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	The first part of If You Must was published on the internet in the late 1990s and was so popular that the demand for a follow up led to part two being published about 18 months later.

	 

	This book has the first two parts, though totally rewritten, along with two brand new parts continuing the travails of Oliver as he attempts to escape from being trapped as Suzie the maid.

	 

	For more about Deborah Ford's work and free tales in this genre please visit her web pages at http://blog.thehoteltransform.com

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Part One

	 

	1.

	 

	"If you must," Marie sighed to Oliver's request. 'If you must' was the usual rejoinder to him when he made his perverted demands.

	 

	Oliver scooted away to enjoy a hot shower, the first stage of metamorphosing into a French maid. He always planned his games to ensure maximum participation of Marie.

	 

	For Marie it meant losing a man about the house suband having a silly compliant maid as a poor stitute. How could she be a submissive wife if she lacked the brooding presence of a real man?

	 

	Not that Oliver was exactly that. He had his moments but too few and far between lately.

	 

	She decided to leave the washing up for the maid -might as well get something out of his silly fetish- and took a clutch of magazines into the garden.

	 

	Summer was nearly over and she had so few opportunities to enjoy the garden sunshine since her business had flourished.

	 

	She changed into her tight denim cut offs and tee shirt just as Oliver feverishly handed her both keys to his chastity belt. It was an important part of the game for him to cede control of his prick to his wife and Mistress. Keeping one of the keys safe seemed to detract from the excitement of being locked up.

	 

	From the corner of her eye she took in the cramped hardened steel control around his cock. The tiny padlock fixed firmly to the 'O' from behind his ball sac.

	 

	She tossed the keys contemptuously onto the bed. How could he get a rise from leaving her in control of his organ, particularly when he was so insatiable when it came to sex? He often needed to masturbate five times a day just to let the 'steam out' as he put it, else he was unable to concentrate on more worldly matters.

	 

	While Oliver busied himself in the spare room wrestling with the firm control basque, Marie picked up her sun glasses and headed for the table and chairs at the top of the lawn.

	 

	As she settled down with her lemonade and ice she glanced back at their home. In many people's eyes a mansion. Oliver certainly had his uses. He had established many companies as the bank's New Business Consultant but he excelled himself in setting up her lingerie company. It had been his idea to use the web to sell internationally and to buy the finished articles from cheap overseas sources. Within six months they were millionaires and now a year later she was simply the Chief Executive Officer working four days a month and he was a consultant who instead of doing any work stayed at home, cajoling and bullying her into indulging his sexual whims.

	 

	When she saw the high heels and black stocking clad legs over the top of her page she closed her eyes. Surely she should be allowed ten minutes to read her magazines in peace and quiet before having to indulge him.

	 

	"Yes?" She asked impatiently though not looking up from her pictures of cookery. She knew he would be lightly made up and wearing the blond wig. It irritated her that he was so successful in his transformation.

	 

	Why could he not look like a man in drag! At least that would make her feel a little happier about it. But he was so good at being a girl! His slight frame and delicate features that seemed so cute when she met him morphed easily into that of a young girl.

	 

	He dropped the school bell on to the table, but she pushed it from her eye line. He had gleefully bought it in a car boot sale for her to ring for him when he was attired as a maid.

	 

	"Sorry Mistress," he said in his excited manner, "I just wondered if I could fetch you something?"

	 

	"No thank you!"

	 

	"Or carry out some chores?"

	 

	"No thank you!" There was little point. Whatever he did she would have to redo properly anyway!

	 

	Snatching her sunglasses from her nose she glared up at the blond figure. "Now look..."

	 

	The words hung in the warm air with the bird's tweeting and the buzz of a bee on the flowers. Her pretty mouth formed a shocked 'Oh!". "Oliver?"

	 

	"It's Suzie, yes Mistress?"

	 

	"Did you lock the side gate?"

	 

	"No? Why?" He asked before freezing. Marie's gorgeous dark eyes were fixed behind him. He feared the worst, even before hearing the voice.

	 

	The tone was that of a man's, deep, slow with the fearsome air of authority. Oliver closed his eyes and muttered 'shit, shit, shit', over and over.

	 

	Marie stood up her boobs bouncing beneath the thin cotton tee shirt.

	 

	The man was wearing a grey suit that set off the greying hair. He must have been about forty though he was fit, muscular and tall. He had one of those masculine faces with the big jaw and exaggerated cheek bones.

	 

	"Sorry to bother you," he said as he quickened his pace towards them. Oliver kept his back to the stranger resisting the temptation to flee to the house.

	 

	Marie moved past the maid so that the stranger would not see 'her' properly and walked down to meet the man whom she immediately took to be some bronzed film star.

	 

	He was a real dish.

	 

	"Hi!" she smiled eagerly. Her first aim was to manoeuvre him as far away from the man maid as possible.

	 

	"I know I should not intrude like this, but it's a bit of an emergency." He smiled confidently down at her making her go weak at the knees. He must have been about six foot 3, he would tower over her at five foot three inches tall and Oliver at five foot four inches.

	 

	She felt herself catch her breath as she shook her head. "That's ok," she squeaked sounding silly and girlish.

	 

	"I did try your front doorbell but I suppose you cannot hear it out the back here."

	 

	"No," she beamed, desperate to think of something clever to say to him: like 'I am the owner of a multi-million pound company, so I bet you are impressed with me.'

	 

	"It's just that my car's engine started knocking. My phone can't get a signal ..."

	 

	"No," she gushed over him, "you won't out here in the country. It's the mountains." Stupid girl she thought. Of course it's the mountains. He would take her for a right chump.

	 

	"I was wondering if I may use yours?"

	 

	"Sure. Of course!"

	 

	She led the way but he put a large hand onto her bare arm making her melt.

	 

	"No, you stay here in the sun. Let your maid show me."

	 

	Marie giggled, glancing back at the trembling figure of her husband who must have felt so humiliated. "Er, Suzie?" she teased.

	 

	The maid was silent for a moment but knew he had to reply. 'Oh please Marie,' he said to himself, his eyes tightly shut in prayer, 'don't ask me to take a man inside the house!'

	 

	"Oh never mind," Marie giggled. "I'll do it myself. Follow me."

	 

	 

	2.

	 

	Oliver stood to solid attention as he heard the footsteps disappearing down the lawn. He heard his wife giggle happily before they reached the stone steps.

	 

	Only when he heard the back door close did he realise that he had been holding his breath. He finally exhaled with relief.

	 

	Carefully he looked about him. He was alone. His shoulders heaved a sigh of relief as he carefully made his way back down the lawn to the southern patio, cursing the heels as they pushed through the crisp ground. Suddenly feeling exposed he hung on to the bottom of his short puffed out skirt. Why had he not ensured the side gate was locked?

	 

	He opened the kitchen door and stepped inside and heard the man's voice in the hallway. He was obviously speaking on the phone: "But I need someone out faster than that. I have a business appointment in the city after lunch!"

	 

	He was obviously not happy with the reply and reluctantly agreed to something. The phone went down and he spoke in a lower softer voice.

	 

	"I am afraid I am stranded! Shipwrecked here with you!"

	 

	Oliver heard Marie laugh as if that was the funniest joke she had ever heard. He desperately needed to escape upstairs and dress as a man.

	 

	"Why not have a drink with me out on the lawn?" Marie asked. "Help pass away the time?"

	 

	He thought about the offer, “I could murder a really cold beer."

	 

	Giggling, she flushed a little. “Isn't it a little early for a beer?"

	 

	"One drink's not going to hurt anyone is it?"

	 

	He did not need much persuading and Oliver could understand why. His wife was a stunning, leggy, shapely brunette with huge cartoon brown eyes. She was wearing the tightest pair of shorts imaginable, along with a tee shirt that hid nothing of her boobs. Something she would normally be very shy about.

	 

	Oliver felt his penis harden in its confines, desperately demanding its mid-morning wank. He would never hand her both keys to his chastity belt again. He would add that notion to his future plans.

	 

	Marie led her handsome, masculine discovery out through the dining room and onto the patio stopping only when she reached the open kitchen door.

	 

	"Oh Suzie," she cooed mischievously. "Would you care to bring us two cold beers? Thank you."

	 

	"Uhm...," Oliver thought quickly. Obviously his wife had taken complete leave of her senses! "Please madam I am about to go off duty and...."

	 

	"Nonsense!" Marie spoke firmly, surprising even herself. She was not about to allow this wonderful little episode to be ended by her selfish husband. "You are booked for the entire day. Trust a silly maid to forget!"

	 

	The man laughed and stood in the doorway his elegant suit falling open to reveal his barrel chest. "Hey, two beers if you please miss, and no back chat!"

	 

	He said it as a joke but Oliver was too frightened for jokes. This man was looking directly at him in his short maid's uniform. He tugged at the short hem desperate to ensure his stocking tops were covered.

	 

	"Uhm, yes Sir," Oliver croaked.

	 

	He watched in horror as the man led his wife up to the table at the top of the lawn. 'Silly bitch,' he mused. 'She is going to get us both into loads of trouble!'

	 

	Just then Marie hurtled back to the house. She raced past her shocked husband and up the stairs. Moments later she returned, ruddy faced from her exertions and beaming wildly. As she reached the back door she held up the two glittering keys she had tossed so thoughtlessly on the bed only half an hour previously.

	 

	Oliver's mouth dropped.

	 

	"Two beers little Suzie. Remember we have a guest!"

	 

	The last words Oliver heard were, "hey we haven't introduced ourselves. My name is Harvey."

	 

	 

	3.

	 

	Two hours, six beers and uncountable number of laughs and giggles later Marie was slumped carelessly and intoxicated in her seat. Her lightly tanned bare legs were splayed out knowing that Harvey was ogling her body. His attention was a real hot turn on.

	 

	By the time the unrelenting sun had forced him to remove his jacket and tie she thought her knickers would tear apart from the dampness oozing from her. He was so confident, so easy going, so, so,... well dominant. There was no other word to describe him. Harvey had the natural powerful air of a leader.

	 

	Moreover he was wonderfully funny and told her story after story until her eyes were as wet from laughter as another part of her anatomy was from her internal heat.

	 

	She had used the bell three times to summon her suddenly reserved and shy maid. Usually Oliver would be at her side within seconds of her summoning him but now, to her amusement, he sidled reluctantly up to them.

	 

	The first time she rang the bell hesitantly. Harvey had insisted she ring for the maid for more beers rather than fetching them herself. She was rewarded with the sight of the cowed 'Suzie' stepping up to the edge of the lawn and shouting in a silly voice: "yes madam?"

	 

	It was so comical that she had to put a hand over her mouth. Harvey was less amused. "You should not let her get away with that! You can't have staff bellowing at you from miles away." He then shouted to Oliver: "Hey, get your arse up here next to us. Now!"

	 

	The natural authority of Harvey had stirred the poor maid into a quick trot across the grass.

	 

	"That's better!" Harvey told the maid. "Now next time you get yourself up to your Mistress when you're summoned!"

	 

	Oliver died inside. He hated being ordered about by this arrogant man who sat at their patio table as if he owned their home. He looked to Marie for support but Marie was thumbing through some magazines as if she had not heard this dreadful man ordering him about. He waited for help before coughing quietly in her direction. Marie simply pulled back one of the magazines from the table revealing the keys to his chastity belt. "Bitch" he thought.

	 

	Suddenly Harvey twisted around in his seat so that he was face to face the trembling maid. """"Did you hear what I said girl?"

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver whispered.

	 

	"That's better. Now two beers and make it quick girl!"

	 

	"Yes Sir," the maid said.

	 

	As the maid disappeared back to the house Harvey boomed so that he could be heard all over the valley: "You should be firmer with your staff Marie!"

	 

	Marie giggled as she noticed that Oliver had heard the remark and had quickened his pace.

	 

	"I couldn't do that you see," she said leaning close to him and lowering her voice. "I am hopeless at giving out commands."

	 

	"Better at taking them?" grinned Harvey his eyes beaming.

	 

	Marie felt her cheeks burn as she looked up at this masterful male. She couldn't think of a reply but knew that by not answering she had told Harvey all he needed to know about her.

	 

	"I suppose you're happier dishing out commands," she asked.

	 

	He shrugged. "I certainly don't tolerate shit from anyone. What I say to people is if you're not behind me then you'd best get out of my way!"

	 

	He spoke without conceit, devoid of any boasting, it was as if he was simply stating the plain truth.

	 

	"I can see that," Marie smiled, feeling the alcohol pleasantly stirring her sun addled brain. Had she spoken too admiringly? She did not regret saying the words once she saw his warm smile.

	 

	So the beers came and Oliver cursed his predicament. From the cool of the kitchen he watched as his wife flirted openly with a man whose type he instantly recognised. The awful conceited arrogant jock as the Americans would call him. Good at sports, easy with women, successful at whatever he tried. Oliver hated him. Worse he was now desperate to play with himself yet his wife had the keys to his belt on the table before her. He was desperate for some relief.

	 

	As he hopped from one aching high heeled foot to the next he tried to plan a way out of this. He could change clothes, drive into town and wait for that man to disappear. But the arguments against that plan were telling: one he would still be locked steadfastly in his chastity cage and secondly he would be leaving his sexily clad wife at the mercy of this animal.

	 

	He had little choice but to see out this ordeal and then give Marie a piece of his mind only once the man had his car repaired and was on his way out of their lives. Until then he had to suffer the indignity of racing back and forth serving the two of them without earning the wrath of that horrible man.

	 

	By midday Marie was clearly very drunk. Oliver knew she became sloshed easily and was probably making a complete fool of herself.

	 

	The bell clanged and Oliver noted with horror that it was the man who had rung it, who was now looking irritably at the house. He was not about to get told off again so he scurried briskly up to the couple at the table.

	 

	His wife was slumped wantonly in the chair, her tiny shorts cutting into her pussy. Her nipples plainly pointing through the tee shirt. If only Oliver was allowed to reprimand her!

	 

	But it was Oliver who got admonished.

	 

	"Listen I expect you to get your arse out here faster than that. Got it?"

	 

	"Yes Sir," a shocked Oliver responded.

	 

	"Now your Mistress has explaining about how recalcitrant you are," he said evenly, his cold blue eyes fixed on the nervous maid.

	 

	"Recalcitrant!" spat an offended Oliver at his wife.

	 

	Marie looked away her cheeks crimson.

	 

	"Don't you speak to your Mistress like that!" Harvey said thinly, menacingly, a man in firm charge.

	 

	Oliver gasped. No one had spoken to him like that since he was a child. In work he had slid effortlessly up the management ranks so few had ever questioned him at work. At home he kept his wife on a short leash at all times. Even when he was being 'submissive' he took control, stating precisely what he wanted from her.

	 

	Yet here he was in his little maid's dress and heels, his blond wig blowing in the wind being rebuked by a complete stranger as if he were no more than a naughty child. Worse, he could not argue. The last thing he wanted was to be unmasked as a man in drag, that would be too humiliating.

	 

	"Yes Sir," he whispered.

	 

	Harvey cradled his ear with his hand, "I cannot hear you young lady!"

	 

	This was too much! "Yes Sir," Oliver said louder.

	 

	"Right, young lady, let's start as we mean to go along!"

	 

	There was a pause and Oliver knew how he must fill the silence: "Yes Sir." His cheeks burned with shame at having to degrade himself like this before his wife.

	 

	"Now your Mistress and I would like some lunch. We want some sandwiches and coffee. Got it?"

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver whispered his eyes straying to his wife Marie who was looking away at the mountains in the distance. Probably too ashamed to meet his eyes, having put him in this dreadful position!

	 

	"Right, dismissed."

	 

	Dismissed! Dismissed in his own garden, before his own wife by a complete stranger! "Yes Sir!"

	 

	Fuming Oliver made his back to the kitchen to make a selection of sandwiches.

	 

	Marie burst out laughing as soon as she heard the back door close.

	 

	"What's so funny?" Harvey grinned, taking hold of her fingers.

	 

	She looked up at his beautiful cold eyes, her laughter stifled by her holding her breath. For a moment she could not breathe at all. This was so sensual. She was desperate to do what her husband usually did all day: masturbate.

	 

	"Oh nothing," she panted. "Well it's just that the maid gets away with murder with me."

	 

	Nodding, he seemed to understand her plight. "You're better at taking commands, you told me."

	 

	She flushed as red as her husband had been a moment ago. "I think I am telling you too much," but her eyes told him that she desperately wanted to reveal herself to him.

	 

	Harvey knew women as few other men did. Handsome, masculine, successful at whatever he turned his hand to, he was captivating to women. Women of all ages turned into quivering little girls in his presence.

	 

	He had noted the wedding ring but had also seen that she was ready to flirt. Clearly she was not expecting anyone to catch them.

	 

	"Doesn't your husband take you firmly in hand?" he asked to test the waters further.

	 

	She smiled and shook her head, her eyes fixed on his. She felt herself being stripped naked of her barriers. "No. He can barely control the maid," she ventured.

	 

	"When is he back?"

	 

	Her mouth fell open. She knew what the real question was: has he got time to screw her.

	 

	"I don't know...." She said thoughtfully looking back at the kitchen window where she could see the maid busily preparing their lunch.

	 

	While Marie turned over the possibilities in her inebriated mind, Oliver clicked about the kitchen floor in his heels cursing his wife. "Why doesn't she get rid of him so that I can be unlocked, have a wank, and get changed back into male clothes?" Didn't she understand this wasn't party of his plan?

	 

	At that moment his penis became desperate to engorge and as ever when he became excited he became more submissive. As he became more submissive so he became more excited. A self-powered, nuclear chain reaction. He was frantic for release. All his movements in the silky dress, the rubbing of the stockings and precarious careful walking in the high stiletto heels added to his sensual overload. Some times when he was dressed like this he wondered how women could get by without having continuous orgasms.

	 

	A quarter of an hour later he presented his master and Mistress with a tray of assorted sandwiches, crisps and snacks. The coffee pot was their most expensive and the cups were neatly arranged. He was not going to be chided again by the bastard. He had ensured that every minor detail was correct.

	 

	For his troubles he was dismissed yet again.

	 

	 

	4.

	 

	This time Oliver went upstairs to the spare room to try and release his member. What he would give for sexual release. The manufacturers guaranteed that 'only the key would open it else your money back'. His fevered attempts came to nothing. The structure was so tightly clamped about his penis that it was impossible to squeeze any tool into it. Worse, with his cock packing out the tight cage any sharp implement could lead to a ghastly injury or even mutilation.

	 

	When he finally gave in to the confinement he stood near the curtain and surreptitiously watched the couple at the garden table. When would that hated man leave!

	 

	The afternoon was spent in frustration and humiliation as Harvey, or Mister Rowlands as he was told to address him, rang the bell for more and more beer.

	 

	Eventually the sun cooled into a dull evening orange as Oliver saw from his upstairs watch tower Mister Rowlands and Marie rise and head back to the house. Bastard, he exclaimed as he saw the man take his wife's hand to lead her across the patio and inside.

	 

	Then he heard the bell clang. Jesus Christ, he muttered, when would this horrendous business end!

	 

	He presented himself to Mister Rowlands who informed him that he would be staying for dinner at the request of his Mistress.

	 

	Oliver looked wild eyed at Marie who reddened as she meekly pointed out: "well Suzie he has had a bit to drink. Best not to drive when you have been drinking. You've always said that."

	 

	"You don't have to explain anything to this little madam!" Mister Rowlands spat incredulously. "She is a servant. She should obey without hesitation. Right girl?"

	 

	"Er - yes Sir!" Oliver quickly replied.

	 

	Harvey was really out to impress Marie, whom he realised would love to see a man taking charge of the household.

	 

	"Do that pasta dish you do," Marie said trying to be helpful. She felt a bit 'to blame' and was desperate to help lighten her husband's plight.

	 

	"Yes madam," Suzie said before fleeing the room in a sexy wriggle of petticoats and skirt.

	 

	Oliver made sure he banged the pots and pans around in the kitchen so that Marie could know how angry he was with her. She should throw the stranger out!

	 

	Dinner took forever.

	 

	Marie had insisted that the maid lay out the special table with the candles and Wedgewood dining set.

	 

	Poor Oliver in his aching heels stood near at hand ready to pour wine and serve more food as his new master entertained his wife with a series of stories that became more and more lewd.

	 

	By the time Oliver served the cheese and port he was ashamed to see that Marie was now so drunk that she was making a complete fool of herself. She was guffawing loudly and leaning across the table for support, her eyes wandering desperately trying to focus on the loud mouth sitting opposite her.

	 

	For his part the conceited pig was doing all he could to get into Oliver's wife's knickers.

	 

	To his further chagrin Marie kept referring to Oliver loudly as 'Suzie' as if it were the funniest joke she had ever heard. "Suzie do this, Suzie do that... top up the glasses, get me a clean knife". Of course Oliver jumped to obey her to avoid facing the wrath of this despicable man who now acted as if he owned the house.

	 

	At last Marie used the table for leverage to rise unsteadily to her feet. "Suzie, thank you for staying up late," she then turned to Harvey and giggled, "normally I send her to bed at seven. She has to be up very early you see." She chuckled at her joke.

	 

	Oliver's cheeks burnt.

	 

	"But before you clear the table and go to bed would you prepare the second room for Harvey, I mean Mister Rowlands."

	 

	"What?" exclaimed Oliver his pink lipsticked. mouth dropping open.

	 

	Marie waved her hands in the general direction of the other man: "well he can hardly drive off as drunk as he is, can he?" before adding under her breath, "silly slut."

	 

	Oliver heard the remark but knew that he best ignore it. Speaking through his teeth he let out a 'yes madam', before furiously exiting the room. He banged up the stairs in his heels like a spoiled child.

	 

	While Oliver prepared the second bedroom Marie found that the ceiling and floor had spun around and collided. The alcohol had struck home. She fell back but thankfully into the arms of Harvey. Very thankfully.

	 

	She sat on his lap and giggled, his hard body still hot from being baked in the sun. She wriggled her hips knowing what effect it would have and was gratified to quickly feel a distinct hardness under her tiny shorts.

	 

	She giggled again and rose but Harvey held her firmly onto his lap and lifted up her chin so the lips came within millimetres of each other.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	5.

	 

	"Damn, damn, damn," the maid cursed furiously throwing a quilt over the bed she had just made.

	 

	If only he had remembered to lock the side gate. Anyone could have come around the back when he was in full maid's drag, though he could think of no worse person than the loud mouth down stairs. Trust Marie to offer her kindness to man who would not appreciate it! Oliver needed a plan to escape this situation. He was confident he would create a strategy to escape this predicament and get rid of this awful brute his wife had allowed into their home. It came to him on a flash. Fool proof! Once Mister Rowlands had retired to bed he would confront his wife and make her see how stupid she has been. After she had apologised and given him back his chastity keys so Oliver could rectify the problem. In the morning he would emerge as Marie's husband and even a boar like Mister Rowlands would hit the road as quickly as he could.

	 

	When he returned to the dining room Marie suddenly leapt to attention from the lap of Mister Rowlands to regard her husband with apprehension. Oliver wondered whether Mister Rowlands had tried to paw his wife and he had just rescued her in time.

	 

	"The guest room is prepared madam," Oliver announced in his feminine voice.

	 

	"Thank you Suzie, you may clear the table," she hiccupped, giggled and, as if nothing had happened, continued regally, "and then retire. Please have breakfast ready at eight tomorrow morning."

	 

	Retire? Oliver felt confused and then the horror of the situation dawned on him. If he went to bed now it would be much harder for him to fulfil his plan. Worse, if Mister Rowlands was to stay the night then Oliver would have to continue his maid's act in the morning. He closed his eyes and groaned.

	 

	"Did you say something Suzie?" Asked Mister Rowlands fiercely.

	 

	"Oh no Mister Rowlands, no. No."

	 

	Half an hour later, having filled the dishwasher and turned it on Oliver made his weary way to bed. He could hear them still laughing in the dining room.

	 

	At least now he would be able to remove these damned heels. Despite his fetish for shoes he felt certain that if he never looked at another pair of heels in his life again it would be too soon.

	 

	They made his ankles ache, his calves burnt and even his toes felt bruised after their ordeal.

	 

	He slumped onto the welcome softness of his bed and thought about how he would rebuke Marie when she came to bed. His plan could still survive, despite Marie's stupidity in sending him to bed. He would just stay awake until she came upstairs. He groaned longing to get the chastity belt off and enjoy sexual release.

	 

	The door banged open and Marie rushed in.

	 

	"You can't stay in here!" she whispered forcefully. "Why not?" demanded Oliver. This was their bedroom.

	 

	"How can you with Mister Rowlands staying the night?"

	 

	"He isn't going to come in here!" Oliver groaned. "Oh come on Marie this is going too far..."

	 

	"Madam," she hissed as quietly as she could. "Suppose 'he' hears you! Do you want him to know that you are really a man?"

	 

	"Oh God," Oliver threw his heads into his hands. "This is getting crazy".

	 

	"Call me madam! Else you will be exposed. Is that what you want?"

	 

	Oliver glanced up in shock at her.

	 

	"Imagine if he heard you calling me Marie?" She said pointedly as if he were brainless.

	 

	She helped him off the bed. "Now use the spare room at the other side of the house, facing the rear garden. And keep your wig on. Just in case you need to go for a pee. Oh you had better have this." She tossed him a sexy little nightie and matching panties from her drawer.

	 

	Normally Oliver would have jumped at the opportunity to wear such alluring garments but now they seemed to be more of a prison.

	 

	"And these," she held out some fluffy heeled mules she had been given for Christmas. When she saw the shocked expression on his face she added, "Well Suzie you can hardly wander around in your boxers tonight can you?"

	 

	'Suzie' sighed as she accepted her clothes and footwear. Resignedly she made her way to the spare bedroom on the south side of the house before pausing as if remembering something and turned to face her. "Oh Marie, I mean madam."

	 

	Marie liked her husband in this role. For the first time in her life she found it amusing and somehow gave her a charge. Here was her silly husband trapped by his own foolishness into serving her and a man who obviously fancied her. "Yes Suzie?"

	 

	He pointed at his groin and whispered, "The keys madam."

	 

	She was about to race down stairs and fetch them but thought better of it. Somehow having the keys increased her authority over him. "In the morning Suzie, we'll sort it all out then. Good night"

	 

	With that she was gone and a beleaguered maid knew that a better plan was called for.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	6.

	 

	'Suzie' lay on the hard bed in her silky sexy garb, her blond wig constantly falling over her mouth and nose. How did girls with long hair ever sleep? He was desperate to cum. He would have done anything. Thankfully he was too tired and soon the aches and pains in his legs from wearing heels and his stomach from wearing the corset combined into helping him drift off into a welcome sleep.

	 

	On the other side of the house Harvey cleaned his teeth, combed his hair and wearing only his underwear made his way out of the guest room and into Marie's bedroom.

	 

	She was not asleep. He knew she would not be. She did not protest. He knew she wouldn't.

	 

	She pulled back the duvet for him, he knew she would.

	 

	She totally submitted her body to him. He knew she would.

	 

	"Do you mind if I fuck you?" he whispered deeply into her ear.

	 

	"If you must," she giggled pushing her naked body up against his firm muscles.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	7.

	 

	The next morning Oliver showered, shaved. closely, dressed as the French maid he had always fantasised about being. He then checked his makeup and combed through his blond wig before putting on the dreaded high heels.

	 

	As he sat on the bed he comforted himself with the thought that soon the stranger would be gone and he could dress as a man again. He rubbed at the silk panties around his groin desperate to relieve the ache he felt there. The moment he would be released he could experience sexual fulfilment for the first time for an entire day - the longest he could remember having gone without release. All he had to be was brave and cool.

	 

	He clip clopped down the corridor to the master bedroom and turned the handle on the door but jumped back as wife shrieked breathlessly: "Don't you ever knock!"

	 

	Oliver froze outside the door wondering what to do. He had not expected Marie to play at her role before Mister Rowlands was up and waited patiently for further instruction.

	 

	"Sorry madam."

	 

	He heard her moving around on the bed, there was a great deal of creaking and rustling of duvet before she seemed to collect herself: "Go and prepare breakfast at once Suzie," before adding emphatically, "as you usually do."

	 

	Oliver sighed and resigned to obeying her wriggled off down to the kitchen.

	 

	Suzie appeared just a moment before Mister Rowlands who sat at the dining room table. Oliver noticed their eyes were fixed on each other.

	 

	Mister Rowlands addressed the maid without taking his eyes from Oliver's smiling wife, "Suzie we'll have a full English breakfast please with loads of toast. I have built up quite an appetite during the night. I wonder why."

	 

	Hearing Marie giggle before he left the room Oliver felt that they were laughing at him.

	 

	He knew he had to put such paranoia behind him if he was to get breakfast sorted and that dreadful man out of his house. His plan was remain calm and get through this ordeal until Mister Rowlands pushed off and he could be free.

	 

	Without a word of thanks from them he served their breakfasts. In fact they totally ignored him. Marie was intent on listening to yet another story from the loud mouth who had usurped Oliver's seat at the head of the dining table.

	 

	Out in the kitchen Oliver munched at some toast and sipped his tea while watching the clock. His only thought was how much longer would he have to stay here?

	 

	Finally the bell rang for him to dutifully clear away their breakfasts. To Oliver's surprise Marie and Mister Rowlands walked out into the garden. Didn't she realise he was in agony waiting to be allowed to cum?

	 

	He also noticed that Marie had carried the bell with her, no doubt ready to summon him again. This was outrageous. He would certainly reprimand her when the man finally left.

	 

	For a long two hours Oliver moodily walked around the house he had once owned. He decided to make the beds and was pleasantly surprised to discover Mister Rowlands bed was immaculately made, it was as if it had not been touched, whereas his marital bed was in a complete mess.

	 

	You had to give Mister Rowlands credit for being tidy and as soon as he had an opportunity he would remonstrate with Marie for leaving him to tidy up such a mess in their room.

	 

	Still his plan of staying calm until the brute left was working. He wouldn't have to put up with the heels, corset and the sheer sexual delight the flouncy outfit gave him.

	 

	It was while making the bed that he heard the clanging of the bell from the garden. He sighed, threw the pillow onto the floor and stormed downstairs.

	 

	By the time he reached the upper lawn he had controlled his temper long enough for a perfunctory 'yes madam?'

	 

	"I called for you," Mister Rowlands declared impatiently as if Oliver was totally stupid. "I have decided to stay for a few days so I want you to get my stuff out of the car and take it up to the guest room."

	 

	Oliver's jaw dropped. He looked askance at Marie who flushed and pointed out defensively that: "Harvey, er, Mister Rowlands is working in the city for a few weeks. I thought he might stay with us until he finds somewhere else."

	 

	Oliver remained in a complete state of shock.

	 

	"What's happening here?" Mister Rowlands demanded. "You do not have to explain anything to this little girl!"

	 

	Oliver turned to see the full force of the powerfully built Mister Rowlands rise from his garden seat: "Now look here you disobedient little tramp. So long as I stay here you will be compliant and well behaved. You will not so much bat an eye lid when given an instruction and you will not question your Mistress here. Got that?"

	 

	"Yes Mister Rowlands," Oliver whispered fearfully.

	 

	"And another thing. I want to see a proper curtsey from you when you say yes madam and yes Sir!"

	 

	Marie giggled into her hands and Mister Rowlands turned on her: "If you give them an inch they'll take a mile. I know all about employees. You keep them under the thumb." He turned back to the shaking Oliver, "and another thing," he advanced so that he now stood towering over the trembling maid. "If I don't think you are up to it you get booted out and I will find a replacement house maid. Got that!"

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver said with a neat curtsey. "Yes Sir."

	 

	"Now get out to my car and bring my stuff in. Hang up my clothes and give anything you think warrants it a good going over with the iron."

	 

	Close to crying Oliver curtseyed with a 'yes Sir' and fled before he could be bullied any more. He heard Mister Rowlands complaining about the maid's manners and ran as fast as his heels could back into the safety of the house.
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	A full two full hours ironing later and an exhausted, fearful maid was hanging up his guest's clothes when Marie crept into the room and closed the door.

	 

	"Listen Oliver, I am so sorry. I don't know how all this..."

	 

	"Jesus Christ," Oliver shouted, his anger finally boiling over, "what are you playing at? Three days! You know it's best to leave me to make the plans around here.”

	 

	Marie straightened, "Oh do I?"

	 

	"And what about," he pointed to his groin.

	 

	Marie's eyes narrowed in a way that Oliver had never seen before. Normally she shrivelled when he shouted at her. "Well you locked yourself in it, and you wanted to be a maid and you let yourself get caught!"

	 

	This was outrageous. Oliver was incensed but could not answer her arguments after all, she seemed to be right. "Yes, but, but," he stammered searching for a reply, "you're the one who is encouraging him to stay..."

	 

	Suddenly Marie advanced, her eyes set severely. Oliver had never known her stand up to him before and actually took a physical step back against the guest bed.

	 

	"So why don't you go downstairs and tell him everything then?" She demanded. "Tell him that you are a sissy wimp who likes to dress up like a fairy maid and is too scared to resist when ordered around by a real man!"

	 

	Oliver again could not find a retort. Usually he easily won arguments with his wife, even if he had to shout at her or send her to bed early. But here their roles were totally reversed. He felt completely under her thumb.

	 

	The door crashed open and Mister Rowlands burst into the room. "Is she upsetting you again?" he demanded of Marie.

	 

	"Yes!" She said spitefully.

	 

	"Right!" Mister Rowlands had obviously made up his mind. He grabbed poor Oliver's arm, dragged him out of the room and down the stairs.

	 

	Oliver's arm was squeezed so hard he could not resist being hauled to the front door.

	 

	An alarmed Marie followed.

	 

	"I warned you, you little slut. Now we will replace you. I will take you down to the station get you on the next train. Then I'll sort out a replacement."

	 

	Oliver almost fainted with fear. His head felt woozy, his mouth was so dry his tongue stuck to the roof of it. He knew the other man was physically far more powerful and could easily make him do anything. He looked desperately back at his wife: "Please madam I am so sorry," he sniffled.

	 

	Marie walked down the stairs slowly, unsure what to say. She did not want to soften her attitude towards Oliver because he had genuinely upset her. After all, was she not entitled to some fun as well as her perverted husband? Why should he have all the fun of prancing round in his girl's clothes while she had to indulge him? Here was her chance to play a game.

	 

	But poor Oliver was obviously totally defeated and at the mercy of her lover.

	 

	"Perhaps we could give her one more chance," she tried.

	 

	But it was too late. Mister Rowlands dragged the resisting maid over the gravel to his Mercedes, opened the passenger door and with a flourish of suspender belt and frilly knickers forced Oliver into the passenger seat.

	 

	Marie reached the car in time to see her husband's pleading eyes brimming with tears of fear. He desperately looked to his wife to save him. Marie dashed around to the driver's side as Mister Rowlands turned the engine over and wound down the electric window.

	 

	"You are too soft," he told Marie, "far too soft. Any maid working in a house where I reside must be obedient and totally compliant. Believe me this is for the best."

	 

	With that the car screeched down the drive out through the gates and towards the town.

	 

	Marie put her hands to her mouth: 'what had she done?'

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	9.

	 

	Oliver wanted to consider a means of escape from this situation but his brain froze. All he could think was 'oh my God' over and over. He had images of standing at the busy train station in his maid's attire and felt woozy again. He must find a plan. Surely he could plead with Mister Rowlands for mercy and a second chance?

	 

	"Please Mister Rowlands I promise I'll..."

	 

	"Shut your mouth tramp," barked Mister Rowlands in such a compelling manner that Oliver simply closed his eyes and held his breath. He tried to wake up from this nightmare.

	 

	He opened his eyes as they pulled into the station car park. It was midday and busy with impatient commuters. He wiped away a tear as Mister Rowlands opened the driver's door. He despairingly gripped the large man's arm, feeling his steel muscles through his shirt.

	 

	"Please Sir I have learned my lesson and promise with all my heart that I will be well behaved from now on."

	 

	Mister Rowlands paused as if affected by the sorrowful imploring manner of the girl. After all she was certainly sexy, especially dressed in that little dress. "Maybe. Maybe you think that now. Today. But by tomorrow you will be back to your usual rude, disobedient self."

	 

	Oliver twisted in the leather seat so that his stockinged legs were facing his tormentor. Suddenly without a thought he was on his knees trapped between the passenger seat and the dashboard, tears rolling down his cheeks. "Please Sir I know I have been naughty but I know that I can improve my behaviour. I will do anything Sir, please."

	 

	Harvey Rowlands loved power.

	 

	It is said that power is an aphrodisiac and it certainly was for him. To have this lovely, helpless creature in her short uniform begging so piteously and helplessly deeply aroused him. He felt his penis swell and fill his pants. He wondered how this simpering defenceless maid would look with his cock rammed in her pretty pink mouth. The thought of staying with Marie while her husband was away in Europe on business turned him on. He loved the notion of cruelly cuckolding some poor sap and making his wife perform like a slut. The very notion of having two sluts like this in the house was too good to pass over. He could get the cowering maid replaced but the replacement might be more efficient though lot less sexy, and certainly not the sort of girl who would drop to her knees pleading in such an erotic manner.

	 

	Oliver was feeling the first stirrings of hope since he had been ejected from his own home only minutes before. He could see that Mister Rowlands was thinking it all through.

	 

	The powerful grey haired man sat back in the deep Mercedes seats and spoke thoughtfully gauging the maid's reactions to every word. "Of course training a sloppy incompetent little bitch like you is going to take time."

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver nodded enthusiastically.

	 

	"It is going to be a hard path for you."

	 

	"Yes Sir, I understand Sir," the maid replied wiping the smudged mascara away with the back of her hand.

	 

	"It could mean spankings every day."

	 

	Oliver caught his breath. What would be wonderful in a fantasy was terrifying when spoken aloud, "yes Sir," he replied meekly.

	 

	"Maybe a caning or two."

	 

	A caning! But Oliver formed a plan. He knew that Mister Rowlands would be gone in a few days so all he had to do was behave obediently for a little while and this dreadful ordeal would be behind him. "Yes Sir."

	 

	Mister Rowlands reached a decision and grabbed his briefcase from the back seat. He took out his lap top and started it up. When he put the case back onto the back seat he climbed into the passenger seat squeezing his huge legs around the nervous maid.

	 

	Being wedged into the tiny space between Mister Rowland's legs Oliver found his body bunched up against the large man as helpless as if he were bound in that position.

	 

	"So I'll write out a contract for you then."

	 

	"Er, yes Sir," Oliver said slowly thinking it through. A contract?

	 

	"While you suck me off."

	 

	The instruction was made so calmly, so authoritatively that Oliver felt as if he was being offered no choice. But he could not do something like that for a man!!!

	 

	He watched in horror as Mister Rowlands unzipped himself and pulled out his stiffening member. It was already a thick six inches and was clearly not fully erect yet.

	 

	"Let us say that this is a good test of your obedience. I will cover your head with the lap top. No one will be able to see what you are up to. Then if you hold still I can type out your contract while you prove to me that you deserve to be allowed to sign it."

	 

	Oliver felt the laptop being balanced on his head, the weight pushing him down towards the stiffening pole that was glistening wet. With the computer in place over him, and his face in the man's groin, everything went dark.

	 

	Crying he let the prick slide between his lips and over his tongue, its musty, almondy taste was almost metallic.

	 

	Here he was: on his knees before a man, sucking his cock whilst that man wrote out an agreement that would commit him to being that man's maid. Yet there was not an alternative. Clearly there was no plan in the world that could extract him from this quandary. He would have to obey Mister Rowlands for the moment and then think up a new plan of escape.

	 

	Harvey Rowlands was in seventh heaven. As the maid worked so wonderfully at his throbbing erection he was typing in more and more lewd demeaning clauses. After all if the silly tart does not sign it then he could still put her on the next train out of town.

	 

	As the mobile printer sped into life spurting out the contract, he blindly put his hand under the maid's chin and tickled. He heard her sucking slurping sounds with the occasional gagging noise and closed his eyes whilst he exploded in total joy.
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	Marie anxiously awaited the return of the Mercedes. She was chewing her fingernails in the bedroom overlooking the main drive when she saw the car finally appear at the large gates.

	 

	She raced downstairs and flung open the front door, relieved immediately to see Oliver still in his full maid's regalia and wig climbing unsteadily from the car. She dashed over to the maid. "Suzie are you all right?"

	 

	Oliver looked cow eyed at Mister Rowlands who waved Marie back inside. "There's going to be changes around here Marie."

	 

	She noticed that Oliver refused to catch her eyes and had clearly been crying. She patted his arm gently as she would a female friend. "Has he been cruel to you?"

	 

	He returned a look of sheer abjection and she decided not to ask any more questions.

	 

	Marie knew how cruel Harvey could be. She remembered how he had plopped her over his knee and spanked her for not kissing him passionately enough. She had always craved a spanking from a real man but in reality it was such a frightening, mind numbing surprise that she spent the rest of the night in turmoil. Had she enjoyed it? Was it an assault or a pleasure? But the more she thought about his authority the more wet she became and the following morning kissed him as passionately as she could. That happened to be when Oliver had tried to walk into his own bedroom without knocking and was sent down to make breakfast.

	 

	Moments later Marie stood in the middle of the dining room studying the contract in shock. It had been simply signed Suzie but Mister Rowlands was quite clear that the signature would be enough for a court of law.

	 

	"Oh!" She exclaimed as she read through the list of conditions her husband had agreed to.

	 

	Meanwhile Oliver had been sent out to the garden to fetch a cane from the tomato plants.

	 

	"As you can see Marie, she has signed up for six months of maid duties. I feel I should remain here throughout the contract or until your husband returns to supervise your household."

	 

	"Yes Harvey," Marie said blankly. What was happening?

	 

	"As you can see this little tramp will take advantage of someone as easy going as yourself."

	 

	"Yes Harvey," Marie said trying to catch the eyes of the maid which were fixed firmly on the floor. "Did you really sign this?"

	 

	Oliver looked up at Mister Rowlands to see if he should reply.

	 

	"You may speak Suzie." Mister Rowlands instructed.

	 

	Oliver turned plaintively to his wife, "yes madam I did sign it."

	 

	"Oh," Marie exclaimed yet again. She glanced at all the paragraphs he had committed himself to. "Did you read it?"

	 

	Oliver glanced cow eyed at his master.

	 

	"You may reply Suzie," his master affirmed.

	 

	"Yes Madam." He had read it in the car while trying to swallow Mister Rowlands horrible jism, he would have done anything to avoid being put on a train in his maid's uniform.

	 

	"She begins each day with the promise of twelve canings," Harvey announced. "Only exceptionally good behaviour can earn her remission and then by merely cutting the twelve canings by only one stroke at a time. To go to bed without a burning bottom she will have to be extremely well behaved."

	 

	Marie saw the detailed description of the canings in the contract. "Yes Harvey. But isn't twelve a day a lot?"

	 

	Harvey laughed, "Oh you are far too soft on her. That's the figure she starts the day with. It will increase for every misdemeanour we judge her to have committed. I have a feeling that some evenings she won't even be able to pull her panties up over her sore arse."

	 

	"Now young lady," snapped Mister Rowlands, "let us start as we mean to go along. Twelve cuts of the cane and then straight to bed for the rest of the day."

	 

	"Yes Mister Rowlands," the compliant maid said with a neat curtsey.

	 

	"Pull your panties down to your ankles and bend over that chair. Marie, I think I should have you deal out the first strokes. I will teach you how to inflict maximum pain."

	 

	Marie shook her head, "Oh I don't think I could do that."

	 

	"Nonsense," Mister Rowlands stated. "If I think that any one of your blows are insufficient I will simply give the maid a further two strokes of my own. So give it a go now."

	 

	He handed Marie the whippy cane which she accepted with trepidation. She knew that she would have to beat her husband because Harvey had told her so. She equally knew that she would have to be firm or else Harvey would give him a worse beating.

	 

	"Go ahead," Harvey said with encouragement anxious to witness her fulfil her role as Mistress of the House.

	 

	Marie sighed and whispered, "If I must."

	 

	Words that chilled the heart of the poor, unfortunate, and helpless maid.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Part Two

	 

	1.

	 

	Oliver lay face down on his bed snivelling.

	 

	He wore only the light pale blue nightie his wife Marie had given him the previous evening. The matching panties were still on a chair near the bed. As Mister Rowlands had so precisely predicted the maid's rump was far too sore to pull anything over it.

	 

	His caning had turned into a masterclass, with the dreadful Mister Rowlands showing Marie how to wield the cane for maximum effect with minimum effort. Once his wife was into the swing of the beating Oliver squealed like a pig. She laid into his backside with an enthusiasm he never had suspected his wife capable.

	 

	Mister Rowlands, (the bastard!), had shown her the importance of hitting at the lower part of the bum where it meets the legs. "You're guaranteed a result down there Marie," he had said, "she won't be able to sit down at all."

	 

	Following the humiliating beating his new master had made him thank his blushing wife and was then sent to bed as if he were a child.

	 

	An hour or so later he checked his wig was straight and went to the bathroom to apply a cold cloth to his burning lower cheeks. He could hear them downstairs shrieking with laughter.

	 

	For a brief mad moment he thought of going down and confronting them but the realization that he would then have to face up to the frightening Mister Rowlands made him slink back to his bed and continue sobbing. He would need a better plan.
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	The following morning, after he had showered and shaved, he dressed in his maid's attire. It was the outfit he was so pleased with when he had purchased it many years ago. His first maid's outfit had been from a fancy dress shop, the second from a low-cost lingerie shop online but after his wife's business earned them a fortune he was able to move upmarket. All his outfits were now luxurious silk. The panties were various combinations of silk and lycra but the stockings were always the latest shapers using up to the minute manufactured materials to help hone the legs.

	 

	His bodices were often steel lined for extra figure creation but inevitably finished in tulle and lace for the sexy feminine effect. None of his heels were less than 4 inches. The heels had excited him when purchasing and wearing them for playing around in but trying to find a pair he could not only stand in but actually perform his housework chores was impossible.

	 

	As he zipped himself tightly into his black maid outfit he felt the thrill of the frilly petticoats tickling his stocking tops. He had to sit down to draw breath. He put his hand beneath the silks and rubbed gently at his caged cock. He felt like weeping. This was a worse torture than the caning. As soon as Mister Rowlands, the brute, left the house he would demand the keys from Marie and satisfy this head swooning urge. At least this plan couldn't go wrong, Mister Rowlands had to go to work at some stage So hot was he that his head even swam when he made breakfast in his heels and skimpy maid's outfit.

	 

	When the laughing couple appeared he noted Mister Rowlands had his arm around his wife's shoulders. Naturally Marie shrugged his arm away. When Mister Rowlands noticed the maid gawping at them, he nodded to Oliver's wife that he understood.

	 

	They took their places at the breakfast table and Oliver served them as the maid Suzie before returning to the kitchen to clear up.

	 

	Then a stroke of good fortune.

	 

	Mister Rowlands summoned him by shouting: "Suzie get your fat arse out here right now!"

	 

	'Suzie' stopped tidying up the kitchen and ran on her heels to the hallway where his master was putting on his suit jacket. Good, Oliver thought, he would soon be gone and he could retrieve the keys and escape.

	 

	"Listen and listen carefully," he said as he checked his tie in the mirror. "I've got to sort out a few things in town. You will behave yourself in my absence. Got that?"

	 

	Carefully hiding a smile of relief Suzie curtsied. "Yes Sir, of course Sir."

	 

	He waged a thick finger at the submissive maid, "don't let me get back and find you've been upsetting your Mistress. Got that?"

	 

	Another curtsey, "yes Sir."

	 

	"Right dismissed. Marie?" he bellowed.

	 

	Oliver turned and fled gratefully back to the kitchen just as Marie headed towards the hallway.

	 

	"Harvey?" She asked with a big grin.

	 

	Oliver stopped in the doorway of the kitchen to observe them.

	 

	Mister Rowland's gave him a withering glare, "get back in that kitchen and close the door you snooping tramp."

	 

	To demonstrate his anger Oliver made to slam the door shut but quickly thought better of it. His bum was still sore from the previous night, so he wisely closed the door as gently as he could.

	 

	He put his ear to the door but for some reason he could not hear anything. It all went quiet. He thought he could hear Marie murmuring sweetly, but could not be sure. He heard the front door slam shut and raced to one of the front rooms. He watched the silver Mercedes roar down the drive kicking up the gravel before disappearing through the electronic driveway gates that closed behind him. He let out a huge unmaid like sigh and ran back through the house delicately on his precarious heels.

	 

	"Marie? Marie?"

	 

	She was in the front lounge with a woman's magazine, sitting with her long legs curled up on the sofa. She was dressed in her cut offs with a fresh white t-shirt. When he entered she looked at him with surprise.

	 

	Oliver smiled. "God, I'm glad he's gone. What a thug!"

	 

	She raised an eyebrow. "I am sure you would not want him to hear you say that."

	 

	He stopped short. "Uhm, no, er, madam," he found himself saying.

	 

	"Now if you have finished in the kitchen I have some chores for you."

	 

	Chores! Oliver laughed, "Oh Marie you had me going there for a moment. Listen, here is my plan: I thought we could put his stuff outside in suitcases and leave the doors locked. When he gets back even someone as dense as him will get the message."

	 

	Marie threw her magazine onto the table and folded her bare arms. "I think it is you who is too dense to get the message." She gave him a spiteful smile before adding emphatically, "Suzie!"

	 

	"Uhm, Marie, er Madam, I, er ..." he shuffled on his heels.

	 

	"You have indulged yourself with your fantasy for long enough Oliver, I mean Suzie. I have had to put up with you dressing up like a bimbo maid for years. All this," she put on a girly voice, "please tell me what to do, please give me orders. Will you smack my bottom Misteress?"

	 

	"I know love..."

	 

	"Don't love me! Now you can have everything your silly little heart wants," she leaned towards him crossing her lovely long legs, "but now, so can I!"

	 

	"But Marie ..."

	 

	"Mistress!"

	 

	He brushed the blond hair back from his cheeks, "yes, sorry Mistress. Please. I ...."

	 

	".... have the ironing to do."

	 

	"Oh."

	 

	Marie picked up the magazine and thumbed through it, "I'll have a coffee immediately thank you Suzie."

	 

	He stood stock still searching for words but they wouldn't come. When he spoke it was in a whine, "but please Miss we cannot go on like this."

	 

	She eyed him over her magazine with a smirk, "can't we Suzie? Why is that? Are you going to confront him?"

	 

	He blushed deep red and looked down at his heels.

	 

	"I thought not.” She pretended to think, “Duh, so you are going to leave here?"

	 

	"I might do!"

	 

	She laughed. "Good. Off you go then. Do you need a lift into town? Harvey will give you a lift to the station."

	 

	He found himself determined to get the better of her. "Right then I will go upstairs, change and just leave you."

	 

	"Fine. Let me know where you end up and I will forward the keys to your chastity belt," again she glanced over her magazine and smiled evilly, "at some opportune moment in the future."

	 

	"What do you mean?"

	 

	"I mean, little Suzie, I have you by your little tiny willy. If you are a good girl then I will let it out and you can have one of your sleazy little plays with it. Before I put it away again," she added maliciously.

	 

	This was a side of his wife he had never seen before. "But, but, please madam."

	 

	"Harvey is the sort of guy who gets bored easily. He will have his triumph and move on. Girls learn that from a very young age. If it all works out Harvey will be gone in a few days and then we go back to how we were. But until then I am going to have my fun. So why don't you start with the ironing?"

	 

	"I've never seen you like this before."

	 

	She laughed and raised her eyebrows, "and I have never seen my husband bent over showing his knickers and stockings while his Mistress canes him before. I have never seen any husband kow tow to a man who is making a play for his wife before. I have never seen a wife send a husband scurrying around the kitchen before! I have certainly not seen a husband sign a contract to be an obedient maid before."

	 

	"Oh."

	 

	"Contract, yes? The contract. Point made?" "Yes madam."

	 

	“Harvey maybe a tough guy, even a thug to you, but he is also pretty smart. He has nailed you down for as long as he wants."

	 

	She watched the thought process in the maid'shead. The face moving from shock to realisation.

	 

	"And Harvey is the sort of guy to drag you through the courts if he doesn't get his own way." Oliver nodded, his eyes huge beneath his blond wig, "I guess he is.”

	 

	"So you won't be putting Harvey's suitcases outside will you?"

	 

	"I guess not."

	 

	"Then push off and get my coffee before I start increasing your bedtime beatings."

	 

	"Yes madam."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	3.

	 

	This was a nightmare.

	 

	As Oliver slowly and carefully did the ironing he pondered the extraordinary manner in which his wife had spoken to him. She was usually so submissive. She rarely argued, and always gave in. He could not wait to get 'the pants' back on and be a man again. Besides the heels were killing him.

	 

	Worse than the heels was the aggravation from his dick inside its confines. He needed that wank.

	 

	He heard the tinkle of the bell and presented himself to his Mistress. She had picked up two books and a sheath of magazines. "I am going down the garden now Suzie. Bring me a cool drink. Nothing alcoholic, I still have a hangover from yesterday."

	 

	"Yes Mistress."

	 

	"Curtsey," she said simply.

	 

	He did so, "yes Mistress."

	 

	Satisfied that she had all she needed she headed for the patio doors.

	 

	Fingering the hem of his skirt he bit his lip until at last he blurted: "Er Mistress?"

	 

	"What is it now?" She looked at the sky with impatience.

	 

	He curtsied and found his most pleading stare, "I was wondering if you could, er, well ..."

	 

	"What Suzie girl?"

	 

	He rubbed the front of his skirt and looked down at the ground feeling absolutely distraught as to actually have to ask her: "please release me for a wank."

	 

	"I can see that I am not going to get a moment's rest until you get what you want. Upstairs girl!"

	 

	He looked up at her to make sure that he had heard her correctly, but even she was smiling. "Yes Mistress!"

	 

	Once upstairs he stood awkwardly in their bedroom.

	 

	"Lie on the bed," she said tersely and he did so.

	 

	She looked through the drawers on his side of the bed, "now where are they?"

	 

	"What Mistress?"

	 

	"These," she held up his handcuffs.

	 

	"Wrists above your head through the head board."

	 

	He pushed his hands through the bars of the bed head and she handcuffed them preventing him from moving them.

	 

	His feeling of helplessness along with the silky texture of his clothes sent him into subspace.

	 

	She left the room and returned a few minutes later with the keys to his belt. He was so wrapped up in his own sensations that he had not paid any attention to where she had gone to get them. Downstairs? Bedrooms? She could even have gone outside.

	 

	She lifted up his skirt and giggled. "What a slut. Fancy wearing stockings with such a short hemline!"

	 

	"Mister Rowlands says I must," pleaded Oliver stung by his wife's put down. “It is in the contract."

	 

	"Well if you must," she chuckled, using her famous phrase.

	 

	Oliver closed his eyes. He could hear the jingle of the keys. He kept both keys on the one ring. How he wished he had kept one spare in a nice safe place. It had seemed such a good plan of his to keep them together.

	 

	He sensed the release of the lock. He could feel her fingers around his prick. It grew, immediately hardening until it hurt.

	 

	"And to think," she said softly, "that at one time I thought this was so big."

	 

	She started playing with it and Oliver knew it would only take a little touch and it would release like a cannon.

	 

	"Oh," he moaned, "yes."

	 

	She removed her fingers and he arched his back forcing his pelvis up to meet her.

	 

	Suddenly he felt her release him and the bed lightened as she rose. He opened his eyes.

	 

	She was standing at the window with her hands over her mouth. "Oh my God! He's back."

	 

	There was panic in her eyes when s darted back to him. "For God's sake make it soft!"

	 

	"I can't," he gasped, "finish me off."

	 

	He then yowled with more pain then he could ever remember. She had slapped him across his groin. As he wheezed breathlessly sucking in air, he felt her playing with his softening willy. This time she was pushing it back into the steel container.

	 

	"No! No!" he tried to pull his hands through the bed head but the cuffs were unyielding. Tears ran down his face, "please, please Mistress."

	 

	"Oh god, oh god," she kept muttering her movements rapid, her eyes wide. If he finds out I have deceived him ...” she shook her head wondering if he would cane her the way he had caned the maid. His spanking had hurt enough!

	 

	She was now busy with his handcuffs. In the next moment Oliver was free but she was gone, racing down the stairs to greet the man who was making his life a misery.

	 

	How could it have happened, he was so close to coming? That Harvey Rowlands just had to go!

	 

	He heard the front door open and slam shut. He rose, tidying himself still feeling winded from the blow she had given him. What gave her the right to treat him like this? She would never dare do something like that before.

	 

	He sat on the edge of the bed, his stockinged legs crossed, feeling the weight of his false breasts. He knew that if he left now he would never see her again. He would lose her to this other man. How could she live down the disgrace of her husband being in court for breaking a contract for being a fully attired maid to a man?

	 

	The way things were going the dreadful Mister Rowlands would be talking his way into her bed before long.

	 

	The bell tinkled downstairs. 'Suzie' sighed, rose, brushed down her dress and headed down stairs. She curtsied before them in the front sitting room.

	 

	Mister Rowlands sat on the arm of the sofa with Marie sitting right next to him looking up into his eyes.

	 

	"You rang?"

	 

	Twisting around Mister Rowlands gave him an icy stare and spat, "don't forget to knock in future. Stupid tramp. That'll be six more before bedtime, you fat arsed sorry apology for a maid."

	 

	Six more! On top the twenty four he was to receive anyway. This was too much!

	 

	"Fetch me a scotch and the lady a white wine."

	 

	Mister Rowlands then turned back to Marie leaving Oliver curtseying before exiting with his teeth cramped together in fury.

	 

	Knock the door? Knock in his own home? Six more strokes to add to the ones he would normally expect? Jesus, his arse was still red from the previous night. He sorted out the drinks and returned with a tray.

	 

	This time he knocked.

	 

	He waited. There was no answer. He wondered whether they had gone to another room. He opened the door and almost jumped through the ceiling.

	 

	Marie was disentangling herself from his muscular shirt clad arms. Mister Rowlands turned to see the shocked maid standing in the doorway.

	 

	Mister Rowlands yelled: "What do you think you're doing coming in here without being told?"

	 

	Oliver was scared, his knees knocked, he felt tears stinging his eyes. "Please Sir, I did knock and...

	 

	"Yes? Yes? And did anyone give you permission to enter? I didn't hear anyone. Am I deaf? Is that it? Or just stupid? Do you think I am stupid?"

	 

	Oliver had never seen anyone so angry before. "Please Sir, I am so sorry. I just thought..."

	 

	Now Mister Rowlands was in his face. He had bounded across the room. "You did what? You thought? You do not think. You do as you are told. That does not involve thinking!"

	 

	"Oh no Sir, quite right."

	 

	He was so big and Oliver felt so puny next to him. The drinks rattled on the tray as he shook.

	 

	"Well you can have twelve spanks on your back side right now!

	 

	Oh no! Oliver began to cry. He fell to his knees holding the tray out before him "Please Sir, oh please I am trying to be good and obedient. It's just that it all comes out wrong and..."

	 

	Marie threw her hands up to her head. "God, have you no respect for yourself?"

	 

	Mister Rowlands spun on his heel, "of course she hasn't! She is a maid. If she was capable of doing anything else she would do it."

	 

	Oliver just knelt there and sobbed as suddenly Mister Rowlands venom was directed at his wife Marie, "and if another young lady isn't careful she will end up being sent to bed early with a spanked bottom!"

	 

	Marie pushed her hands on her hips and pouted. "You told me I am Mistress of this house!"

	 

	He stepped towards her and she visibly cowered.

	 

	"And I," he said firmly, "am the master of this household. So get intothe corner."

	 

	Her mouth fell open and she leaned closer to him to whisper, though Oliver could hear her entreaties, "please Harvey, not in front of the maid."

	 

	He spun her around by her arm and frogmarched her into the corner, slapping her arse for good measure. "You were naughty in front of the maid so you get told off in front of the maid. I'll deal with you later!" He shook his head in disbelief. "I don't know what's happening here. Clearly your husband does not have a firm enough hand with any of you!" He walked back to the trembling maid, who remained on her knees pleading.

	 

	"Now what are we going to do with you that will help you remember your place?"

	 

	Suddenly he smiled and Oliver felt very sick indeed.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	4.

	 

	Marie sat on the edge of the bed fishing for her shorts and tee shirt, oddly her crisp white panties were nowhere to be seen. Harvey sat up next to her reading through his business notes.

	 

	"Wow," was all she said before leaning back and kissing his cheek. "Wow."

	 

	"Bottom not too tender?" he asked innocently before grinning at her.

	 

	"You bastard," she smiled back, "you gorgeous, hunky, bastard."

	 

	She rubbed her sore behind, "it's not too bad I suppose. Now. It was horrible when you were doing it."

	 

	"You are referring to the spanking?" he asked with a wink.

	 

	"Oh!" She exclaimed. "Of course, the love making was wonderful."

	 

	She reached for the bell and rang it. "I'll get the maid to run us a bath and..."

	 

	"You'll have a long wait."

	 

	A feeling of dread permeated Marie. "Oh? Why?"

	 

	He glanced at his watch on the bedside table, "yeh I suppose you can free her. She is outside near the top patio."

	 

	She did not bother to ask what he had done to her husband but hurtled bare foot, down the stairs and out into the garden where the evening sun had fried everything a crisp orange.

	 

	Marie called out "Suzie? Suzie?"

	 

	She heard nothing. Her own sore bottom was a testament to how he treated the 'Mistress of the house' so she began her search for her maid husband with trepidation

	 

	Walking across the lawn to the upper patio where she had entertained and in consequence been seduced by Harvey she called out again.

	 

	She heard the slight squeak of the clothes dryer spin a little in the light breeze. She turned, saw the maid and giggled. She put her hand over her mouth to stop herself laughing thinking how awful Harvey was.

	 

	"Oh Suzie," she gasped.

	 

	Fortunately he was blindfolded so he could not see how amusing his wife found his humiliating predicament.

	 

	Harvey had tied him to the spinning clothes line. His wrists were secured on either side of a bar that came from the upright so there was no way in which he could release himself. A third rope ran down from above his head and was wrapped around his waist and up through his legs to give him further support. A final rope had been gathered about his knees and was secured to the next steel post along, leaving his calves to dangle downwards. As the line span him around his skirt fluttered flashing his stocking tops and ruffled panties. His heels were about six inches from the ground. Whenever the breeze picked up so poor Oliver span around once more with the laundry.

	 

	He was blindfolded and gagged so Marie wondered if he even knew where he was. All he would be feeling was a helpless spinning, though she guessed he would be aware that he was outside. Poor Oliver must be absolutely mortified.

	 

	She got a grip on herself; she did not want him to see that she was laughing at him. She reached up on her toes to release his blindfold. She saw his tear stained desperate eyes.

	 

	He looked down at her with a wide pleading stare. She then released the gag, which was a pink scarf from her wardrobe. As soon as it was off Oliver tried to spit out something from his mouth. It was white and silky. Marie caught hold of it and pulled. It was her missing white panties. Another pair to add to his collection, she certainly would not be wearing those again. She looked down at where his skirt flapped as the line span him around inches at a time.

	 

	"Oh I hope it's not too drafty," she sniggered. "Please get me down," he whined, childlike.

	 

	She caught herself quickly and adopted as sympathetic and expression as possible.

	 

	Patting his stockinged thigh she said, "don't worry I am here to rescue you. Harvey says it is alright for me to release you."

	 

	She could see the relief in his face followed by the bewilderment as he looked about him at the trees and distant mountains. He had not known where he had been suspended. He must have been bound and gagged inside and then brought out for his punishment.

	 

	Marie needed to get a chair from the upper patio in order to reach his wrists and free him. He was then hanging by the supporting rope around his midriff and groin. That was trickier. The knot was pretty tight.

	 

	"Oh hurry up Marie."

	 

	She stopped fiddling with the knot and, standing precariously on the chair, put her hands on her hips. "Do you want me to leave you here?" She angrily demanded.

	 

	He flushed red, "no, er, Mistress."

	 

	"Quite. If you want me to rescue you then you should keep your silly little mouth shut shouldn't you?"

	 

	"Yes Mistress."

	 

	She had never seen anyone as cowed as her husband was now. That made her even angrier. He had become a helpless child at the hands of her lover.

	 

	"Perhaps I should leave you here all night!" She spat genuinely weighing up the thought.

	 

	"No please Mistress. I promise I'll be good."

	 

	Oh this was intolerable. She could see that he wasn't acting. He had been turned into an obedient maid.

	 

	"You had better," she said and for the hell of it she slapped his thigh.

	 

	He did not even complain, merely squealed as the momentum from the slap propelled him around and out of her reach.

	 

	She moved the chair and helped him down.

	 

	"Thank you Mistress," he hung his head in shame.

	 

	She handed him back the wet knickers. "I do not want to see these ever again!"

	 

	"Yes Mistress."

	 

	Shaking her head she led him back across the lawn but as she reached the steps she began giggling. At first she tried to suppress it but the sight of him like that overwhelmed him. Harvey was so creative and clever. She then laughed out loud.

	 

	Seeing the humiliation in his face she kissed him on his cheek.

	 

	"I'm sorry Suzie, but you have to admit it is a pretty neat way to punish a maid. Isn't he imaginative?"

	 

	Oliver stood on his heels, his pink lips hanging open. He was about to tell her that he wasn't a circus performer there to entertain her but then decided it was wise to keep quiet.

	 

	Minutes later Marie watched, with arms folded as her husband obediently lay down on the bed before Harvey for his quota of beatings.

	 

	She was ashamed at how easily he submitted.

	 

	As Harvey took his time spanking the maid she understood he now had total control over the maid.

	 

	He delivered twenty four smacks with a Nike training shoe. She observed how Oliver's bottom was already pink with large hand marks. He must have been spanked before being hung outside. She wriggled knowing how firmly Harvey spanked.

	 

	"That was your twenty four," Harvey said looking down at the blubbering, shaking maid. "Do you remember how many more you brought on yourself with your disobedience?"

	 

	With her mouth stuffed into the quilt, the sniffing maid replied, "six Sir."

	 

	"Good girl."

	 

	Six more followed before the curtseying maid was dismissed.

	 

	When Marie heard Oliver closing the door to the guest room down the hall she rounded on Harvey. "Don't you think you're going too far?"

	 

	Harvey gave her a cold stare that chilled her, she backed away and quickly added, "I don't mean with me, darling, of course. I deserved my spanking."

	 

	He continued to eye her taking the training shoe back from the wardrobe.

	 

	She swallowed, "I mean you know that and I am sorry for my behaviour."

	 

	"So what's your problem?"

	 

	Shifting from one foot to the next she fearfully thought of a way to say it without making him angry. For some reason this masterful man made her feel like a little child.

	 

	She thought hard to get herself back into his good books: "It's just that perhaps the weight of the maid could have brought the line down and broken it."

	 

	Harvey raised his eyebrows, "oh I see." He threw the Nike back in the wardrobe and smiled. He crossed to her taking her in to his arms.

	 

	"Punishments should be well thought out. A beating does work wonders, it is true. As you have seen."

	 

	Marie wondered whether he was referring to herself or the maid, but nodded anyway.

	 

	"But a punishment should have an added quality. Now the maid has to hang stuff on the line every day for drying yes?"

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	He kissed her nose, "so every time she pegs out the washing she gets a reminder of a particularly awful, degrading chastisement. One that she is not likely to forget even in five years' time when she is hanging clothes on the line.”

	 

	Five years! Marie pursed her lips dreaming of spending all her time in the arms of this masterful real man. Five years of fantastic love making and having all her decisions made for her. Five years of having an obedient maid carry out, without question, all the domestic chores.

	 

	"For a moment there I thought you were going soft with that lazy slut of a maid," he smiled holding her tight.

	 

	She smiled widely, stood on tiptoe and kissed his chin, "oh no, not me," she laughed. “I think I am learning. Thank you kind Sir."

	 

	5.

	 

	Oliver passed another uncomfortable night on his stomach. Even the single sheet grazed his inflamed bottom. Worse, by lying on his front he was rubbing his groin and another inflamed part of his body, though for different reasons, tried to engorge itself.

	 

	In the shower the following morning he was desperate to keep the hot water off his backside. He dressed carefully, even finding that the delicate, smooth, white nylon panties sat uncomfortably around his bottom.

	 

	The only plan left was to challenge Marie. There was no point in trying to dominate her now, she barely took him seriously but he was going to make it clear that all this is about to end. At least this plan couldn't fail.

	 

	As ever the Master and Mistress of the house were in good spirits when they were served their breakfast. And, as ever, they barely acknowledged the maid.

	 

	He was clearing the kitchen when he heard the front door close and the Mercedes drive Mister Rowlands away.

	 

	Heading down the hall to the sitting room he prepared to confront his wife as she read the papers. He had reached a painful decision and this would leave her no choice but to free him.

	 

	He knocked on the door and waited for his wife to say, "come in Suzie."

	 

	He entered and curtsied.

	 

	"I'll have a coffee and some biscuits please Suzie," she said not bothering to look up from her newspaper.

	 

	"Please madam may I have a word?"

	 

	She wrinkled her cute nose as she sighed, "what, now Suzie? Can't it wait?"

	 

	"No Madam."

	 

	"Go on then. But make it quick. I've loads to do this morning. I haven't finished the paper yet, there's a book I want to read and a good film on the tele this afternoon. And somewhere in all that I want to fit in some sun bathing." She stretched languidly.

	 

	Oliver felt his lipsticked mouth grow slack. What? Had she forgotten that this some stupid game that had gone horribly wrong?"

	 

	"Yes madam. It's just that, well, I can't go on with this."

	 

	"What's the matter? The iron not working, the dishwasher packed up?" she looked genuinely concerned.

	 

	"No! er, I mean no madam. I mean this," he waved his naked arms about the room. "I am beaten constantly, humiliated," tears formed in his eyes, "denied being allowed to cum, ordered about by everyone and," he sniffed up the tears, "and I know that he is trying to get into bed with you!"

	 

	Suzie sat up on the coach, a shadow of guilt passed over her face. It was good that he was too silly to know the truth. "Oh. Well I suppose you have had it hard," she giggled at the 'double entendre', "I mean not down there of course, because I still have the key." Seeing his offended expression she stopped laughing and said as seriously as she could: "Yes you are right. I will have a word with the master tonight and see if we can lighten up on you."

	 

	"No, madam, no. You don't understand."

	 

	She looked at him quizzically, and Oliver felt a little impatient.

	 

	"I have had enough. I don't want to be Suzie anymore. I want to be Oliver. I want to come and go when I want. I want some respect from you. And I want this," he raised his skirt and pulled back his panties to reveal the steel enclosure, "removed!"

	 

	She swallowed. How she wished Harvey was here to handle this rebellion. "Why don't we wait until Mister Rowlands returns and then we can all discuss it together?"

	 

	Oliver stamped a high-heeled foot and then realised what he had done. He would now have to bring into motion the final threat from his plan. "Oh this is stupid. I am going upstairs and getting dressed in my old clothes and then I am going to leave you forever!"

	 

	She put her hands up to her face.

	 

	He was pleased to see her response. She obviously did not want him to leave. Just as he suspected she still loved him. His plan had paid off.

	 

	Marie walked to the tall front windows overlooking the courtyard and thought hard.

	 

	Not wanting to lose Oliver was important but she dreaded Harvey returning and discovering that the maid had gone. Oh my God she thought then she might have to tell him the truth about the maid. How would he take it? He would leave her too!

	 

	What would Harvey do? He would take control of the situation, she knew that. But could she? She was after all 'the Mistress of the house'. Suzie was only the maid. She needed to buy time until the Master returned.

	 

	"What I suggest Suzie," she began.

	 

	"Oliver!" Insisted the maid.

	 

	She eyed him up and down from his heels to his blond hair and shook her head, "shall we say Suzie at the moment, just to avoid confusion?"

	 

	'Suzie' exhaled loudly and put her hands on her hips but appeared to accept the decision.

	 

	"Suzie," continued Marie slowly, smiling to herself as he got the point. Maybe she could be Mistress of the house. "Why don't you get the breakfast stuff cleared up like a good girl and then take the rest of the morning off. I can make my own coffee," she beamed helpfully. "It's just that I wouldn't want to be in your shoes, either high heels or otherwise if Harvey gets home and finds that you have left. Can't help feeling he is the sort of guy who would find someone if he needed to."

	 

	Suzie winced. "Hmm. You could be right." He did seem the sort of man who would move heaven and earth if he felt someone had gotten one over on him and then legged it. The maid straightened her back as if coming to a decision. "Well maybe I ought to stay for a bit then."

	 

	Marie clapped. "Good so we can all talk it through tonight."

	 

	"You realise this could lead to a divorce," Suzie said trying to appear firm, but knowing that he could never divorce his lovely wife. He also felt a little ridiculous trying to appear tough minded when attired like this. Frilly French maids do not exude authority.

	 

	"Divorce?" Exclaimed Marie. "Do you think Harvey is married?" She caught herself and smiled, "Oh I see. You mean me and my husband. Oh don't worry about that Suzie. We'll sort something out."

	 

	So with that Suzie curtsied and returned to tidying the breakfast stuff away. The plan had not worked out the way he had intended but at least she understood how strongly he felt. A meeting with Marie and Mister Rowlands would resolve the matter once and for all.

	 

	With the kitchen spotless Oliver took his sore bottom upstairs and lay face down on the bed for a well-deserved rest. At least she had gotten through to Marie, moreover she had been given the rest of the morning off. Just goes to show what a maid can achieve if she stands up for herself. Oliver could see himself winning back some control, especially when Mister Rowlands was out. He sat up on his sore bottom, pulling down his skirt hem feeling that the time when he could release his dick was coming closer.

	 

	Downstairs Marie did make her own coffee - and she hated doing it. Why should she have to make her own damn, bloody coffee when there was that idle, good for nothing maid lounging around upstairs. She imagined Oliver in his maid's outfit watching day time television laughing at her for having to make her own coffee.

	 

	It wasn't right. She was 'Mistress of the house', Harvey had told her so and whathe said was law.

	 

	Now here she was, the supposed Mistress of the house making her own refreshments! If it went on like this she would be back to ironing her own clothes and vacuuming the carpets!

	 

	Harvey would sort it all out. That much she knew. She had to get him to see that the maid should be treated more fairly. Surely he would see that.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	6.

	 

	Harvey was not for sorting anything out. He listened with growing impatience as Marie insisted that he go easier on the maid in case they lose her.

	 

	Listening to the angry Mister Rowlands, Suzie stood before them at the dinner table holding the tray with the red wine bottle on it. Harvey had already thrown down his cutlery in disgust.

	 

	Marie knew she was walking on egg shells.

	 

	"Please Harvey I don't want my bottom smacked or anything. Honestly. It's just that Suzie is such a dear around the house ..."

	 

	Oliver was perplexed. He looked at his wife with total astonishment. 'No', he was thinking. 'That is not what I want. I don't want to be 'a dear' around the house, I want Mister Rowlands out of my home!'

	 

	"I ... she does try her best. I mean you could be up for assault in a court of law. I don't think that you can just hang a maid off the clothes line whenever you want. There are employment laws."

	 

	The room fell heavily silent and Oliver held his breath. He could see the growing rage in Mister Rowlands's cheeks and dared not add anything to what his wife had said.

	 

	For her part Marie realized that she had gone too far when he glowered at her with those knee knocking cold blue eyes of his.

	 

	"Right," exclaimed Harvey making everyone jump. He raised an empty wine glass to Suzie, "fill it up slut. What's happening here? Are you blind girl? I have an empty glass!"

	 

	Oliver curtsied and rushed to fill his master's glass. "Sorry Sir."

	 

	He slurped at his wine and raised his fork to point it at Marie. "Understand this. Matters concerning the staff are never ever to be discussed in front of them."

	 

	Marie blushed, and wriggled on her seat fearing another bottom warming. "Oh yes Harvey, yes I can see that. Sorry. It won't happen again."

	 

	"Secondly. This slut is not 'a dear around the house'! She is an incompetent, rude, slut of a maid in need of a firm hand!" He turned to Oliver, "Isn't that right girl?"

	 

	Oliver curtsied, nodding, "oh yes Sir, definitely Sir."

	 

	"Thirdly, as for her leaving us," he banged his glass down on the table, "she is going nowhere. She signed a contract to work here as a maid and she will see out its terms and conditions to the letter. I will drag her through every court in the land so everyone can know what a stupid maid she is. She will be unemployable."

	 

	"If you take her through the courts you don't know how true that is. No one would employ her or even be seen with her."

	 

	"Exactly! So here is what is going to happen ..." "I see that but..." Marie cut in.

	 

	"Don't interrupt."

	 

	She sat upright in her seat her cheeks flushed, "sorry Harvey, I didn't mean to...."

	 

	"That's six of the best for you young lady."

	 

	Marie flinched, "yes Harvey, thank you Harvey."

	 

	Harvey stood up before the shaking maid, wagging his fork at her. "You understand this. If you try and get out of my employ by breaking your contract your heels won't touch the ground until you come back here begging to finish your service to me."

	 

	Suzie curtsied. "Yes Sir."

	 

	"The previous master was clearly a complete wimp who has let everything here get out of hand with you girls!"

	 

	"Yes," both girls replied with Suzie adding a 'Sir'. "But I am going to get things back as they should be."

	 

	"Yes Sir," Suzie curtsied.

	 

	"Yes Harvey," Marie eagerly agreed.

	 

	Harvey sat back down at the table and both the girls held their breaths until he began eating again. The storm was over and they both eyed each other as if to say: 'wow, we must not let that happen again.'

	 

	Yet as his master and Mistress ate in silence Oliver knew he couldn't go on like this, endlessly humiliated before his wife, forced to be a maid, to demean himself for the will of others, but never be satisfied himself.

	 

	It was time for the nuclear option. The plan he was hoping he would never have to enact, but at least it would finally free him. He would explain that he was really a man, Marie's husband and a role playing game had gone too far. The moment a real man like Mister Rowlands knew the truth about the maid he would fly out of the house. He wouldn't want to be around a man dressed as a girl. It would be excruciatingly embarrassing but at least this plan would free him.

	 

	The bottle rocked on the tray as Oliver approached the table, trying to balance on the high heels. "Erm, Sir. Er, there is something you need to know."

	 

	Marie dropped her cutlery with a clatter as she realised what the fool was going to do. This would end her dream life style. “Don't do it," Marie pleaded. "Please. Suzie!"

	 

	Harvey waved a hand at the maid. "I have heard enough from you. Shut it."

	 

	With big round eyes the maid looked at the Mistress of the house entreating her to explain the situation. Marie shook her head, but Oliver nodded his and Marie knew she had to tell him at some stage.

	 

	"May I just add one tiny little thing, Harvey dear, please Sir?" Marie appealed to her Master. She realised it had to end soon, all good things do. She felt like Christmas day was about to end. The maid would go back to being boring irritating Oliver, the man in her life would leave. But it had to happen sometime.

	 

	Harvey shook his head, "go on and be quick about it."

	 

	Marie sipped her wine and saw she had emptied her glass. She held it out blindly to the maid knowing that it would be filled - and it was.

	 

	"It's just that Suzie isn't all she appears," she forced a giggle to cover her embarrassment. Despite her chagrin at losing her lifestyle it did seem amusing to humiliate Oliver like this.

	 

	For his part Oliver felt a wave of relief, at last all was to be revealed. The end was in sight.

	 

	"Well she appears to be an incompetent tramp and she acts like an incompetent tramp so what are you telling me, that really she is an efficient maid?"

	 

	Marie laughed and doubled her efforts to tell him. "No silly, she certainly isn't that. It's just that Suzie isn't really Suzie. She is Oliver my maid, I mean," she giggled again, "she is my husband, Suzie."

	 

	"What?" Harvey leaned back in his seat, "I can see that I am going to have to limit the amount of alcohol you are getting down your neck."

	 

	Oliver curtsied, "if it pleases Sir may I ...'

	 

	"No it doesn't please me! Go get your arse into the corner and keep your mouth shut!"

	 

	Suzie curtsied, placed the tray carefully on the table and with a worried look at his wife departed for the corner.

	 

	"Nose against the wall!"

	 

	Oliver did so, pressing it tightly so he wouldn't be admonished again.

	 

	"Look," Marie tried again. "Me and Oliver, my husband, we were playing a game. Well we weren't playing it, he was. He pretends to be my maid and .."

	 

	"Is he gay?"

	 

	"No of course not," laughed Marie before looking seriously at her maid attired husband, "at least I don't think so. Anyway. He was dressed up and you came along. And well one thing led to another and, well, here we are."

	 

	Harvey shook his head. "What you're telling me is that this sorry incompetent maid is actually your spouse?"

	 

	She smiled and nodded. "I know it sounds crazy but.."

	 

	"Slut get your arse over here now!"

	 

	Oliver wriggled back to the table with a curtsey. At least this was nearly over, he would be free in minutes. The plan was working just as he hoped.

	 

	"Show me your cock."

	 

	How could he be so crude? Oliver asked himself but he dutifully raised his skirt and Harvey pulled back the frilly pink panties to reveal the unforgiving metal cage.

	 

	"What the hell is that?"

	 

	Marie laughed at her husband's discomfiture, "it's a male chastity belt. It gives him a kick to wear it." "Get it off maid!" barked the greying man.

	 

	"He can't," Marie added quickly. "I have the key. He gets a buzz from someone being in charge of his, er, thingie."

	 

	Harvey released the elastic of the knickers so they painfully snapped back against Oliver's thigh. He sat back shaking his head. "I have seen everything now!"

	 

	Oliver let the silence unfold and then quietly suggested, "so if you don't mind I would like to go upstairs and get changed."

	 

	Harvey tapped his fingers on the table.

	 

	Marie leaned forwards studying Harvey closely trying to gauge his reaction. "I could go and get the key. I've hidden it."

	 

	Harvey continued to drum his fingers. "Both of you keep your holes shut." They did.

	 

	Every so often Harvey stopped drumming his fingers and would furrow his brow. He then would repeat the drumming sound, his eyes staring off into middle distance.

	 

	Finally he looked Oliver up and down, taking in the complete maid's attire.

	 

	Oliver held his breath not understanding why Mister Rowlands hadn't simply fled when he heard the truth.

	 

	The master of the house looked to Marie, "fetch the key to his thing down there," he waved a hand airily at Oliver's groin.

	 

	Oliver's shoulders relaxed. He would be free at last, he knew his plan would work out.

	 

	Marie rose unsteadily to her feet. She put her hand under her short dress, into her knickers and fished out a pair of small gold keys.

	 

	Oliver looked on in amazement.

	 

	"I knew you weren't allowed to look down there. Sorry Suzie," Suzie smiled.

	 

	Harvey laughed, "you'll never stop me sticking my hand in your knickers. Now as for you," he turned back to Oliver. "Well you were a lousy husband."

	 

	Oliver curtsied before he could stop himself. "Yes Sir. But I can improve."

	 

	Harvey jabbed a finger at Marie, "you were way too soft with your wife. She needs a good spanking once a day."

	 

	"Harvey!" Marie protested in horror.

	 

	"Which she'll get right now if she doesn't keep her mouth shut."

	 

	Marie closed her mouth and sunk back into her seat.

	 

	"As for you," Harvey continued to the fidgeting maid, "you are a problem."

	 

	"Yes I know, but I can't help feeling it would be better if I went upstairs and changed so..."

	 

	"Keep it shut," Harvey wagged a finger and glared with his cold eyes until Oliver curtsied. "I have told you before about thinking. It isn't allowed. Now you are a problem because you signed a contract with me to be a maid."

	 

	"I know Sir, but I am happy to ..."

	 

	"If word ever got out that I tore up a contract I could never do business again."

	 

	The room fell silent.

	 

	Harvey stood up towering over Oliver who held onto the hem of his short dress for comfort.

	 

	"So here's what's going to happen. You will remain the maid in order to complete your contract which will be reviewed one year from the date of signing."

	 

	Oliver's mouth drooped, "but one year is..."

	 

	Harvey looked back at the cute little brunette at the head of the table and smiled at her. She coyly returned the smile. "I will remain here as head of the household for that time."

	 

	Marie's smile warmed into a blush that formed a glow inside her. She knew he would sort it all out.

	 

	Harvey held out his hand, "but the master has the keys to the household."

	 

	Marie skipped around the table to hand her master the keys to Oliver's chastity belt.

	 

	Harvey held them up before Oliver's shocked face. "Now sissy, maids have treats from time to time. But treats are earned."

	 

	Oliver groaned. This couldn't be happening.

	 

	"Did I hear something Suzie?" Harvey asked his mouth widening.

	 

	"No Sir," Suzie curtsied neatly.

	 

	"Good. I don't expect to hear a word from you unless you're spoken to. I know who you are now. I have double the power over you I had before. I can see now why you wouldn't want this to get to court. You would never live it down. It would be in all the newspapers. All your friends and family would know. I have got you under full control," he tinkled the keys, "for a year and that is how it will be."

	 

	"Yes Sir," Suzie curtsied.

	 

	"Tomorrow I'll get a friend of mine around here. He is an architect. We'll convert the upstairs of the garage to a maid's quarters. I don't see why I should have to put up with you in my home once you've finished your chores."

	 

	"No Sir," Suzie had her eyes closed, her mind swimming in total defeat.

	 

	"So once the conversion has been finished then you'll move out of here."

	 

	Oliver shifted in his heels and nodded. He was caught fast in the web he had woven.

	 

	"If I must Sir. Yes Sir."

	 

	"Yes you must." Mister Rowlands growled. “Yes you must!"
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	When the phone rang Suzie made an initial effort to answer it.

	 

	Answering the phone had become a part of her duties now. Mister Rowland had her say "Marie Coldwell's residence, how may I help you?" Of course Coldwell was Marie's maiden name and Oliver could see the smirk on Mister Rowland's face whenever he said it. If only he knew how upsetting it was for him to have to use her maiden name like that.

	 

	If he didn't answer in three rings then he had six more canings added to his daily toll. However Oliver had some difficulty in reaching the phone right now.

	 

	There he was on all fours on his bed in his pink maid's outfit. This one had more fluffed out petticoats so the skirt hem splayed out further than the others. In the past it had been the outfit he wore most when he felt like playing with himself as it was so humiliatingly sexy that it hit all the right buttons.

	 

	Now he just felt mortified in it. He was splayed out on the command of Mister Rowlands, with his back arched so the matching pink ruffled panties were high on display. He gawped as in the wardrobe mirror he saw the reflection of Marie as she pulled the rubber gloves on.

	 

	"Smear her hole with the Vaseline," Mister Rowland barked at her.

	 

	Giggling with embarrassment Marie knelt on the bed and pushed her hand down the back of his panties before rubbing the cold wet compound into his anus.

	 

	Oliver moaned, shivering at its icy nature on his hot backside.

	 

	"Look at the tramp," Mister Rowlands scowled. “Already enjoying it."

	 

	The phone continued to ring.

	 

	Marie guffawed. “Oh don't be nasty Harvey, she is only doing as she is told."

	 

	Harvey grabbed the receiver and thrust it into Oliver's face. The maid looked up at him wide eyed in astonishment wondering what to do but when he saw Mister Rowland's face darken he gasped and said in a squeaky voice:

	 

	"Marie Coldwell's residence, how may I help you?"

	 

	"Aiden. Harvey around?"

	 

	"Oooooh."

	 

	Marie's greased finger had slid into his bottom up to her first knuckle.

	 

	She also squealed and quickly slid it out.

	 

	Oliver swallowed trying to get back control. "Yes Sir he is. One moment please. It is for you Sir," he looked up to Mister Rowlands who grabbed the receiver back.

	 

	“Yeh? Ah Aiden. Yeh got a job for you." He cupped his hand over the receiver and lowered his voice. “Just make her beg to be fucked, and if she pleases you then push your finger in. But do not, listen do not, move it around or do anything until I tell you got it?"

	 

	Marie swallowed a 'yes Sir.'

	 

	They watched Harvey walk out of the room. “Listen Aiden you old bastard. I need a room fitted over a garage. It will need its own en suite and some sort of kitchen ..."

	 

	That was all Oliver heard as his wife had now bent down to speak softly into his ear. "You heard the master of the house. Beg to be fucked you little tramp.”

	 

	Not able to look her in the eyes Oliver pleaded with her, “please just do it. Let's get it over and done with before he gets back."

	 

	She kissed his cheek, "now do you want me to tell him what you just said? You know what he is like. Anyways, you said you wanted to cum."

	 

	He groaned and said petulantly, “Mister Rowlands said I could cum if I made a good job of cleaning all the bathrooms!”

	 

	“I know. But he reckons you will be able to cum like this."

	 

	"But I thought he was going to remove the chastity cage."

	 

	“I gave up a long time ago trying to predict what Harvey was going to do. But maybe he is right. Sounds crazy to me, but maybe you can cum like this. So just behave."

	 

	He leaned forward collapsing his arms so they were folded under his face. “This is just so humiliating Miss."

	 

	"I think if my little maid wants to cum she should make the most of her opportunity. Do you want to beg when he gets back?"

	 

	He looked at the door wrinkling his nose. “Not really. Oh this is just horrible." He swallowed and said quietly, "Please Miss will you fuck me?"

	 

	She knelt back shaking her head. “Oh dear. I don't think that's right. Can't you put more into it?"

	 

	"Miss!"

	 

	She shrugged, “not my idea little maid.”

	 

	Closing his eyes he began, "oh please Miss will you fuck me, I mean really fuck me."

	 

	After a long moment of silence she put her warm cheek up next to his. “Suzie. If you want me to do this then you will have to be really good for me. Harvey thinks I cannot handle you. Come on girl make it good, really go for it. Be a hot slut for me."

	 

	He nodded, closed his eyes and gave it his all. "Oh please, please kind Miss, please will you fuck your maid. I am so much in need. I really need it. Oh please do it. Pretty please, pretty please. I will do anything to have you fuck me."

	 

	The finger drove in its full length and Oliver emitted a long satisfying ooooh. No one had ever done that before. He had experimented with a butt plug once but this was different, someone else was in charge.

	 

	"That's my girl," bellowed Mister Rowlands on his return before laughing. “She sounded like a real hot bitch."

	 

	Giggling, Marie thanked him. “All because of your advice kind Sir."

	 

	"Now move it in and out, slowly. The way I fuck you when we first start."

	 

	Oliver felt the finger pulling back out of his hole and instinctively tried to grip it and hold it in place. He didn't want to feel empty down there. But the lubricant made it impossible to prevent her sliding her digit all the way out.

	 

	The maid wriggled her bottom expectantly but nothing happened. Her brain was marinating in sub space. She just wanted to rub herself and cum but even as far gone as she was she knew the cage would prevent her.

	 

	He felt Marie's sweet breath on his face. “Come on baby, say it again. Keep going."

	 

	Feeling like weeping he continued. “Please Miss. Do I have to keep saying it?"

	 

	Marie glanced up at her grey haired lover and knowing she impressed him. “Oh yes Suzie. All the time. If you stop then I stop."

	 

	Mister Rowlands raised his eyebrows nodding approvingly.

	 

	"Oh please yes, yes. Please fuck me," Oliver felt the finger pressed on his anus again. “Oh yes, oh please, please, please. Please fuck me ..." A trapdoor trigged in his brain, words now poured out like a font. He felt her finger driving in and out of him as he maintained his hoarse pleading revelling in the submission.

	 

	From miles away he could hear Mister Rowlands say, "now crook your finger and about an inch or so in, maybe three inches tops. You should feel a bump."

	 

	Marie was staggered at hearing her maid wildly imploring her to continue fucking him, so much so she hardly heard her lover's words.

	 

	"You got it Marie?"

	 

	"Yes, I have, I think."

	 

	Ok now massage it, just fuck his hole the way I fuck you. Really quickly. Give it to her."

	 

	Marie set about fucking her husband until suddenly he arched his back and squealed like a little girl. She could tell from his pumping his hips he was coming...and coming .... And coming!

	 

	Leaning over her husband she couldn't believe she had achieved that. Under Harvey's guidance she had controlled him, made him beg to be fucked and then fucked him until he came. She pulled her finger out to settle back on her knees in a state of shock. A cosmic change had taken place right here in their bedroom. She was a powerful controlling woman. She had become truly Mistress of the house.

	 

	Oliver slid forward on the bed so his head dangled forward, his anus feeling vacant. Empty. His panties were soaking. He was so sleepy the slap on his arse caused him to jump off the bed.

	 

	"Get your fat arse out of here. You master and Mistress have business to attend to."

	 

	In shock and in his sopping panties and pink flouncy maid's attire Oliver fled from the room just as he heard Mister Rowlands say, “Right babe let's reward you and show you how it feels to be on the receiving end."

	 

	Even after Oliver closed their bedroom door behind him he could hear his wife giggling before gasping out loud just the way he had only moments before. Then he could hear the words he had only just spoken. “Oh yes, please, please fuck me. Fuck your girl."

	 

	Deep down Oliver knew he must have been screwing Marie by now but the full knowledge of it shook him.

	 

	Humiliated, devastated but strangely aroused and content Oliver dashed along the landing to his room where he threw himself onto his bed, gently stroking his chastity belt. It was still drenched from what had just occurred.

	 

	He closed his eyes and sleepily chanted, "oh please fuck me, please fuck your bitch," until he slipped into a pleasant sleep.
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	The following morning Oliver woke in his silk nightie half dreaming of Marie fingering his hole. He smiled, closing his eyes, attempting to reignite the dream but sleep was already swimming away from his head and the fear of being late serving breakfast galvanised him into clambering out of bed.

	 

	He sat up and looked in surprise at a pink tube on his dresser. It was lying on top of a handwritten note with a huge smiley face at the bottom. He recognised Marie's writing immediately. Snatching up he was fearful of its instructions.

	 

	'Hey my bitch, some cream to help you.' He stopped reading and shook his head at 'my bitch', what was she thinking? Then he squirmed as he recalled the memory of what had occurred. His dick immediately expanded to fill its unforgiving cage. He read on. "Smear it all over your body from hair line down and you won't have to shave for weeks, maybe months." That was followed by the smiley face.

	 

	Could he really remove his hair for that length of time? He read the words on the pink tube: for sensitive skin, apply before bathing.

	 

	By the time he left the hot shower and dried himself in the steamy bathroom its effects were apparent. The towel slid over his smooth legs. It was a gorgeous sensation, quite sensual. A thought rolled into his mind: girls are so lucky.

	 

	His stockings and panties joyfully glided up his limbs, and the now he could feel the basque's silkiness flat against his skin. By the time he pulled his black maid's dress over his head he had to sit down with dizzy shock. Cum dribbled between his legs, he rubbed his groin gently as he imagined a woman would and lay back on his bed in a wondrous swoon. He required a whole new plan to talk his wife into playing with him again.

	 

	It was then from down the hall he heard their alarm clock chiming. He gulped. He would not Iwant to be late with their breakfasts. He muttered 'Oh my God' before fleeing downstairs.

	 

	All through breakfast he remained docilely in the kitchen daydreaming of Marie fingering him again. How could he broach the subject with her? She would surely want to forget her participation as she could be very prudish about sex, especially about him dressing like this. In fact he knew it gave her the shivers.

	 

	"Get your fat arse out here."

	 

	Oliver sighed. Couldn't Mister Harvey just summon him politely?

	 

	He sped as fast as his heels would allow into the hallway. "Yes Sir?"

	 

	Marie was helping her lover on with his jacket, he hardly even glanced at the maid. "I want no nonsense from you when I am out, got it maid?"

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	"Marie's going to make a list of chores. Helps your bird brain know what needs to be done and when. Don't mess it up!"

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	He then turned to Marie and gripped her shoulders. "And who is going to keep an eye on you when I am gone?"

	 

	Marie giggled, stood on her toes and kissed him. "Better hurry back then Sir."

	 

	As soon as Marie saw the car drive away she slammed the front door and looked at her maid with her head slightly bowed and her eyes dancing with mischief. “So what are you and I going to do after Joanna has been?"

	 

	“Joanna Miss?"

	 

	She shook her head, "oh don't worry about her. Later this morning. I will tell you." She stood nose to nose to Suzie barely able to prevent herself squealing with laughter. "I will tell you what you will do. You will put on your pinks maid's outfit and then, my bitch, you hear that, my bitch will get on all fours on my bed and ..."

	 

	Oliver covered his gaping mouth with his hands. Had he heard her right? He was wondering how to broach the subject and here was Marie deciding it was what they were going to do. No need for one of his plans!

	 

	The moment was broken by the doorbell. Marie winced and shook her head at her maid. "Joanna! His idea of course." She put on a brave smile. "So as soon as she is gone we can play around until Harvey, or Mister Rowlands to you, gets back. How does that sound?"

	 

	"Erm shall I hide upstairs until Joanna has gone."

	 

	"Nooooo silly! She is here for you."

	 

	Joanna was in her early twenties, masses of styled hair, sprayed orange and even more girly than Marie. Wearing a devastatingly sexy dark hot pants suit with knee length boots she looked like she ought to be standing next to a lamppost with a rate card.

	 

	Joanna dropped a small case on the carpet and took in Oliver from heels to hair. "Oh my god is that really a guy?" She chuckled as the maid brought her hands over her face. How many more people were going to know about this?

	 

	Marie took her by the arm. "Be gentle now she is only just learning about herself. Suzie don't hide your pretty face like that. Joanna has come all the way from town to sort out your hair and show you how to do your make up."

	 

	Oliver felt tears sting his eyes. "I don't want my hair sorted!"

	 

	Joanna pursed her lips. "Believe me darling you do. That wig looks like it has been in a fight with a badger, and lost!"

	 

	Marie giggled. “I was thinking hair extensions."

	 

	"Oh my yes! I think she will need a ton of them. Then maybe a nice bob to go with her pretty features."

	 

	The two women looked at each other, grinned and said in chorus: "Blonde!"

	 

	They thought this hilarious.

	 

	Marie ventured, “Californian blond?"

	 

	"Oh my no," Joanna announced. “It has to be strawberry blond, or maybe strawberry blond high lights. Let's get to work so we can find out. I do love a blank page to work on!"

	 

	Oliver tried his best plaintive look in Marie's direction but she and Joanna had become a buzz of purposeful energy.

	 

	"Now come on Suzie you don't want Harvey to know you had to be encouraged to carry out his instructions do you?"

	 

	"No miss." Oliver emitted a long sigh. When on earth would he have time to think of a plan to get himself out of this scrape?
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	Just over two hours later whilst the endlessly chatty Joanna was being shown out of the door by Marie, Oliver studied himself in the hallway mirror. The blond bob did indeed have strawberry hints, neatly framing his girlish face. The makeup was far more subtle than he had ever tried. The lips were still pink but with a light foundation and bluish green eyeshade that made him appear far more feminine. Sort of sexy sweet. He knew that if any man saw such a girl in a nightclub then they would make a bee line for her. He ran his nail varnished finger over the shaped eyebrows and a tremor of fear spiked through his tummy.

	 

	It was getting harder and harder for him to work out a plan to resume being Oliver. He pushed his hair into place, knowing he would hate to destroy Joanna's work of art. Not least because of the agony he had endured with the painful extensions and hot dryers.

	 

	"Look at you!"

	 

	Having closed the door Marie walked towards him with a huge grin. "Just look at you. Now quick upstairs. Get into your pink maid's outfit and then into our bedroom. I'll get a chilled bottle of white wine. This will be sooooo hot!"

	 

	Watching Marie's cute bottom rolling in her tight jeans made Oliver's dick twitch. This was seventh heaven. There was something deliciously naughty about doing all this whilst the master of the house was at work.

	 

	"Yes Miss," he called out and was about to dash upstairs when he remembered his heels so climbed carefully up to his room.

	 

	By the time he was on all fours on their bed in his pink maid's outfit he was delirious with sexual longing. Every movement, no matter how slight, trigged electric buzzes through his body. His entire maid's outfit and underwear with its slick satin and silk sheens engendered tingling frills for his super smooth skin.

	 

	Arriving with a pair of rubber gloves and a tube of lubricant Marie gushed: "won't this be amazing? No men to tell us what to do." She giggled. "Just left to our own devices!"

	 

	Oliver glanced up from beneath his blond bob and breathlessly answered, "Oh yes Miss."

	 

	"Oh yes Miss indeed," she repeated snapping on the gloves. "And what should my little tramp be begging for?"

	 

	"Oh yes. Er. Please fuck me Miss. Please take me."

	 

	She skirted the fluid over her finger and slipped her hand down inside his knickers. He immediately felt the cold lube on his rectum. "OOooo."

	 

	Giggling Marie leaned close to his ear. "I think my little maid had better beg better than that if she wants something, don't you?"

	 

	"Oh my god yes. Yes. Yes please fuck me. Please Miss oh please fuck me hard. Please penetrate me."

	 

	With a long kiss on his cheek Marie said "keep it up tramp, nice and loud so I can hear."

	 

	Oliver maintained his begging and pleading until his mind floated out of his body. His pleadings could have been words from someone else, some hot slut of a girl who needed a good fucking. He felt the finger slide into his anus and tried to grip it to stop her pulling out. He soon discovered her finger was too greasy for him to take control. He would have to crouch down, pushing back when he could. The Mistress of the house was in control.

	 

	He felt precum dribbling into his silk panties. “Oh my god please, yes, yes, yes."

	 

	Marie was determined to make him beg for as long as she could. This was such an aphrodisiac. Total control over her cute, blond, maid. Making her beg the way Harvey made her beg. Her panties inside her jeans were sopping and she used her free ungloved hand to rub at her groin around her zip.

	 

	Pushing back to match the rhythm of his wife's probing Oliver tried to thrust his prostate down onto her taunting finger. She was too quick for him, always sliding out before he could manage to force her to milk him. Suddenly his anus was empty. No finger. “Please Miss, fuck your trampy maid,” he breathlessly beseeched his Mistress. But nothing.

	 

	Suddenly a loud slap on his pantied bum. “Get up quick you tramp!"

	 

	As if half asleep the maid curled up with her own hand stroking ineffectually between her legs.

	 

	"Maid!" Marie was so frantic Oliver found himself woken from his dreams to kneel up on the bed. His anxious wife was standing at the window.

	 

	“Oh my god he is back already. Bloody hell! Get out of your slutty maids outfit. He will know what we have been doing! This is so unfair! Go!"

	 

	"Yes Miss." Oliver wriggled as quickly as he could in his heels back to the bedroom where his other maid's outfits were while Marie pushed her hair into place in the mirror before hiding the gloves and tube in her top dresser drawer.

	 

	Oliver was in tears. His fists were clenched and he stamped his heels on the floor as he sat on his own single bed. How close was he? How stupid was he leaving that side gate open and allowing this dreadful man to take over their lives? He was constantly aroused and wholly unable to satisfy himself.

	 

	He heard voices downstairs and petulantly changed into his working, black maid's uniform.

	 

	It was time to make a stand. He formed a plan briskly in his mind. He would go straight downstairs, right now and confront Mister Rowlands. He would have to be brave. He would say 'now please don't shout. And I don't wish to be spanked but I think you and I and Marie must have a little talk as to where all this is going.' Yes that made sense. No point in trying to row with Mister Rowlands else he would just end up being spanked or worse. He still shivered when he thought how he was hung out on the drying line only for his wife to rescue him.

	 

	Once the dress was zipped tightly around him he made his way downstairs to the source of the voices and laughter. He rolled the plan time and time through his brain. Escape was now in reach.

	 

	The double doors to the south facing sitting room were ajar so he smoothed out his apron, tugged on his hem around his stockings and knocked the door.

	 

	"Get in girl!" Mister Rowlands barked.

	 

	Oliver clench up in fear. 'Now please don't shout', he said under his breath. 'Now please don't shout,' he repeated, an actor preparing his lines.

	 

	As he pushed open the door he announced, "now please..." And then stood mouth agape, staring at the three people in the room. Three?
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	Marie and Mister Rowlands were joined by a tall man in his late thirties with thinning hair wearing an expensive looking suit and a friendly smile. The tall man ogled Oliver from his heels to his hair and then let his eyes wander down again.

	 

	"Aiden this is our maid. Not bad eh?"

	 

	Aiden grinned. “Sex on a stick."

	 

	Mister Rowlands and Marie laughed before Mister Rowlands said, “get your arse in here girl. Don't just stand there. We need some drinks."

	 

	Marie said, "I'll have a fruit juice please."

	 

	"Na," announced Mister Rowlands. "Crack open a bottle of white wine." He glared at the nervous maid. "And make sure it is chilled. Serve it in here."

	 

	"Yes Sir," he bobbed a curtsey. This didn't seem a wise time to tell Mister Rowlands he needed to get out of their house and leave him and his wife live their own lives.

	 

	"Aiden here, and Mister Johnson to you," he warned the maid who nodded quickly, "Aiden here is going to design your accommodation over the garages. What do you say Suzie?"

	 

	Oliver curtseyed a "thank you Sir".

	 

	"If I had my way you'd just get a cage in the basement but your Mistress here says you will work harder and be more obedient if we look after you. Is that right girl?"

	 

	"Yes Sir, Thank you Sir."

	 

	"Ok fetch the bottle and Aiden can tell you his plans for you."

	 

	Soon Mister Rowlands, Marie and Aiden were sitting out on the lower patio under the sun umbrella while Oliver stood in his aching heels in the hot sunshine waiting to be told to top up the glasses.

	 

	Aiden had a pleasant deep warm voice, “so you could control the locks from inside the house. You would have web cams in every room so as soon as you saw the maid was in her new home you could lock the door."

	 

	Mister Rowlands nodded. “And the maid couldn't come out until we let her?"

	 

	"Sure. There would have to be an emergency release, just in case. But if she used it unnecessarily you could dock a day's pay or something."

	 

	The grey haired man chortled. "We know how to punish the lazy bitch, so don't worry about that. And the web cam feed would be sent to out computers here in the main house."

	 

	"Yes sure, that's no big deal. As I said you could have her place miked and simply issue instruction over the speakers."

	 

	Oliver's mouth dropped open. Oh my God. They would have control over him as if he were no more than a puppet. He would have to tell Mister Rowland's as soon as possible of his plan to leave. He would wait for the architect to go home and then start his speech.

	 

	"She will need plenty of wardrobe space." Marie said, "Those maid's dresses are very voluminous and I wouldn't want them crushed. Oh, and she would need an ironing and laundry room to do our clothes."

	 

	"Sure the garages are pretty large, there will be plenty of work space up there. Do you want entry direct from her quarters into the house or up some metal stairs at the rear of the garage?"

	 

	Marie looked beseechingly. “Inside the house Harvey. If it rains she will get her hair and dress soaked."

	 

	Aiden nodded. “Good idea but maybe a large outer door to get her furniture into her flat without it coming through the main house.”

	 

	Mister Rowlands bellowed, “Great. You hear that Marie? We have Suzie all safe, secure and locked down when we are in bed. We will always know exactly where the little tramp is." He then turned his gaze on the fearful maid. "You fetch us another bottle. I want to hear all the details here.

	 

	Aiden will stay the night in the guest room at the front of the house so make sure it is prepared."

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver bobbed well aware that Aiden, or Mister Thompson as he had to call him, kept his eyes on Oliver's legs through most of the chatting.

	 

	As Oliver made to go back to the house via the patio doors he put an extra wriggle in his walk knowing it would be appreciated by the nice Mister Thompson.
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	At the dinner that evening Oliver enjoyed a frisson of excitement from the attention of Mister Thompson. The more he posed the more the architect ravenously soaked up his body and legs.

	 

	Bottles of wine flowed, red Rioja to go with the lamb Oliver had cooked, until everyone around the table was relaxed and drunk.

	 

	Oliver himself was getting carried away, often forgetting his aching heels, his horny dick and his prized plan. He simpered to everyone - until it all went wrong.

	 

	As Oliver poured wine into Mister Rowland's crystal glass Aiden smiled at him. Perhaps it was his attempt to return he smile, maybe it was just the act of raising his eyes. Whatever the reason, as Oliver bent forward he spilled red wine onto the table cloth, right in front of the master of the house.

	 

	The laughter stopped and a claustrophobic silence filled the room.

	 

	Swallowing hard Oliver tried a bob and a breathless apology but the words caught in his throat. All eyes were on Mister Rowlands. Oliver held his breath, his mind now totally blank with fear.

	 

	When Mister Rowlands finally spoke the words were so quiet they could be barely heard. "Stupid bitch."

	 

	"Sorry, Sir, truly I am. Shall I get a cloth? A fresh glass?"

	 

	The master of the house's eyes were sheer icy blue when they glared up at the maid. Oliver felt his knees shake. If he could have fainted he would have. Anything to escape this fear.

	 

	"You want to embarrass me in front of my friends?"

	 

	Oliver's eyes blurred with tears. "No Sir, no Sir. I am really stupid. Please let me clean it up." He added a plaintive "please."

	 

	"Get the tawse from your room. Fast!"

	 

	"Yes Sir, yes Sir!"

	 

	Moments later Oliver was sniffling over one of the dining room chairs his tight white panties with the twin lines of frills on display to everyone in the room.

	 

	Mister Rowlands stood next to the maid's head to tilt up her chin with his fingers. “Good girl for apologising so profusely. I do believe I can train even a stupid blond like yourself.”

	 

	"Yes Sir, thank you Sir," Oliver said quickly.

	 

	"So I will only give you six of the best. How does that sound?"

	 

	"I am most grateful Sir, thank you Sir."

	 

	As he felt Mister Rowland's hand press down on the small of his back he held his breath.

	 

	Thawk.

	 

	Oliver yowled. "Oh my God."

	 

	Whack.

	 

	"Yowl!"

	 

	Both stings were across the centre of his arse.

	 

	A loud stinging slap and Oliver tried to stand but the hand pressed firmly down keeping him in position.

	 

	The maid stamped her heels. "Oh Sir it really hurts."

	 

	"You complaining bitch?"

	 

	"Oh no Sir, no, no."

	 

	Whack."

	 

	"0000000H”

	 

	The final assault was just below the buttocks on the tops of his thighs.

	 

	"Stand up."

	 

	The maid rose pushing down her skirt hem which had been caught in the petticoats.

	 

	"Good girl."

	 

	Mister Thompson stood up and came around the table to them. “Quite a show Harvey. I like it.”

	 

	"Got a keep an eye on them,” grinned Mister Rowlands.

	 

	The architect placed his palm gently under Oliver's chin and used his thumb to wipe away the tears. "And aren't you the sexiest girl in the world?"

	 

	Despite his bottom which was singing in pain Oliver giggled, brightened by the nice Mister Rowlands comforting words.

	 

	"Well she hasn't got a boyfriend,” Mister Rowlands announced, grinning roguishly.

	 

	"Harvey!" Squealed Marie. “Stop it!" But even she was smiling.

	 

	"Just saying darling."

	 

	Mister Thompson smiled. “Is that right cuteness?"

	 

	Oliver didn't know what to say. He looked to the master and Mistress for guidance. Mister Rowlands was ready to burst out laughing and Marie's eyes were wide with amusement.

	 

	"Lost for words eh?" Mister Thompson asked.

	 

	Mister Rowlands laughed. “Well if she talks too much I send her to get her ball gag."

	 

	The architect nodded. "Maybe you and I could get to know each other eh?”

	 

	Oliver felt his knees knocking. Why didn't they put a stop to this? Though part of him was revelling in this attention. A real man finding him sexily attractive.

	 

	Mister Rowlands sipped his wine from the glass that was still brimming. “Of course there's something you need to know."

	 

	"Oh?"

	 

	"Well she can't have kids for one."

	 

	"Aw. well was thinking more of dinner in town than starting a family right here."

	 

	"Yeh sure. And, how do I put this." Rowlands guffawed, his body shaking with laughter. "She is a he. That was Marie's husband until I sorted him out."

	 

	Oliver's legs gave out and he slumped onto the dining room chair over which he had been punished.

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"You've got it. The pansy liked dressing a as maid so you know how kind I am. I let him do it. In return I shag his wife all day. Everyone's a winner.”

	 

	A dark heavy cloud descended. The silence was icy.

	 

	"Tell me this is a joke Suzie," Mister Thompson demanded.

	 

	Suzie could barely meet his eyes. This was awful. Why were they so cruel to him? He dashed from the room in tears.

	 

	Standing in the kitchen staring out of the window into the dusk Oliver felt his entire body shake.

	 

	Suddenly Mister Thompson was in the room hurtling towards the maid who defensively backed flat up against the wall near the cooker knocking a calendar onto the floor.

	 

	Daring not to look him in the eyes Oliver could see the man had his fists clenched so tight the knuckles were bluish white. His heart thumped like a hammer.

	 

	The architect spoke slowly, trying hard to control himself. "You some gay boy then?"

	 

	"N-n-n no Sir."

	 

	“But Harvey was right? You are a guy under all that?"

	 

	"Erm, y-y-yes SSSir."

	 

	"I should knock your fucking head off for winding me like that."

	 

	"I am sorry Sir, I really didn't mean ..."

	 

	"Shut that cock sucking hole of yours. Spare me the crap. You make me sick."

	 

	"Yes Sir, sorry Sir. Oh please Sir don't hurt me." Oliver threw his head into his hands and wailed like a child. Never had he felt such fear nor being so helpless.

	 

	Marie arrived, "what is going on? Don't you upset her!"

	 

	Mister Thompson stepped back. “No one's getting hurt here. Just making a point with the gay boy. I'll sort out the measurements and some early drawings tomorrow morning and be gone by lunch."

	 

	Mister Rowlands spoke from the hallway behind Marie. Oliver had never heard him sounding so contrite. "Yeh you do that. Listen I was just fooling around. Too much wine Aiden. Appreciated. Hey, come and get a scotch, I think we could both do with one. Leave the girls sort it."

	 

	As soon as they left Marie hugged the sobbing maid whispering. “There, there. Don't worry. Guys get like that. He won't hurt you. Too much to drink that's all."

	 

	"I thought he was going to kill me.”

	 

	"No. Guys don't like being second best. Harvey played a silly prank and it all got out of hand. "She kissed the maid's forehead. "Why not have an early night? I'll tell Harvey you will sort the dishes and the table in the morning. How does that sound?"

	 

	Wiping the tears with back of his hand Oliver smiled and kissed her back on her cheek. “Thank you Marie."

	 

	Marie ruffled the maid's blond bob. "Mistress or Miss silly! You don't want to cause any more trouble with Harvey do you? Always Miss from now on ok?"

	 

	Oliver smiled and sniffed a “yes Miss. Thank you Miss."

	 

	"Right off to bed and set your alarm early to sort this mess out before the guys get downstairs.

	 

	"Yes Miss." Oliver fled through the hall and up the stairs as fast as the heels would allow.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	5.

	 

	The next morning Oliver hid in the kitchen whilst they had breakfast. There was no point in coming up with any plans until he get time to think. Right now the very presence of Mister Thompson in the house made him frightened. The bell only rang twice, once for more toast and then for fresh coffee. On both occasions Oliver kept his eyes down and sped in and out of the breakfast room as speedily as possible.

	 

	It was when he was stacking the dishwasher that he heard Marie's heels on the tiled floor.

	 

	She looked stunning in a short flared red skirt and cream top with three inch sandal heels.

	 

	"Yes Miss?"

	 

	She took hold of his hands and gave a tug bringing him up on to his own heels.

	 

	"Now I want you to be brave."

	 

	Oliver was worried. “Yes Miss?"

	 

	"For some reason known best to him Harvey wants to take me into his office and show me off. Then we are going out to lunch with his colleagues."

	 

	"You cannot leave me with Mister Thompson! He will hurt me!"

	 

	"No, no he won't. He has cooled down. Just stay out from under his feet. You have a pile of ironing to do and you can vacuum all of upstairs while Aiden sorts out his measurements. I bet he won't take long."

	 

	"But Miss..."

	 

	"Hey honey get your cute arse out here we need to make a move."

	 

	"Yes Harvey. Be out now." She kissed Oliver's cheek. "Just be brave and remember men don't want to be challenged."

	 

	"But I don't, I ..."

	 

	"I know you won't challenge a man babe. Just saying."

	 

	With that she was gone.

	 

	Moments later he heard the Mercedes grinding over the gravel and house fell silent. He was trapped with that horrible thug of a man.

	 

	When setting up the ironing board in the laundry room he heard cupboard doors slamming in the kitchen. He held his breath. Then drawers being rattled impatiently. He peeked in and saw an aggravated Mister Thompson checking in every cupboard. Before Oliver could duck out of sight he was spotted by the architect.

	 

	"Listen I need a coffee. Where are the mugs?"

	 

	Oliver swallowed. "In the cupboard next to the cooker." He wondered if he should add a 'Sir' but decided against it.

	 

	Mister Thompson fished out a large mug. “And the coffee?"

	 

	"In the pantry cupboard."

	 

	The man glared at him supressing a grin. “Yeh? And which cupboard is that? There are like a hundred cupboards here."

	 

	Oliver cursed himself for being an idiot in this man's eyes. Though being laughed at was better than being threatened. "Sorry Sir. Next to the fridge, there on the right Sir."

	 

	Mister Thompson held up the jar of instant coffee and pulled a face. "This isn't the coffee you made for us this morning."

	 

	"Oh no Sir. That was fresh filtered. Erm, er, shall I make you some?"

	 

	Dropping the jar on the counter he marched away. "Yeh. Bring it into the dining room."

	 

	"Yes Sir, or course Sir."

	 

	As soon as he left, the maid slumped in the doorway with relief. Thank god for that!

	 

	Whilst the coffee machine went through its noisy motions he was able to iron three of Mister Rowland's shirts and hang them up with one of his suits.

	 

	Not wishing to use the awful thick white mug Mister Thompson had got out for himself Oliver found one of the nice white china coffee cups and saucers. He took a small jug of cream and carried the tray into the dining room.

	 

	Mister Thompson was stood in shirt sleeves, crouched over a large floor plan of the house laid out over the dinner table.

	 

	"Put it there," he said indicating a space on the table but without looking up.

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	He rested the tray on the edge of the table while he laid out the coffee and cream as far from the precious looking drawings as he could.

	 

	He swallowed, "will there be anything else Sir?"

	 

	"No. leave me in peace."

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	Hurrying for the door Oliver was hauled up short.

	 

	"Wait."

	 

	Feeling his shoulders rise in trepidation he turned around. "Yes Sir?

	 

	Mister Thompson stood up and scratched his beard. Oliver reckoned he was the sort of guy who might have to shave a couple of times a day.

	 

	“Last night. Maybe I shouldn't have got so riled."

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	"But I don't get why you do this. It's crazy. Harvey out there showing off your wife as if she is his own woman. You getting spanked and ordered around in here."

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	Throwing the pencil down onto the table Mister Thompson scowled. “Don't give me this 'yes Sir' business."

	 

	"No Sir." The maid gasped putting up a pink finger nailed hand over her mouth. “Sorry Sir."

	 

	"You should have told me. That's all I am saying."

	 

	The maid's eyes grew as large as those of an owl. "Sir I am not allowed to speak. It's not my fault!"

	 

	"Eh? You blaming me?"

	 

	Oh my God. "Oh no Sir. Oh gosh. Please don't tell Mister Rowlands."

	 

	The architect's features wrinkled. "You think I need to tell him? You think I cannot punish you?"

	 

	Oliver waved his palms. "No of course not. No. I... well...I...."

	 

	"Get that tawse thingee from last night."

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"Do I have to repeat myself? Hey have you got a slipper?"

	 

	Oliver's mouth was too dry to swallow. “Erm Mister Rowlands has a pair of slippers in his bedroom."

	 

	"Bring one down now!"

	 

	Moments later a shocked maid was handing the guest his master's black slipper.

	 

	"Sir, please let me tell you how sorry I am that I didn't make it more clear to you..."

	 

	Mister Thompson sat on a chair and patted his lap. "I have wanted to do this for years."

	 

	Oliver bent himself over the man's lap. This was just so unfair!

	 

	Mister Thompson caught hold of the maid's hips and jiggled them forward until Oliver's heels were off the ground and his palms spread flat on the carpet.

	 

	"So you think I need another guy to punish a gay wimp like you?"

	 

	It seemed wise not to point out yet again that he wasn't gay. "No Sir, I am sorry."

	 

	The slipper hurt in a different way to the cane, tawse or simple palm. It seemed to impact on a huge area of Oliver's arse. Each blow walloped more pain into his forever tender bottom. Along with the pain came the total indignation. Mister Thompson wasn't the master of the house, just a guest but felt he could beat him. Secondly he event thought Oliver was gay! Dark thoughts were belted into his head by the beating. His wife now treated him like a cross between a best friend and a servant. Mister Rowlands wasn't going to ever let him go, well not until he had tired of Marie. Everything was one dreadful painful calamity and he had caused it.

	 

	When Oliver began blubbing it was like a tide gate opening. He cried and cried. Not just from the pain but also from the notion that he was trapped and couldn't do anything to resolve his situation.

	 

	When Mister Thompson finally dragged him to his heels Oliver simply slumped on the floor squealing, "It's not fair!"

	 

	"What you on about now?" the architect demanded with a laugh in his voice.

	 

	Clambering onto his knees and rubbing his appallingly stinging backside with tears cascading down his cheeks suddenly the maid rebelled. “I am not gay! I am not. And it's not my fault. Mister Rowlands is a bully. And you are a horrible bully. It's not my fault you fancied me. And it was only a game and now it has all gone wrong. I don't get a say. Everyone bullies me. I don't get a moment to myself.” He threw his face into his hands and continued his tirade through the tears. "It was only a bit of fun and now I am trapped. I hate you all!"

	 

	He felt two strong hands on his forearms and him being lifted up to sit in Mister Thompsons lap. At first he thought he was going to get another beating but Mister Thompson cuddled Suzie and kissed the top of his head. “There, there, babe. Shhhh."

	 

	Shifting on his hot sore bottom Oliver nuzzled into Mister Thompsons chest feeling his wet face dampen the man's shirt. He felt Mister Thompson's fingers under his chin pulling him up to look at Mister Thompsons face, blurred through the tears. The comforting made him feel weak, helpless and protected, it also stirred his dick into trying to swell up. Oliver's breathing grew shorter as arousal warmed up his tummy and mind.

	 

	“Look Suzie. I have a bit of a temper at times. You just upset me."

	 

	Oliver nodded in agreement, he had seen what happened when he upset him by arguing or even appearing to disagree.

	 

	"Sorry Sir. My fault."

	 

	"Well maybe a bit of mine too. Will you behave now?"

	 

	The maid nodded enthusiastically wriggling in the man's arms. "Yes Sir, I will behave, I promise."

	 

	Oliver found he had to fidget as something hard and lumpy could be felt through his thin panties. But no matter how he squirmed it seemed to get harder. He gasped realising what was stirring in Mister Thompson's trousers.

	 

	"What's a matter babe, a bit sore down there?"

	 

	Oliver giggled, "Yes Sir." He wondered if Mister Thompson was aware of what was happening inside his own pants.

	 

	A palm cupped the maid's face. “It's a shame you are not a real girl."

	 

	Oliver shrugged helplessly but wiggled a little more to see what would happen. "Sorry Sir."

	 

	"Hey. Get up!"

	 

	Oliver jumped to his feet, had Mister Thompson realised what he was doing?

	 

	The architect looked down at the bulge in his trousers, a damp patch appearing near the fly.

	 

	Oliver couldn't believe it. He had achieved that. He had given a man an erection. He had encouraged him to ooze out pre cum.

	 

	"Well one part of me doesn't give a shit as to whether you are really a girl, that's for sure."

	 

	"Yes Sir." Oliver's cheeks flushed as warm as his arse cheeks. He watched as the man leaned back in his chair with his eyes closing as he rubbed at his fly.

	 

	Having not been dismissed the maid nibbled her lips with anxiety. Surely Mister Thompson would want him out of the room, yet he hadn't been dismissed yet. He dare not invoke his wrath again.

	 

	"Get on your knees bitch."

	 

	Oliver gasped.

	 

	"I said now."

	 

	“Sir, please ... I ...”

	 

	Grabbing the back of the maid's bob Mister Thompson cruelly twisted and drove her to her knees before him. He splayed out his thighs pushing her head up to his groin. With his free hand he busied himself with his belt and trousers until his cock sprang upright inches before Oliver's astonished face.

	 

	"Sir please I don't ...”

	 

	Oliver's protests were gagged by his head being pushed down onto the hardening cock. Having opened his mouth to protest he had given the man an easy target into which to cram his member.

	 

	"Suck it tramp. Go for it. Now"

	 

	Oliver was so used to instantly complying with commands that he instantly obeyed. The man's hard probing penis pushed to the rear of Oliver's tongue making him gag and try to push away. The hand in his hair twisted painfully driving him back into position. Oliver knew he wasn't going to be released until Mister Thompson was satisfied.

	 

	Worse, what if Mister Rowlands brought Marie home early and she saw his wretched humiliation? What would Marie think of him then? With that horrific thought he knew he would have to work as quickly as he could to end this.

	 

	Every time Mister Thompson pulled his head back to the top of his cock so Oliver worked hard with his lips and tongue on the tip. Within seconds a thick oozing cum dribbled around Oliver's sucking mouth.

	 

	Only moments later he felt the cock stiffen and vibrate in his mouth, it was actually a very sensual, satisfying feeling. And then Mister Thompson exploded, shouting “take it all slut. Drink it all down."

	 

	In truth Oliver didn't have a choice. Mister Thompson at the height of his climax had forced his head right down as far his wiry dark pubic hairs so the tip of his cock sat in his throat.

	 

	The man was able to ensure Oliver swallowed every last drop as he humped noisily on the chair, driving his groin hard into Oliver's face.

	 

	As soon as he relaxed and his cock softened his breathing slowed. He saw the maid looking up at him with huge vacant eyes as if awaiting the next command. "Get out of there bitch. I don't want to see you again. Fucking gay boy. Get out!"

	 

	Oliver retreated in fear, stumbling over his heels coughing and swallowing the remnants of the almond tasting goo.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Part four

	 

	1.

	 

	For Oliver this was the final straw. He threw himself onto the bed and wept like a child, kicking his high heeled feet helplessly. How had it come to this? He was ensnared. He knew that. There was no escape and yet even when he pleased a man by humbling himself he still got shouted at. Life was just so unfair, and the misery had no end in sight.

	 

	He had fantasised about being a maid and in some dark corners of the fantasy he has indeed sucked a master's cock. But that was his fantasy. Here Oliver was having to satisfy other people's fantasies because he was only a servant to them all.

	 

	The only possible plan available swept into his brain. He would pack a case, crop off his lovely blond bob, which would be painful as he liked it so much, wash off the makeup and find some of his old clothes before leaving. He would hitchhike into town and then beg Marie to come to him and free him from the wretched chastity cage. He would promise never again to be a maid for her. She in turn would plead with Mister Rowland's not to take her husband to court. Hopefully they could restart their lives.

	 

	"Suzie."

	 

	Oliver leapt up in shock so he was sitting on the bed tugging down his hem. He had been so wrapped up in his misery and plan of escape that he hadn't heard Mister Thompson enter his bedroom.

	 

	Scuttling back up the bed the maid put up her hands, "please don't hurt me. I am sorry!"

	 

	Settling on the bed next to the distraught maid Mister Thompson put an arm around her and gave her a squeeze. “I won't hurt you babe. It's just that I am not gay..."

	 

	"Nor am I Sir!"

	 

	Mister Thompson laughed. “Girl, show me your index finger."

	 

	Wrinkling his nose in bemusement Oliver held up his pink nailed finger.

	 

	"Good, now purse your lips."

	 

	The maid pursed her lips as if she were about to kiss someone.

	 

	"Good girl, now place your finger on your lips and do not move it."

	 

	The maid did so and giggled. Having understood how silly and amusing she must look sat there like a child with a finger on her mouth the maid looked at the man with a twinkle in her eyes.

	 

	Mister Thompson kissed her forehead. “There, so maybe I can get some words out without interruption?"

	 

	Giggling Oliver nodded, fully aware it was he who couldn't get a word in edgeways with Mister Thompson.

	 

	"It seems to me girl that you are really a girl, a maid. I thought the way you served dinner last night was extraordinary. Didn't hear a word from you, everything arriving hot from the kitchen. Really efficient.”

	 

	Oliver felt his cheeks flush at the compliment and smiled behind his index finger.

	 

	"You make good coffee, you are obedient and well behaved."

	 

	Wow, Oliver felt so proud that someone noticed how good he was at performing his tasks.

	 

	"And just look at you. Sex on a stick."

	 

	Oliver's cheeks were fire engine red by now as he snuggled into the arms of Mister Thompson feeling oddly safe and protected. He knew the architect was a powerful man with a hell of a temper but here he was being so sweet and comforting. As he curled up his stockinged legs so his cock dribbled precum into his panties and he felt the full, sleepy urge to cum.

	 

	"You know. My wife wouldn't ever give blow jobs. Not ever. So I haven't had one for over ten years. Can you believe that?

	 

	Oliver could, as Marie wouldn't give him one either.

	 

	"I am divorced now, not because of the blow jobs business but we just grew apart. If she dressed like you and was as compliant as you then we would have been fine."

	 

	Oliver looked up at him hating Mister Thompson's wife. He had never met her but couldn't understand how she could be so unaccommodating to this nice Mister Thompson.

	 

	"I guess what I am saying is that, I sort of felt I ought to be angry at a guy sucking me downstairs "

	 

	Wrinkling her nose in thought the maid knew it was wise not to correct Mister Thompson by saying it was he who had forced Oliver to perform the act.

	 

	"... but you did a superb job. Like everything else you do around here." Mister Thompson ran his fingers through the maid's bob seeing the wide pink lipsticked smile under her finger and listening to her giggling and gentle sweet sounds. "Ok take the finger away but no jabbering! Got it?"

	 

	Oliver nodded, lowered his finger but kept an eye on Mister Thompson in case he exploded with rage again. "Thank you Sir," he whispered.

	 

	The architect pulled down Oliver so that they were both lying flat on the bed and pulled his arms around the maid. Oliver found his arms automatically snaking around Mister Thompson's neck as he tilted his head and closed his eyes, his mouth hanging open inciting Mister Thompson to kiss him.

	 

	Mister Thompson turned the maid onto her back and rolled on top of her so the maid felt the man's weight and his cock growing quickly again. Oliver submitted to a kiss from Mister Thompson, his body aching to acquiesce and please the strong man. He knew that it wouldn't be long before he would once again feel the gorgeous trembling hard cock in his mouth and taste the manly almondy produce.
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	"Harvey calm down."

	 

	Marie was standing in the hall still a bit tipsy from the lunch time event whilst her lover glowered at his former friend. “Aiden what the fuck are you asking?"

	 

	Mister Rowlands glared at the maid who had approached to take his jacket but was now flat against the wall shaking with fear. "This your doing bitch?”

	 

	Not knowing what to say Oliver looked down at his high heels.

	 

	Mister Thompson spoke quietly and evenly. "All I am saying Harvey is that I would like to share her. No big deal."

	 

	"You said you wanted her to stay with you overnight. A few times a week is what you said."

	 

	"Yeh. Is that such a big problem?"

	 

	Oliver and Marie heard the hot anger in both men's tones and both girls feared there would be a fight.

	 

	"She is mine got it? You go and find your own wimp to train. Suzie do something useful like take my jacket and get me a scotch. Then order a taxi for Aiden. He is leaving."

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver curtsied desperate not to upset the master of the house but determined not to look at Mister Thompson who had been so nice to her all afternoon!

	 

	As everyone went into the sitting room Oliver heard Mister Thompson plead. “Look I am not saying she isn't yours. I am just saying, asking, asking if you would want to release her a few days a week."

	 

	Mister Rowland's was furious. "Yeh? Next you'll want to take my bloody car, or my house or my bit of stuff Marie here."

	 

	Marie was being diplomatic. "Harvey, Aiden is only asking that's all. He probably wants his apartment cleaned, the laundry done."

	 

	When Oliver carried the tray with the scotch, along with a jug of water into the sitting room everyone was sat down, silent and brooding. Marie flashed the maid a look to keep quiet but Oliver knew he was too smart to try and interfere with two aggressive men having a go at each other. Even if it was about him.

	 

	Mister Rowlands spoke evenly, as if he had made up his mind. "I know how to settle this. Suzie. I have a present for you. Was going to give it to you on the weekend but now is a better time. Go up to our bedroom and you'll see a box with pink wrapping paper around it. Fetch it. Now."

	 

	"Yes Sir."

	 

	When Oliver brought the present into the room he saw the quizzical expression on Mister Thompson's face. Suzie bravely flashed a quick smile to him before putting the box on the coffee table before Mister Rowlands.

	 

	"Go on maid," Mister Rowlands said. "Open it. It's for you."

	 

	With shaking hands the maid carefully tore open the present and saw a wooden box about the size of a telephone directory but a little deeper.

	 

	"Go on," Mister Rowlands commanded. "Open that."

	 

	Oliver gulped at the contents. Sitting in a swathe of purple silk was a steel collar with a hefty padlock in the middle. He felt sick as he fingered the impregnable smooth steel with a strange rubber padding.

	 

	"There's an inscription. Take a look at it." Mister Rowland's grinned, his eyes glinting the way they do when he knows he has won.

	 

	Prising the collar out of the material Oliver saw the words engraved across the front. Half one side of the join, the other half of the letters the other side of the join. When the padlock joined the two halves then he knew what it would read. Tears stung his eyes. "Please don't Sir."

	 

	"Bring it to me bitch."

	 

	Marie shuffled forward on her chair. “Come on Harvey. She has already been through a great deal today. Let's sleep on it."

	 

	"On your knees."

	 

	Sliding down so her stockinged legs were on the carpet she looked up at the cruellest of masters with her pink lips quivering.

	 

	"Raise your chin bitch.”

	 

	As soon as Oliver complied Mister Rowlands lifted up the bob at the nape of the maid's neck and brought the cold forbidding metal hinge to the skin. Oliver felt its unrelenting strength and weight as it was sealed around at his Adam's apple by the robust lock clicking into place.

	 

	Oliver felt ill and started to sniff.

	 

	"Why don't you show Aiden your new present girl?"

	 

	Rising to her heels the maid with head bowed advanced to Mister Thompson. Their eyes met, his glowing with rage whilst hers stung with misery and sorrow.

	 

	Mister Rowland stood up. “I think a point has been made. I am off to bed. Marie get your arse to the bedroom and strip ready for your master.

	 

	Suzie get to bed I don't want to hear you crying again. Gets on my nerves. Aiden. You can stay the night and if you don't want to sort out the garage alterations then I understand."

	 

	In the safety of her bedroom the maid sat at her dressing table starting at the mirror. She had cried all the tears she could, the mascara now stained on her cheeks. She felt she would never know happiness again.

	 

	How could Mister Thompson ever love her again, even look at her again when she was wearing this collar.

	 

	Even in the reflection of the mirror the engraved words were clear and inescapable:

	 

	"Property of Mister Rowlands."

	 

	She threw her face into her hands and cried dry tears as she had no more tears to cry.
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	Oliver woke up with a headache from the previous night's weeping and a new determined plan. It all made sense. He would discuss it with Marie first and then together they would confront the brute Mister Rowlands. It would be made clear to him that this amounted to kidnapping and coercion. If he didn't want his expensive suited arse to be locked in prison for the rest of his life then he ought to apologise and do the right thing. Hopefully within minutes Oliver would have his cock released and this dreadful steel collar removed. He smiled, today would be the day of his release. He would just have to pursue his plan with courage and determination.

	 

	Showering with the collar didn't prove too difficult as the hot water ran easily between the rubber insert and the skin but drying took a while as he had to squeeze a finger wrapped in a thin towel through the gaps. He chose the usual black maid outfit and carefully applied the makeup as the hairdresser had shown him just the previous day before tiding his hair. This would be an important day to avoid punishment. He could hardly make a stand draped over Mister Rowland's lap awaiting a spanking.

	 

	Also he would have to make it clear to Mister Thompson that he could not be his plaything either. Oliver was returning to his previous life where dressing as a maid would take place on weekends and with the side gates and all doors closed and locked!

	 

	Like all of Oliver's plans it went all wrong pretty quickly.

	 

	When Marie bustled into the kitchen carrying the dirty dishes she was a girl in a hurry.

	 

	"Miss," Oliver piped up. “We must chat.”

	 

	“Oh sure, yes let's have a real natter this afternoon. Be good to catch up. Oh look at you in your collar!"

	 

	The maid blushed, her tummy tingling with mortification. She even felt a glimmer of anger though of course dared not show it. "Miss, it is just that I think we have to sit down and find a way out of this. Mister Rowlands will carry on like this forever unless we put a stop to it."

	 

	Her eyes widening with shock Marie nodded uncertainly. "Let's give it another week or so. It is what you always wanted."

	 

	Oliver stamped his high heeled foot in exasperation. "Miss! I have not had release for days..."

	 

	"I will finger you properly this afternoon," Marie smiled pleasantly as of answering all the problems.

	 

	"No, no, no." Oliver felt rattled. Why couldn't she understand? "It is time to end all this!"

	 

	"Oh." Marie was taken aback. "Well I don't think Harvey will be too happy to hear you say that."

	 

	“Miss! It's always Harvey this, and Harvey that. What about me?"

	 

	Marie's face darkened. “Suzie. This is what you always have cajoled me into doing since we were married. You have pestered me all our married life for ‘a game' as you called it. I didn't get a moments peace. Now you have it all and you are complaining you want it to end!"

	 

	"I... look... I ..."

	 

	Marie kissed the maid on the cheek and hugged her. "We will talk to Harvey about it later. He always has an answer."

	 

	"Yes I do!" A deep barked.

	 

	Oliver gasped. He had appeared from nowhere. How much had he heard?

	 

	"Oi you two. Enough gossiping. Come on Marie we need to get moving."

	 

	"Coming darling."

	 

	As Mister Rowlands returned to the hallway Marie kissed Oliver gently on the cheek. “Better go. You know what men are like if they don't get their way. Real pains eh?"

	 

	Oliver was dumbfounded. Minutes later he watched from the sitting room as Mister Rowlands patted his wife's bottom before she climbed into the car flashing more leg than she had ever done for Oliver.

	 

	This is absurd. Why can she not see the problem? Why did she spoil all his plans?

	 

	"Babe?"

	 

	Turning Oliver saw a downcast Mister Thompson.

	 

	Performing a quick curtsey she wondered why he was so down beat. He always seemed full of life, either angry or busy. "Yes Sir?"

	 

	Approaching the maid he put his hands on both her arms. "Look. This can't work out you know."

	 

	He looked so sad that Oliver felt like blubbing. "No Sir?"

	 

	"No use arguing girl. You are as cute as they come, so sexy I get aroused whenever I see you ..."

	 

	Oliver's eyes widened and twinkled at this. Wow!

	 

	"... and to know I can't have you, well, I just think it is best if I go now."

	 

	Knowing he would have to remind Mister Thompson that in fact he wasn't gay Oliver struggled to find the words. The architect looked so heartbroken that maybe it would be kinder to indulge him. So leaning forward the maid gave him a light kiss on his chin. “I am sure you are right Sir."

	 

	As soon as their bodies touched so Mister Thompson grabbed the maid in a crushing embrace and kissed her forcefully, his tongue running riot in her mouth. After a brief useless attempt to escape Oliver submitted to the strong man. He felt his body surrender, his penis dribbling and a warm guilty glow warming his tummy.

	 

	"You are a sex on a stick babe. But it's this. Look at it!" Mister Thompson fingered the collar with the humiliating words engraved in it. How can you be mine when Harvey has made you his?"

	 

	With that he pushed the maid away and left the room. "I'll pack and leave."

	 

	"Awww," Oliver said and pouted. That dreadful Mister Rowlands had even upset his friend. Oliver brightened as he thought of an idea.

	 

	Moments later when the maid entered the guest bedroom Mister Thompson was zipping up his hold all. “Come to say your goodbyes babe? Maybe better we don't. You arouse me too much."

	 

	The architect just heard giggling from behind him and when he turned he burst out laughing.

	 

	The maid in her neat black uniform had a silk pink scarf wrapped round her neck hiding her owner's collar.

	 

	" “Yeh, nice idea for a blonde but …..”

	 

	Oliver stepped forward on his heels to stand so his breasts touched Mister Thompson's chest. "Sir. I wonder if it is worth reminding you of two things. Firstly I am only Mister Rowland's maid so I am free when not in service."

	 

	He waited until Mister Thompson stopped nodding before adding. “And as a maid shouldn't I do all I can to make the guests of this house as happy as possible?"

	 

	Mulling this over for a moment he finally nodded and grinned. "And I know a way you can make me very happy right now. Right this instance."

	 

	Grabbing her immaculate bob he forced her down to her knees and wrestled with his belt. When the maid saw how difficult it was to undo it with only one free hand she quickly undid the buckle herself, giggling until she was silenced by Mister Thompson's manhood.
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	After Mister Thompson went into town the maid settled on her own bed and frustratingly rubbed between her legs. She could increase her arousal but never satisfy it. But deliriously she thought of how she had pleased Mister Thompson with her mouth and fantasized about him satisfying her with his finger. Only unlike Marie, Oliver knew that another part of Mister Thompson's anatomy could also do the trick. Would it be too big? He placed his pillows between his stockinged legs and rode them as it were his admirer. Though it flooded him with pleasurable feelings he still experienced nothing short of frustration.

	 

	Still in subspace, with his entire body tingling from arousal he set about the cleaning chores always keeping one eye on the front drive waiting for Marie to return. She had promised him relief and now he was totally desperate for any sort of release at all. In fact relief would become telling he how he intended to confront Mister Rowlands.

	 

	Every step he took in his heels and rustling maid's outfit induced exasperation. He was woozy with need.

	 

	It wasn't until after five that he finally heard the luxury saloon crunch over the gravel. Racing to the window he pouted and pulled a face. Mister Rowlands was with her! They approached the house with the awful brute wrapping an arm around her shoulders and she climbing onto her toes to kiss him.

	 

	"Oh no!" the maid wailed. "This is so unfair."

	 

	"Maid!" Mister Rowlands was already bellowing for him and they hadn't even closed the front door. He was a sickening tyrant and they would be better off without him.

	 

	A flustered maid was soon curtseying in the hall.

	 

	Marie asked, "have you been running?"

	 

	"No Miss. Polishing the wood in the house Miss."

	 

	"You look sort of red faced and sound breathless."

	 

	Was his sexual need so obvious? Swallowing Oliver replied. "Perhaps the house is warm and I have been busy."

	 

	Mister Rowland's patted his bottom firmly. “We will decide if you have been busy not you. Now get your fat arse in the drawing room."

	 

	Oliver gasped in fear. What could he have done wrong? They had only just got home. "y-y-yes Sir." They couldn't have inspected anything yet.

	 

	Marie smiled and kissed his cheek. “Oh if you knew how sweet you looked when men scared you!"

	 

	They followed Mister Rowlands into the drawing room which had become a home office for him.

	 

	He half sat on his desk, whilst Marie settled onto a sofa opposite.

	 

	Clasping his hands elegantly before his apron Oliver held his breath.

	 

	"Look Suzie. Marie has had a chat with me."

	 

	Oliver feared the worst. This could be the worst caning of his life.

	 

	“And Aiden has been on the phone been given me an earful too."

	 

	The nice Mister Thompson? Was he complaining about Oliver?

	 

	So I have got your Mistress in one ear and your lover in the other."

	 

	Oliver was about to point out that Mister Thompson was not his lover and that he was not gay when he remembered that contradicting men rarely ended happily.

	 

	"Everyone says I have done a great job in training you. You agree with that?"

	 

	"Oh yes Sir," Oliver bobbed a smart curtsey. "Excellent training Sir. Faultless. Just what I needed.”

	 

	“Yeh, yeh, don't go on. You know how modest I am."

	 

	"Yes Sir, sorry Sir." Another quick bob.

	 

	“So the thing is, well my decision is that we need to cut you a little slack."

	 

	Oliver sighed, relief filling his being. He was going to be released. It was nearly all over. His plan had sort of worked. By prompting Marie she was encouraged to approach him and obviously that nice Mister Thompson had also said a few pointed things to Mister Rowlands.

	 

	"Get yourself over here."

	 

	As the maid approached so the master of the house retrieved a key from his trouser pocket.

	 

	Feeling like weeping with joy Oliver smiled. His dick filled its confines

	 

	"Lift up your chin girl.”

	 

	"Yes Sir." As soon as he raised his chin he felt a clink and the collar loosened around his neck. He was freed. At last it was all over. This entire tormenting period would soon be behind him.

	 

	He felt the collar sliding from his neck. As it was raised away he felt so light that he could float to the ceiling.

	 

	"So thanks to my training you did all right," Mister Rowlands continued.

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver beamed. “Thank you Sir."

	 

	As soon as he was dismissed, no doubt with the key to his chastity belt, he knew exactly what he was going to do. He might have to wank for hours on end to fully release all his pent up sexual need.

	 

	"You cannot be a maid 24/7," Mister Rowland's glanced at Marie. "Least that's what I have been told." He turned his attention back on the maid. "You got to have some time to yourself everyone tells me. God knows why."

	 

	Now Oliver was feeling exasperated. When was this horrible bully going to leave? Everyone had had enough of his arrogance and high opinion of himself.

	 

	As the metal touched the back of his neck Oliver squealed. He felt the familiar touch of cold rubber against his skin, this time it was even colder than the first time.

	 

	"What are you doing?" Oliver demanded running his hands up to try and stop Mister Rowlands anchoring the collar again with the lock.

	 

	Snap. The dreadful and final sound of the padlock bringing the two halves of the collar firmly together echoed in the bare room.

	 

	Oliver burst into tears. “You have tricked me. You bastard. You horrible man. I hate you. I hate you! You are dreadful! You are a total bully."

	 

	Quickly Marie was standing next to Oliver rubbing his back through the silken maid's uniform. "Listen honey it's not ..."

	 

	"And you are the same." He mimicked her voice. “Oh I will be back to look after you this afternoon." Oliver felt the salty tears on his cheek. “Oh I hate you too!" yes you are back but with him.

	 

	Marie started shushing him but soon stepped back with a harrumph.

	 

	Oliver was in full flow. Weeks of pent up resentment and rage powered him forward. “No I will not hush. Do you know what it has been like for me to have to watch you with him? The man who is tormenting me? The man who beats me for anything I say and do wrong. Who has kept me locked up so I am in agony needing to cum?"

	 

	Marie turned her back on him, making him more enraged. As she walked back to her bag and hunted around in it Oliver wiped his snotty nose with the back of his hand. “I never wanted this. Never wanted to be completely helpless like this. At everyone's beck and call. My bottom has been hot since all this started. I haven't sat down comfortably since before Mister Rowlands arrived."

	 

	Marie was holding up a makeup mirror from her bag and in the reflection blurred by tears Oliver saw the collar and held his breath. He smeared away a few more tears to read it closely. His blubbing stopped and his pink lipsticked lips hung open.

	 

	'Property of Mister Thompson.'

	 

	A bemused Marie studied him with arched eyebrows. "Did you say something little maid?"

	 

	"I...I...." Oliver shook his head to try and clear it and read the inscription again:

	 

	Property of Mister Thompson was engraved neatly across the front of the collar. The words 'Mister Thompson' fell one side of the lock and the words 'Property of,' before it.

	 

	"Oh," was all the maid said as he stared at the Mistress of the house. "I don't understand."

	 

	"Harvey and Aiden had a chat and came to a resolution."

	 

	Mister Rowlands butted in with, "it was my idea."

	 

	"Oh yes," Marie readily agreed before smiling at the gobsmacked maid. “You spend some time here with us as our maid and some time with your admirer. How does that sound?"

	 

	Oliver closed his yes. Why didn't anyone understand?

	 

	"Now why don't you let Harvey paddle your bottom for your little tantrum? Then you thank him like a good little girl and afterwards you go up and we find you a nice outfit for Aiden. He will be here to collect you in an hour. We will pack some clothes for you but I think he has a clear idea of what he wants you to wear so he will buying you a few presents in the next couple of days."

	 

	"Mister Thompson will be buying me clothes?"

	 

	“Yes and watch that. Guys have no idea. You'll end up with a schoolgirl's outfit and lingerie. Tell him you and I will go shopping," she giggled conspiratorially, "with his credit card and maybe Harvey will let me loose with his. Won't that be a riot?"

	 

	Oliver felt his wrist being grabbed and found himself dragged over to the desk by Mister Rowlands who had a paddle in his free hand. “Enough girly talk. Girly talk banned when I am in the room. When Aiden brings you back here to work for us you will wear my collar. Make no mistake about that young lady. Then I will release you and you wear his when you are with him.”

	 

	Marie added, “Aiden told us about your idea of wrapping a scarf around your neck. That will be great when we go shopping or he takes you out."

	 

	Oliver was thrust hard over the desk as a giggling Marie ran around to look him in the face. "We will get you some dresses, Aiden loves going to restaurants, so you will need to be smart."

	 

	At that point the first whack knocked all sense from the maid. Oliver submitted to his punishment with his mind in a whirl of confusion. Why doesn't anyone listen to him? What is it about a maid's outfit that changes a person view of another human being?

	 

	"Yowl! Thank you Sir. Please Sir, sorry Sir!"
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	Still wearing his maids outfit Oliver was in shock when he stood on the gravel outside what had once been his house.

	 

	Aiden had arrived in a BMW sports car and seemed in a hurry to get into the boot the case Oliver and Marie had hurriedly packed.

	 

	Mister Rowlands shook Mister Thompson's hand. "I knew we could reach an agreement. Just took a bit of initiative."

	 

	Mister Thompson jerked back. “Yeh. My initiative."

	 

	Marie quickly threw herself between them. “Boys, boys. Save it for the squash court. I think it is just wonderful how you two could think up something so smart. And haven't you forgotten something Aiden?"

	 

	Mister Thompson looked put out, he didn't like being told he had forgotten something. “Like what?"

	 

	"Well you have the key to Suzie's collar but don't you need the key to anything else?"

	 

	The three of them laughed as Suzie blushed a deep red and stared down at her stockinged toes protruding through the sandals.

	 

	“Yeh.” He snatched the key from Marie and shook it at Oliver. "But this has to be earned. Got it babe? Earned!"

	 

	"Yes Sir," Oliver squeaked.

	 

	Marie made her way slowly to the dazed maid. “I can see someone's going to keep a firm hand on your rudder."

	 

	Oliver nodded, his pink lips hanging open. Marie then wrapped the pink silk scarf around the maid's collar. "Stop silly folk pestering you. So don't forget you and I are going to go shopping as soon as possible! It will be a hoot."

	 

	"Yes Miss."

	 

	"Into the car babe. We're off!"

	 

	Cuddling him Marie whispered into his ear. “I think your man wants something from you and can hardly wait. And Suzie, I have told him how to make you cum with a finger up your back passage." She drew Oliver in tightly, “Or maybe something else up there if you are a lucky girl?"

	 

	"Marie I am not..."

	 

	"Don't thank me. This was all down to you. I would never have met Harvey and you wouldn't have met Aiden and I wouldn't have been Mistress of the house and you would never have been a real maid. Amazing isn't it? The only plan of yours that has ever been successful."

	 

	"Yes but ..."

	 

	Mister Thompson bellowed: “In the car girl or I will tan your arse before we get home."

	 

	Giggling, Marie manoeuvred Oliver to the passenger seat. “Knees together when you get in and see you soon."

	 

	A final kiss on the cheek before she slammed the door shut on the dazed maid.

	 

	As they drove through the gates Oliver's final view was of Mister Rowlands gripping Marie from behind and hoisting her effortlessly up in to his arms. He carried Oliver's wife kicking helplessly and laughing back to the house.

	 

	Driving at great speed down the country road Oliver thought through how he would let Mister Thompson down softly. This had turned out well. He would explain to Mister Thompson yet again that he was not gay. He would be careful to avoid letting Mister Thompson touch him, and even worse cuddle him because then for some reason Oliver lost all sense. So Mister Thompson would unlock the collar and give him the key to his chastity belt. His ordeal would finally be all over. Freedom.

	 

	Of course he would have to ask Mister Thompson for some of his own clothes and then roll up the trouser legs and shirt cuffs because they would be too big for him. Oh my god, had Marie remembered to pack make up remover?

	 

	So escape was only moments away. Best to let the smiling Mister Thompson know the true situation straight away.

	 

	"Erm Sir?"

	 

	"Later babe, we'll talk through everything then."

	 

	"Oh this is very quick Sir. When we get back to your place..."

	 

	“Our place girl! Call it our place. What does it say on your collar?"

	 

	“Oh yes,” Oliver forced a laugh. “Property of Mister Thompson. In fact that's what I thought we might..."

	 

	The phone in the car sounded.

	 

	“Quiet girl, I need to take this."

	 

	"Yes Sir." Good thought Oliver it would give him time to martial his thoughts.

	 

	"Hey you old dog," the voice on the speaker said, "Curtis here."

	 

	"Hey Curtis how you doing?" he turned to Oliver, "Listen babe, Curtis is an old friend of mine."

	 

	Oliver nodded distracted by forming his new plan of escape. "Yes Sir."

	 

	“Listen Aiden. I was thinking about what you asked me yeh?”

	 

	“I'm listening. Babe, listen to Curtis. Curtis is a top man in plastic surgery. How lucky is that?"

	 

	"Very lucky Sir." Oliver smiled, thinking ‘big deal.'

	 

	Curtis continued. “She sounds sweet enough. Anyways about what you asked me. Anything for an old mate. Consider it a done deal."

	 

	Mister Thompson laughed and slapped the steering wheel as if he had just scored a goal. "Tell us about it. She is right here hanging to your every word."

	 

	Oliver was bemused, what would he want to hear from Mister Thompson's pal Curtis?

	 

	"We will suck the fat out of her waist and her stomach. That instantly gives her an hour glass figure."

	 

	Oliver choked. “Sir! I do not think..."

	 

	"You do prattle on don't you girl? Your Mistress told me I would need to get a ball gag for you. Put that top of your shopping list."

	 

	Curtis cut in. "Get two. One for my wife too!"

	 

	Mister Thompson was delighted. “That's just what I wanted to know. She is lacking in the curves department right now. She's a little too straight up and down."

	 

	"Well listen to this. We can now take the fat we have sucked out and use it to plump up her arse and tits. You can have anything you want Aiden from a rounded butt to a large one."

	 

	Oliver spluttered.

	 

	Mister Thompson laughed. “What about one like Beyoncé?"

	 

	"If you want it you better put a ring on it, if you want it you better put a ..." Curtis trailed off from his rendition with laughter.

	 

	"I've put a collar on it. Haven’t I babe?" Mister Thompson found this hysterical. "What a guy Curtis is yeh?"

	 

	Oliver smiled, "well yes Sir, very clever no doubt but..."

	 

	"I don't want massive tits mind, Curtis. No bigger than a C cup. She is pretty slight so they would look stupid if the breasts were too big."

	 

	"Yeh, yeh. You got it. Want her lips plumped up while we are at it. Nice sexy pout?"

	 

	Mister Thompson raised his eyebrows at Oliver as if asking: what do you think but then made the decision. "We like the idea of that. I'll say yes to that too."

	 

	"Sir, please listen..."

	 

	"Shhh honey the men are talking.” He then said into the mic, “how about if I drop her off now Curtis? Pick her up tomorrow morning?"

	 

	“Yeh that's fine. You want it done in a hurry?"

	 

	"I want it done properly. Anything of mine is treated with respect. I take my car to the best garage for servicing, no different for my girl. But yeh. Best done quickly as I am kitting her out with a new wardrobe. So if we bought them first then they would be useless when she gets her new body."

	 

	"Consider it done Aiden. She will be a dream when I have finished with her. See you in about twenty minutes! I'll get set up here."

	 

	"You can bet on it!"

	 

	With that he hung up and Oliver who had been bursting with protests suddenly started to speak as if a well of words had gushed to the surface.

	 

	"Now, listen Mister Thompson. I know you mean well. And you are being kind and nice to me. And I am grateful you would spend money on me with a top plastic surgeon and everything ..."

	 

	He didn't reach the word 'but'. Mister Thompson had pulled to the side of the road and in a single smooth motion released the pink scarf from around the pretty maid's neck, tied a knot into its middle which he then thrust into the opening mouth of the maid. He then tied the free ends around the back of her bob in a tight knot.

	 

	Oliver gasped into the gag. Whatever he tried to say sounded like gobbledygook. He stared in wide eyed horror as Mister Thompson then pulled a pair of handcuffs from his pocket. “Yours I believe. Marie said I might find a use for them,” he laughed. "I thought that would be when we played a few games in the bedroom. My wife was a bit of a prude with such stuff. But look, they are really useful outside the bedroom."

	 

	He smartly cuffed the protesting girl's wrists behind her back.

	 

	"There, now isn't that better? Phew girl, you can't half talk. It doesn't stop." He cupped her chin. "Don't waste your breath thanking me now, just wait until after Curtis has worked his magic. You will look stunning. No one will ever think of you as a guy ever again. How about that?" He kissed her on the nose before driving off to Curtis's private clinic.

	 

	The French maid sitting in the passenger side of the car was paralysed with shock. Flummoxed, he sat back in the soft leather of the seat as Mister Thompson's hand pressed onto his thigh, the fingers exploring between his legs.

	 

	So a new plan was required but terror was filling his mind. As soon as Mister Thompson left him with this Curtis fellow so Oliver could make clear his objections clear. The mist was lifting. Yes! Then he would be able to finally escape.

	 

	"Spread your slutty thighs apart Suzie. I can't reach your panties. You don't mind do you babe?"

	 

	Oliver closed his eyes already feeling aroused.

	 

	Of course like all of Oliver's plans one tiny detail, one minor flaw had been over looked. For this to happen Mister Thompson would have to remove the gag before Curtis's nurse injected him with the first part of the anaesthetic.

	 

	So all the reader has to ask is: would Mister Thompson really want the airhead Suzie chatting away whilst he and Curtis were discussing the operation?

	 

	The finger rubbed at Oliver's chastity belt sending him into subspace.

	 

	"You love me doing this don't you babe? Eh Do you think I'll be doing this to you for the rest of your days?"

	 

	A distant voice inside the maid's mind responded: "if you must."

	 

	The end
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