you feel a wave of dumbness wash over you, and you feel so happy. And you know you're pleasing me, with every pop, and that's all you want to do, to please me, because it makes you happy. It makes you happy to be so obedient, so compliant, so accepting. Because obedience is pleasure. It washes over you, and you tingle all over. Because you are a good, obedient maid, you tingle all over."

I was so relieved, I could breathe again, the pain was gone, the anxiety gone, just a strange quivering where it once had been. 

"Would you like your pills and earbuds now?"

"Yes, please, Mistress."

"Here you are. And now you can go to bed. Mr Johnson and I have to talk about some difficult things for smart people."

"Yes, Mistress, thank you Mistress."

"Goodnight, Josie - good girl," and she gave me a loving smile to take with me into my sweet, girly dreams.
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Author's Note
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Please note, the events and characters of this story are fictional, with the exception of the hypnotist DommeMystique, who is very much real and whose work can be viewed on YouTube (check out HypnoDommeMystique). This story is a fantasy and contains scenes that, if they were to take place in the real world, would constitute serious abuse. Any subs and doms/dommes reading this are strongly discouraged from any non-consensual acts, such as any non-consensual power exchange, feminization or sexual practices. Furthermore, the use of any drug or hormones should always be approached with extreme caution and under the strict supervision of an endocrinologist or other qualified medical professional.

This was all made clear to me when I reached out to DommeMystique, after finishing the story. As a big fan of her work, I really wanted her opinion, and hopefully approval, of my writing, so I contacted her through her Discord server. It was she who insisted I include the above author's note, as, in all her work, consent is absolutely paramount - no hypnosis is ever conducted without first gaining the clear and specific permission of the subject for all the contents of that particular session.

Fortunately, she had sufficient curiosity to open my story file, and, notwithstanding the above caveats regarding consent, then found enough merit in it to continue reading. This was a huge honour, on top of which she actually made time to give me some feedback, to shed some light on some of the subtler areas of her field, which I had misrepresented, including fractionation and binaural beats.

Her generosity and encouragement has been incredible, and I am extremely appreciative. When she suggested I fly out to stay at her place for a couple weeks, I felt like a competition winner. The arrangement was that I pay my outbound airfare, and I'll do some work with her during my stay, presumably relating to my writing, for which I'll receive free board and lodging, and my return airfare. I am not wealthy, so I've been saving up for my ticket, but that's everything I'll need, apparently, and my boss at work knows I won't be available for any shifts for a couple weeks. Needless to say, I am extremely grateful and excited about the opportunity.

In order to take full advantage of any insights that might further my fledgling career as a writer of erotic fiction, with or without a hypnosis theme, I have decided to keep a diary of the experience.

Joe's Diary

Wednesday 17th May

Dear Diary,

Wow! What a first day. The flight was dull, but the airport transfer was there to whisk me away by late morning, to a large detached house out in the suburbs. They left before the doorbell was answered, and then there she was, my hero, DommeMystique, with a new red hair colour and a mischievous twinkle in her eye. I was so nervous, or excited, or both, but then she greeted me warmly, and hugged me before I had a chance to put down my suitcase and carry-on. She put some coffee on, which was really good, and I couldn't believe I was actually there, just having a coffee with Miss Mystique, as she told me to call her.

She was so friendly and we started chatting about everything, then it got round to my writing and she again said how much she'd enjoyed it, which was so nice of her, and that that was the reason she'd invited me to stay. I asked her what the writing job was I'd be doing, but then she looked a bit confused and told me not to be silly - 'as if I didn't know it wasn't really a writing job' etc. She was sorry if there had been any miscommunication but she thought it had been very clear. I obviously didn't want her to feel bad and so of course said it didn't matter, that I'll do anything, and am really grateful for the opportunity she's giving me, which I am.

So, long story short, it turns out she has a maid job for me, well sort of a waitress, for the first one anyway, a big gala event that's being held on Friday night to raise funds for some charity dealing with inner-city deprivation. One of the strands of her business is called DommeMystique's Domestiques - kinda catchy, I thought. It's a sort of specialized human resources firm, who can provide all the servers and waitresses for event organizers who want to make their night a little different and stand out from the crowd - i.e. ones who want a team of biologically-male maids to serve their guests. 

Well, I couldn't quite get over the shock. The thing about writing erotic literature is you're kind of laying bare all your private, most intimate fantasies, so there's no disowning them afterwards. Just because I'd never even worn a maid outfit before, didn't mean I could pretend it wasn't a massive turn-on. Having flown all this way, I knew I just had to suck up my nerves, and make the most of this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. 

As I said before, consent is massive for Miss Mystique, and before I could start I had to wade through this huge contract, giving my consent to various things that may arise in the course of my work. A 'maybe' wasn't considered good enough - I had to fully commit or decline each one. There was no pressure put on me, but I was encouraged in general to embrace this new experience, and not to be embarrassed or held back by any preconceptions I may have. With that attitude, I went through the document, checking nearly all the boxes, with the exception of knife, rope, danger, scat and blood play. As I recall, I agreed to feminization, total power exchange, corporal punishment, 'she' pronouns, the name 'Josie', and also the possibility of 'personal service' if any guests specifically request me. I don't really know what that entails, but it sent a shiver of excitement through me, so I thought I'd run with it.

As soon as I signed that, Miss Mystique's mood changed and she became much more brusque and domineering, and started addressing me as Josie. She told me there's a number of events I'm going to be working, and that the quality of the job I do will be evaluated. If she's happy, I'll be given my flight ticket to leave in 2 weeks. If, for whatever reason, she isn't, I'll have to stay on until, in her eyes, I've done enough to pay off the cost of the flight. It was made very clear to me that I'm not any kind of prisoner and can leave at any time, but will forfeit the flight if I do. That isn't something I can afford of course, but I want to do a good job and throw myself into being an obedient maid anyway, so it seemed reasonable enough, and I handed over my passport and wallet to go into the safe.

Miss Mystique then instructed Leah, one of the other 'girls', to show me to my room, which is actually just a single bed in a dorm room with 6 of us in there, although she has over 20 maids on her books. Leah is beautiful, with soft feminine features, and her own long blonde luxuriant hair. She was in quite a slutty French maid's dress, which revealed her great figure. It wasn't a cheap Halloween thing, but rather looked high-end, to me at least. Leah's also really friendly, and did her best to keep me calm, and help me feel at home. Because of the misunderstanding, I haven't brought any of my girl things, so I was told only to unpack my toothbrush and any essentials. The rest of the contents of my bags, such as all my male clothes, won't be needed, and so will be stored and returned to me before I go home. 

As soon as Leah started chatting away to me, I realised I was extremely attracted to her, but it soon became clear she sees me simply as one of her colleagues, the new girl at work, which is also cool. Leah's been in service here for nearly a year now, and she loves it, so that bodes well. She's recently been given the responsibility of giving the new maids their makeover to get them ready for service, which is what we did next. She handed me a fluffy white bathrobe, towel and slippers, and we went through to a big adjoining room, which looked like a cross between a bathroom and a salon. 

Over the next couple hours, I was shaved and plucked, prodded, preened and painted, all to a backdrop of Leah telling me about her experiences working for Miss Mystique, who she clearly adores. Apparently, when you work a benefit at a big hotel, the maids usually get selected by someone, often a rich businessman, or sometimes woman, who are there as part of the charity event, and so have plenty of cash to throw around, especially when you go back to their room and they ply you with champagne and sometimes jewelry. She didn't dwell on it, but Leah clearly enjoys an active sexlife, shall we say. 

Apparently, some of the guests, even the supposedly straight guys, are so taken with the girls, they offer them a place in their permanent employment. For obvious reasons, this is not usually in the family home, but rather in a secondary address, such as an apartment in the city, which the guest uses for business and their family rarely visits. Sometimes two girls move in together, and you usually get free food and accommodation, and a small stipend for makeup and stuff, but often business associates borrow the apartments, and then the girls get gifts from them. So anyway, I really could become a maid permanently, if I like it as much as I suspect I might. But let's not get ahead of ourselves, I've never done anything like this before - really - and I'm finding it all a bit terrifying to be honest, as well as super-exciting of course.

I must have checked the box in the contract to allow Leah to pierce my ears, which she did before fitting my dark brown wig, giving me bangs. She gave me dark pink shellac fingernails, the fumes and heat from the machine quite a heady mixture, and then painted my toes the same colour. Next came the false lashes, and a last touch up to my makeup, before she went to fetch her mistress. 

Apparently, Miss Mystique always takes control of locking her maids up herself, and had a selection of cages of various shapes and sizes to try on me. I was surprised to find I fitted into a nano, but kind of pleased, I guess, that after they dressed me in my black lacy bra and panties, it wasn't very noticeable. The silicone padding gave me a nice rack and a full booty, but Miss Mystique said my waist needed help, so she had Leah lace me into a corset so tightly I was left short of breath. She estimated my measurements to Leah, who then pulled out a matching black French maid's outfit, which I stepped into and she helped pull it all into place. It fitted perfectly, with short puffy sleeves, a laced bodice, net underskirt, and attached apron, all with a frilly white trim. I was asked my shoe size and then strapped myself into the heels, before finally receiving a spritz of perfume, which completed my intense feelings of girliness.

Miss Mystique looked me up and down, and I was nervous I wouldn't make the grade, but then she smiled and said to Leah that she was sure I'd prove very popular. I think I blushed. Oh my God, I can't believe I'm actually going to be a real maid - it's so exciting! This evening I'll be learning how to wait VIP tables, when Leah and I serve Miss Mystique and her partner their dinner, then I have a full day's training tomorrow, before actually working for real on Friday night.

I'm writing this on my phone now, in my room, but we're not allowed phones, so in 5 minutes I have to head downstairs and hand it in with all my other stuff that isn't strictly related to my new work. I don't mind - actually following all these rules obediently really gives me a kick. But I don't know when I'll be able to write my diary again, maybe not for another 2 weeks, when I'll be on a flight home, hopefully. Anyway I'll fill you in on everything then.

Police Report - Missing Persons

(Sensitive information is redacted)

Reference Number: 

XXXXXXXXXX

Date:

May XX XXXX

Investigating Officer: 

Officer Lucía XXXXXXX

Description:

Name: Joe XXXXXX

Date of Birth Used: XX XX XXXX

Hair: Black

Eyes: Brown

Height: 5'7" (at time of disappearance)

Weight: 140 pounds approx. (at time of disappearance) 

Sex: Male

Scars and Marks: No distinguishing features

Address: XX, XXXXXX, XXXXXXXXX

Details:

Joe, a then 27-year-old male, was reported missing by his boss, Mr XXXXXX XXXXXXX on the morning of May XX XXXX. Joe was seen by his neighbors from their apartment block residence in XXXXXXXX, during the pre-dawn hours of XXX XX XXXX. At some time during the early morning, Joe left his residence likely wearing black pants or jeans, a gray t-shirt, and Doc Martens brand boots, and carrying a large black suitcase and small gray carry-on bag, suggesting he was intending to travel. A check of major transport terminals shows Joe took flight number XXX XXX to XXXXXX XXXX after which he wasn't seen or heard from again. Joe left his personal belongings behind at the residence, including a substantial amount of clothing, toiletries, kitchenware and electrical equipment, suggesting he planned to return. 

Joe was last seen by witnesses hailing a taxi cab outside the apartment block, approximately 100 yards west of Highway XX and 150 yards north of XXXXXX. A thorough search of Joe's apartment and subsequent interviews with his boss, colleagues and neighbors, have been unsuccessful in locating Joe, and he has not been in contact with family or friends since he went missing. The County Sheriff's Office and the FBI continue to seek information that will assist in locating Joe.

Update - Police Report - Missing Persons

(Sensitive information is redacted)

Update:

The above Missing Persons Report, reference XXXXXXXXXX, has now been closed.

On the morning of June XX XXXX, an email was received from a Mr XXXX XXXXXXXXX, of law firm XXX Associates, explaining that Mr Joe XXXXXX was alive and well, and now in his personal full-time employment. Mr XXXX XXXXXXXXX is an accomplished legal professional with over 30 years' experience, and an excellent reputation as a respected member of the community, so his personal communication is judged to carry significant weight. Mr XXXX XXXXXXXXX apologized on behalf of Joe that no contact had previously been made, and acknowledged that Joe assumed all financial responsibility for his rented apartment, thereby forfeiting the entire damage deposit, which is to be retained by the landlord. Furthermore, any additional funds raised by the apartment clearance sale are to be retained by the landlord in lieu of compensation for any inconvenience experienced. The landlord has since been informed, and has given his consent to this arrangement.

The email also stated that Joe will not be returning to XX, XXXXXX, XXXXXXXXX, and will continue to reside in one of the properties of Mr XXXX XXXXXXXXX for the duration of his employment.

The contents of the above email were subsequently corroborated in another email sent the same day from the confirmed email address of Joe. In this email he appointed Mr XXXX XXXXXXXXX to represent his legal interests in all matters, thereby authenticating the information in the earlier email. This case has therefore now been reclassified as resolved.

Investigating Officer:

Officer Lucía XXXXXXX

Date:

June XX XXXX
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