

Even now I cannot believe I really did this. It's been burning inside me since my first attempt at walking out as Beth, almost every night I lived the event, imagining scenarios where I would force myself to do it by padlocking a handbag shut with my car keys inside and where I would leave the padlock keys, the clothes I would wear. Would anyone challenge me because, let’s face it, I'm fairly unconvincing and wild horses wouldn't drag me into such a humiliating situation as to be seen as a man dressed as a woman in full public gaze. No way. 
So one night I took a walk through deepest darkest town centre Preston as Beth to retrieve a set of padlock keys so I could open the handbag and get at my car keys. I got home feeling very empty, it wasn't enough, this stiffened my resolve to go further while I had the chance
So I set my alarm for 5am, didn't remove my make-up and tried to sleep. I failed. The thoughts of the next morning were replaying in my mind before they had happened. I must have dozed eventually because my alarm woke me. I refreshed my make-up, sorted a smart dark grey shift dress, a pair of flattish black court shoes and a nice thick knee length gold quilted coat. 
Wig and black shiny handbag completed the outfit. After much pottering and tidying around the house the dreadful moment arrived. I was wearing jeans and 2 jumpers to get past any neighbours who may have been around and put Kelly's clothes in the car. My heart was beating 20 to the dozen with nerves, I was still doubting that I would actually go through with it but I knew that if i didn't I would regret it. I also knew there was the possibility that if I did go through with it I could regret it.
I parked on the way to get changed in a quiet side street where there would be no twitching curtains. When I pulled on to the main road I was a woman driver and had to try to hold the wheel and drive as one. I felt so free already it was quite heady and I knew I was going to do it. I parked near to Preston station and made sure there was enough time on the meter. I checked my appearance in the mirror, locked the car and set off towards the station feeling quite the ordinary female clerical worker on her way to the city. There a few people in the queue for tickets and I had to join it feeling not a little self-conscious. 
Nobody paid me any heed thankfully and I ordered a return to Manchester Victoria. I knew that even though I'd bought the tickets I didn't have to travel and I walked towards the platforms passing other people quite closely in bright light. I think there were a couple of double takes but I took no notice. I was on a mission. I was wishing there was an element of compulsion about it but this was me and I felt an exhilarating freedom I'd been waiting all my life for as I descended the stairs towards the platform where I'd have to stand waiting for a train amongst people leading their ordinary lives. 
There was a train for Victoria station which I could have made but I chose to walk slower and miss it. I wanted to enjoy waiting on the platform first and take a photo or 5. I found a seat and sat for a while. But as a man I cannot stand being still while waiting. I got up and walked to the end of the station looking for a place I could discreetly take a photo. I found one well away from everybody and set the camera for time delay. After a few attempts, each flash must have been drawing attention to me but I didn't care, I got an acceptable one. 


Then the camera seized and that was it for photos for the trip. I took my place in the waiting crowd and I realized that 7.55 must be approaching the peak time for commuting. Whoops. The train pulled in and I was in a crush for the door. A man looked me in the eye and gave way. I flashed (I hope) a girlish smile of thanks and boarded the train. There were only odd seats available. 
I had to sit next to somebody and opposite somebody for the next 25 minutes. It now hit me what exactly I was doing. A Tranny, and by the way people averted their eyes from me, an obvious one whom people didn't want to acknowledge. I was imagining their conversations on arrival at work about me. But I was in my own world, being the woman I wanted to be, travelling in the real world cheek by jowl with the rest of the world. On arrival at Preston station I didn't want to get the next train back but I couldn't hang around for too long.

I looked for the way out and it involved walking the full length of the station, through the main, by now crowded, concourse. So I set off, using one of those new fangled travelators. Once on there's no going back and it was taking me towards the crowds and the ticket inspectors. I loved looking down at my tights encasing my freshly shaven legs stepping out from beneath my knee length dress and coat, watching my feet in court shoes taking small feminine strides whilst listening to the clicks as my heels hit the ground with each step.

There was a full ticket check so I had to walk up to an inspector to show my ticket which was the only thing he clocked. I walked out of the station and decided to just have a cigarette. Time stopped me from walking around the city. Perhaps next time... 
So I stood there dressed as a woman watching the comings and goings of a busy commuter station in seventh heaven desperately wishing I had more time to walk around the city at the height of rush hour, I still couldn't believe I was doing it. But I was. Cigarette finished, I had to walk back the full length of the station for the train and the beginning of the end of the adventure.
The train back was delayed and I had to stand on a crowded platform for what seemed an eternity, all the time expecting a challenge. But none came. The train did and I boarded and I found a seat to myself. I was glancing at the others walking down the aisle and for some reason I caught the eyes of a woman in her fifties. 
There were other seats empty but she sat next to me. I hoped she wasn't going to start a conversation as there was no way I could hide my voice. A tranny dressed must rank at the bottom of the vulnerability order. I became very nervous. 
"Excuse me dear, but I think you need more lessons in make up before you do this again. You stand out like a sore thumb as a novice tranny". 
"Sorry, it's my first time out" was all I could think of.
"Don't apologise my dear, I think it's terribly brave of you and I'm very pleased to be with you. I hope you'd like to be with me as I could teach you all you need to know" I sat there dumbfounded. I couldn't think of anything to say.
With my lack of response she continued
"I can appreciate that the cat has got your tongue dearie, but if you can relax and just talk, nobody is near enough to hear you. Now I'm on my way home to Manchester, where are you off to?"
"Manchester" I stammered. "My car is there and I have to get home in case my wife rings and is suspicious of my absence"
"Such a shame, I was hoping you'd be free to come back for a while. I could start teaching you the ins and outs of passing as a woman. Of course it would take time but I'd enjoy making a start, and I was hoping you would to."
Each time she spoke she leaned further into my ear and here voice grew lower and seductive. I was turning to putty. This was my life's dream. I couldn't let it go. Beth wouldn't let me.
"That would be nice, but I can't stay long today." I looked sheepishly into her eyes. Her look burned control into my brain. I was hers. 
"We seem to have a date then, strange place to arrange one, and a strange date to arrange but I think we're both going to enjoy it, don't you?"
A reply was inconsequential to her.
"So tell me how you came to be here like this, I'm fascinated"
I told her of my previous walks and the feelings that burned inside me that led to this morning’s adventure.
"It sound to me that you need to actually be a woman and have managed to suppress that need all your life. Perhaps now is the time to start."
This was getting a bit heavy. I felt as though there was a point of no return in my life approaching very, very fast. But I was too excited by the way she was seducing me. I really had to get home, but only in case my wife phoned. She probably wouldn't, but..
"If your car is at Manchester, you could give me a lift to my house, it would save me a taxi and you could make up your mind on the way. You'll have to be quick though we're nearly there"
"That sounds like a good plan" I replied, relieved for the extra time.
As we lined up to get off the train she took up a position a couple of paces behind me where she stayed until we were clear of the station. We found my car. I had to clear my drab clothes to make space for her to sit and we set off with her giving me directions to her house.
As we drove into the drive of a large house in at least an acre of land she instructed
"I'll go in and open the garage so you can park in there." That took me by surprise, I hadn't agreed to stay yet but I didn't protest, I waited for the garage door to open via what must have been a remote in the house and drove in. 
As the garage door closed behind me, it dawned upon me that that was my only way out and it would only be with her permission. Why did I think of it like that? I dismissed the doubt and went through to the house. 
"Come on, I am gasping for a tea and I'll bet you are too" Now, with a tea I like a cigarette, usually outside the house but my cigarettes were in the car as I started to go out to get them she locked the door. 
"You can do without that for an hour can't you? I want to get started straight away" I was convinced that I could.
"Come on, we'll take these upstairs and make a start. She led me out of the kitchen and up two flight of stairs to the attic area where there was a large bedroom with wall to wall fitted wardrobes and a dressing table. 
"Now, let's get those clothes off you and start from scratch. Be quick, you don't have long do you? As I stripped she started to rummage through the drawers pulling out what looked like rubber or pvc underwear. Now this was getting a bit serious, 
I thought I was only here for some tips on make-up but with the sight of that underwear all other thoughts vanished. I was her plaything and I was starting to enjoy it, hang the consequences this was dream time. All my dreams were coming true. She handed me a pair of rubber knickers which I eased myself into. There was a tube into which my penis had to be squeezed, she dabbed some lubricant onto the sides and it slid into a snug fit forced down the front of the knickers. 
There were a couple of hard spots on the inner thigh and some kind of thin 4 x 2 plastic box at the base of the spine. I didn't ask about them, an oversight I would soon regret. There followed a bra and a steel-boned corset which I had to slide my legs into before she slid it up my body and into place. She pulled hard at the cords and pulled some more until I could hardly breathe. As I protested she replied that we had to get the hourglass shape for the dresses to fit properly. This was painful around my ribs, my organs felt like they were being crushed and I could only breath with extreme self-control. 
"What dresses?" I asked
"You'll see" she replied as she tied off the corset cords. A pair of stiletto shoes appeared and I was made to sit down while she fitted them, this crushed my insides even further and I had to lay back to ease the pressure. How could they be my size? But they were. 
"Now stand up" she ordered and held out her hand to pull me up. 
"And I think this little lot will just blow your little sissy mind" and with that she slid open the wardrobe door to reveal a row of full length, full skirted, long sleeved pvc maids dresses in every colour imaginable. They had high stiff necks, stiff cuffs and a hard band around the waist with suspicious looking rings at the ends of each of those items. 
I guessed they were for some kind of lock and that just drove me towards the edge of sanity. 
Now I was scared. What had I got myself into? She seemed like any other well off older woman one could pass in the street. 
This is officially a dark secret and how far will it or she go? But the sight of those dresses looked so tantalizing I felt myself drawn by desire over the edge to somewhere I knew I was going to surrender control but couldn't stop, I longed to be inside one of them.
"Well, how do you feel now? Do you want to feel one of these around you? Do you want to run your hands down your breasts, stomach and thighs feeling that lovely pvc? I have Satin ones as well, but they're for later.”
Later? I thought about that word, I only intended to be here for an hour, maybe 2 now but certainly no longer. But my desire to be in one of those dresses drove all other thoughts from my mind, and the pain from the corset just faded away. 
"Would you like to wear this one to start with?" If I answered yes I was lost, I knew it and the thousands of butterflies in my stomach took flight at once. My mouth dried instantly. 
My mind swam in and out between my desire and my need to go home. As always desire won.
"Yes" I heard myself say .
She pulled a pink one with lots of white trim and a white apron off the rack and held in front of me. 
"Step in, go on, you know you want to" and I obeyed, putting first one leg then the other into the waist and stood transfixed while she pulled it up. I dutifully put my arm into each sleeve and waited while she zipped me up at the back. I heard a click behind my neck and reached round to feel a padlock.
She padlocked both cuffs then the stiff waistband.
"Oooh, that was just too easy. You know I thought you would have refused to go further at some point along the way, but you just stood there like a helpless kitten. 
And now here you are, locked into a maid’s outfit, your car hidden away so that no one knows you are here. 
That means I have a free live in maid to start training again, I've been waiting for weeks to seize someone like you. 
There have been some near misses with trannies who have been frightened off at some stage, but none as easy as you. 
I think you had an idea of what may have been in store and you wanted it."
I started to tremble at this. She was right. I saw the clues and ignored them. I was here because deep inside me I wanted to be. 
But now that hunger was being satisfied I started to realize what I was giving up in life and how those who loved me would start to feel as their Dad/Husband/Son/Brother/Colleague was reported to the police and joined the ranks of the disappeared.
"There's nothing to stop me ripping this lot off and running out" and with that I started to pull at the sleeves and body of the dress. 
A dreadful pain shot through my whole groin area and I collapsed in a heap struggling against the corset for breath, I was almost passing out. My thigh muscles quivered from the shock and it was a few minutes before enough strength returned for me to stand up. 
"That's what will stop you. And that is the way I will be controlling you from now on."
Now I realized what those hard spots and the box in the rubber knickers were for, some kind of electric shock device and I couldn't remove the knickers without removing the corset and I couldn't remove the corset until I could take off the dress and I've just found out what happens when I do that. I was disappearing. 
"As I said, you are now my live in maid. I have a list of duties that you will perform each day. Failure to complete that list will result in what you have just felt. 
Also passing the threshold of any door or window will have the same result. As will any misdemeanour that you commit, and I'll make sure there are many of those. This will be your room, there is nothing here that is yours. Nothing you can wear in the street, and you can’t get there anyway. There are padlocks on the bed which are time activated, if your wrists and ankles aren't in them by 11pm you will be punished in the manner you have just felt. You will be released at 5am when you will resume your duties. Changes of clothes will be at my discretion. 
"You can pee through the tube in the knickers at any time but will defecate at my discretion."
"Now I shall leave you alone while I sort out your duties, lay down on the bed and you can experience the sleeping arrangements. Slip your ankles and wrists into the metal braces on either side of the bed and your head in the centre of the bed face up, quickly now or there will be more pain." 
As there was nothing I could do to prevent the pain surging through me I obeyed. As each limb was engaged in the braces a clamp closed and locked over it. Once they were all in place a padded hood swung over my head. It closed over my eyes and surrounded my ears. I could feel vibrations through the helmet and it slid into a snugger fit, she must have been adjusting the settings. I was locked in a lightless, soundless world left alone with my regrets. 
And the feeling of the satin lining of the folds of the heavy pvc dress draped around me, fondling me, reminded me of why I was here. My own hidden lust to wear outrageously feminine clothes, to be transformed and controlled by an attractive woman had surfaced momentarily and I had succumbed without thinking through the consequences. There were earphones in the helmet which crackled white noise. I could do nothing to escape it. I was held in that one position while the white noise whistled crackled and exploded directly through my ears and into my brain. 
Then a low, seductive female voice started to whisper messages about being free to be a maid, how wonderful, safe and secure it is. How I've always wanted it. How Kind Mistress has been to rescue me from the streets and provide me with the clothes I've always desired. This was repeated over and over again. Then the white noise started again. 
Each phase alternated, I was being brainwashed, I tried to hold on to memories of that morning, yesterday, last week, our house. But it was a struggle. I don’t know long each phase lasted as I was soon losing track of time. Or how many phases it went through before I felt the helmet start to rise. 
Once in it's park position the clamps released one by one. I opened my eyes to see my new mistress standing over me with a pvc maids cap in her hand. 
"Sit up please, I need to apply the last part of your uniform. I must say you have been very compliant, no whining about letting you go, that is a very good sign. If you stay silent then I won't need to go any further than this"
When I was sat up she spread the cap over my head, there felt like earphones fixed inside which she inserted into my ears. Pulling and smoothing the cap she secured it in place by tying a pretty bow in the straps under my chin and securing with another padlock. 
"There now, you are all ready for your new life."
Her voice came through the ear-phones, I didn't know whether they shut out all background noise as there was none.
"Now lay back on the bed and engage your wrists and ankles as before and I shall give you the complete picture". I complied. My situation was overwhelming me.
"My partner and I were part of a team of programmers developing a household control system, it was an experimental project to control a series of robots to manage the cleaning and maintenance of an entire household.
We developed the means of defining tasks, measuring progress and completion using pressure pads, infra red location beams and all that sort of high tech stuff. Unfortunately the intricacy and variety of the tasks meant that no single robot was suitable and the pace of robot developmen meant that it would be years before one would be available. This meant that the project was shelved. But she and I saw that the system itself was marketable if the robot could be replaced by a human. But a global multinational could never be associated with that solution. 
So we installed the system here and bought the hardware necessary. 
Some modifications requiring the automatic delivery of instructions to the operative needed to be developed so we sorted that. We trialled it on ourselves for a few months ironing out the other minor issues until we were convinced that the system could work if we could persuade a suitable person to be the operative.
Unfortunately no normal person would be prepared to live that sort of life for any amount of money. We advertised widely and got quite a few enquiries mostly from women but once they understood the sort of life they would be leading they left before a trial could begin. So it became apparent to us that regular, paid operatives was not an option. And there would be too much violence involved in just snatching people off the street. 
Then we happened across transvestite web sites and saw all those men whose only ambition in life was to wear a maid’s uniform and to surrender themselves body and soul to a woman prepared to dress them as a maid and give them orders. They were even prepared to pay for the privilege. And the solution became very clear. We saw the sort of fetish wear that would encourage them to submit to their new lives and invested in the outfits you saw in the wardrobe. 
Believe me the sight of those outfits ensures enough initial compliance to complete the entrapment process.We found it was easy to get them into the position you are in now. All we needed was a way to ensure they were encouraged to stay within the boundaries required and perform as instructed. 
After all you men only want to be maids for a limited period and we need you to be maids, or rather slaves, permanently. Or rather the fear of it, was the only real answer and we found a way to ensure its delivery in real time and to incorporate it within the household control system. 
Some, mainly unattached, have been easy to find and enjoyed the experience and probably still are for all I know. You are being very compliant and I feel that if you were unattached you would be the same. So, that is where we have been sourcing our operatives for the last 2 years. You may consider yourself unlucky (or lucky depending on how you look at it). 
I was on my way back from an arranged meeting with a man who didn't turn up when I saw you on the train. I have an order with a 2 week deadline and it takes a minimum 10 days to train an operative so I thought I'd take a chance with you rather than go back online and build a relationship with another candidate. Besides I do so enjoy the initial breaking in process, wondering how much fight there is in the victim, how much pain I can inflict until I ensure their compliance once we have had this chat and they realize their situation."
"So is this what you meant by teaching me to pass as a woman? To be an operative, a component of your household maintenance system?" 
"Oh yes and I must say you are being really sweet about the whole thing. And with that she leaned over me and kissed me, long, hard and sexily. Hmmm it's a shame I have to use you for this order as I would love to have you for myself. “
The kiss, and her words, disoriented me. I so wanted to please her I accepted my fate there and then, whatever it was to be. 
"Now I shall release you and we shall go and have that cup of tea and some lunch. 
It will be the last thing you do as an equal with anybody but as you are being so nice I think I can take a chance and we can have a little chat." 
“My partner has been in China sourcing components and it's been getting a bit lonely. After lunch your training will begin full time”
Once in the kitchen she sat down and gave me instructions for the lunch. 
"Pate, Toast and Salad I think, you'll find it all eventually. I don't want to tax you too heavily. Once I start to relay your daily routine through you headset there will be full instructions on preparing meals."
It felt strange seeing her lips move and her voice relayed a split second later.
"How does the uniform feel?" It was heavy, movement was not quite so free and easy but I was loving the way the heavy pvc and satin beneath it caressed me at every movement. I felt like it was wearing me. 
"I just can't think of the words to express the way it feels. I want to spend the rest of my life in it" 
I carried on with the preparations
"It does suit you, even without a wig and proper make-up. You don't look like a normal bloke in a dress, all awkward, stiff and bandy legged. You have a certain feminine elegance. I love watching you. 
I laid the table and served.
"That was done very well, without any instruction, you really are a natural maid aren't you. I really do not want to let you go to anybody else
We ate we spoke about her business, numbers of clients, sizes of houses, they were located all around the world. The problems of after sales service, etc
After tea she produced a packet of cigarettes. I realized I was gasping. 
"Come let’s go outside for these".
There was a gentle cooling breeze which just rippled through the skirts of my dress, I really was quite happy to remain in it. The garden wasn’t overlooked and we started to walk along the paths. 


"If I were to release you, let you go back to your family, would you come back? Suddenly she wasn't a Mistress any more, she was a friend. One I would love to see forever. 
" Yes. I'd love to. But what about your order? Where are you going to get a replacement?" Suddenly I was jealous that somebody else was going to be living what was an hour ago my life of slavery in my dresses. 
But I could be her friend
"Oh don't worry about that, I did have a couple of others lined up, only about 1 visit in 4 results in a slave."
"My wife may not come home tonight but I won't know until then. If she doesn't, can I pop over then?"
"We'll exchange mobile numbers and see what our movements are."
We finished our cigarettes, I was totally unprepared for this shift in our relationship, but I was enjoying it. 
“Come on I've decided, You can go home. Let's go and get you changed" 
My heart sank. It was necessary but I was so annoyed to take off my dress. I followed her indoors and up the stairs to my bedroom. 
"First lay down on the bed and engage your wrists only". What?? This was really mixing me up. She was going to let me go but now I have to get back into the clamps on my bed. 
I yelped as an electric shock swept through my thighs and buttocks and I collapsed with my muscles in spasm. After a few seconds to recover I crawled on to the bed and engaged my wrists in the clamps
“Just a little reminder that you should do as you’re told”
She reached up into the folds of my dress and started to remove my knickers and slid them down my legs and off. 
"The sight of you in the kitchen has made me sooo randy and I must have you at my mercy for my own pleasure" 
She lifted the skirt of my dress up and over my face. I was now near the peak of excitement. Sex in a heavy pvc dress. I couldn't believe my luck and waited for her to mount me
She didn't mount me straight away and I couldn't see what she was doing but could hear her rummaging in draws then doing up something. Then I felt her climb on the bed, lift my waist off the bed with a pillow. 
Her hands then started to smear something on my ass. Then something hard started to nudge it's way into me. Her hands gripped my waist. Gently at first but insistent, the pressure started to increase. 
She leaned over me once she had gained initial penetration and laid on top gripping my shoulders to ram home all the way and start pounding me. 
I was still in my dress prison, my wrists clamped, my legs wide open to her assault, unable to stop her. 
I felt I was being ripped apart but she was moaning and thrusting harder and louder for minutes and more minutes with no end in sight. The moaning changed pitch and she convulsed, heaving into me as though she wanted to reach my throat.
I was so worried about an injury down there but her excitement coming through the folds of the skirt made me care less. She collapsed on me, nuzzling into my throat but with the dress between us and all the time I was in darkness. Her arm reached around my face to hold me close but it started to cut off my air. I hoped she didn't fall asleep as I couldn't free myself from her. I asked her to give me air but there was no answer and I felt panicked. I tried to shift my waist but her dildo was still inside me clamping me in place. Finally shifting my body under her started to wake her and she pulled the dress off my face.
"You know, I have wanted to do that to some of the slaves but couldn't as it would not be appropriate" It was sooo good, I may want to keep you there. After all, we can make love like that until the cows come home can't we? as long as you don't come.
She laid back still holding me. She eventually stirred and lifted herself off me and off the bed. 
"Come on, I've got work to do and you've got a home to go to, more's the pity. 
She unlocked my cap and slipped it off. 
She removed the padlocks from my dress at the collar, cuffs and waist, undid the zip and started to slip it down my body and legs. Oh dear, she found me my original clothes and I realized that I will have to go home dressed as a woman in the middle of the day. She helped me dress and re-apply my make-up. 
We kissed good bye and mentioned a next meeting, soon, we both hoped. She opened the garage door and I drove my car out and into freedom unable to believe what had happened. And regretting that I was free, I had quickly resigned myself to a life of domestic slavery and had started to look forward to it.
And now here I was back to normal  or atleast as normal as driving home dressed as a woman can be. But I knew where to find that life. And a new girlfriend 


The End
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