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Foreword

It’s every woman’s dream to have their very own maid at their beck and call, taking care of the chores as well as waiting on them hand and foot. The ladies in these stories are no exception, but rather than hiring help, they’ve trained their husbands to do the housework! Whether they wear frilly French maid’s uniforms or just an apron while they work, these men have learnt how to wash, cook and clean as expected of a maid - all so their wives don’t have to! 

No matter how exacting these mistresses may be when it comes to their maids’

domestic duties, there’s no denying the love they have for their submissive husbands - even when they’re dishing out discipline! Cleaning the bathroom, doing the laundry and entertaining guests are all in a day’s work for these men, knowing that their place is to serve the lady of the house with the duty and devotion that befits a feminized maid. my husband my maid shows how a man can be both spouse and servant, making his mistress proud in the process! 

• Relegated to the maid’s room overnight, Peter is feminized from the moment he awakes. While Fiona enjoys a leisurely lie-in, her husband’s chastity cage ensures he’s up bright and early, giving him just enough time to put on his maid’s uniform before getting down to work in the kitchen. All dolled up in satin and lace, he slaves away while his wife sleeps, wanting to help start her day in a very special way - but will Fiona’s domestic servant be ready when she calls? Follow the fortunes of this male maid both downstairs and upstairs in Breakfast in Bed. 

• Carl is also occupied in the kitchen, but he has rather more in the way of culinary preparations to attend to - not to mention the small matter of his wife’s friends to cater for, all of whom know about his secret alter-ego! 

Serving a three course meal isn’t easy at the best of times, but with five female guests intent on making his life more difficult, this submissive maid v

has got his work cut out for him. Will his efforts at the table meet his wife’s exacting standards, let alone those of the other diners? Find out how this humble husband gets on in The Dinner Party. 

• For a man who’s never helped out around the house, it comes as quite a shock to Paul to find himself set to work doing the laundry, learning far more than he ever wanted to know about washing his wife’s clothes in the process. Under Anita’s guidance, wearing an apron soon becomes second nature to this unlikely household helper, but how will he cope with her lingerie? In The Reluctant Washerwoman, you’ll read how one woman sets out to train her husband in the ways of the washing machine, only to succeed beyond her wildest dreams when it comes to making him her maid. 

• The eponymous hero of Philip’s Predicament has a real problem on his hands - or should that be around his waist? Even the simplest of chores becomes a nightmare for this male maid when his wife makes him wear a corset as a punishment, but despite being laced up in such fearsome foundation wear, he still has to clean the bathroom to her exacting standards

- or run the risk of being disciplined further! Clare certainly knows how to motivate her housemaid husband to do his very best for her, but can he win back her favour and be “punished” in a manner they’ll both enjoy instead? 

Each of these exciting stories explores what it really means to serve as a submissive male maid, following four husbands who do the housework in loving relationships led by their wives. While a pretty uniform is no excuse for not getting the chores done, it certainly makes life a lot more interesting for these men, expected to dress the part as they do as they are told. Whether in the kitchen, the bathroom or the bedroom, each of them soon learns that a humble maid must obey his mistress in all matters domestic - especially when she’s his wife! Follow their adventures yourself in my husband my maid. 

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 

vi

Breakfast in Bed

The insistent throbbing between his legs had roused Peter rudely from his sleep, dispelling the dreams that had seemed so real only moments before. He had tried to hang on to the fleeting visions, confused memories of his wife Fiona squeezing his testicles as she explained the finer points of lace-making with his pubic hair, but it was no good - the unmistakable ache of an erection that refused to acknowledge its unyielding confinement was too strong to allow him to return to the phantasmal world he had been so abruptly torn from. Its vagaries made increasingly little sense as he began to remember where he was, finding himself with more pressing matters to attend to than attempting to comprehend the otherworldly logic of his dreams. 

He winced as he tried to exert control over the pulsing organ that seemed to have a life of its own, even now trying to burst out of the stiff plastic cage that contained it. However futile its efforts would ultimately prove, his throbbing manhood showed no sign of diminishing despite the acrylic prison that thwarted its escape, implacable and unyielding in sharp contrast to the raging fury of the beast within. Peter’s thoughts instinctively turned to how he managed to get himself into such a predicament, but that didn’t help - if anything, the recollection of the night before made the pain in his groin even worse as his straining member tried to pull his testicles through an opening that was far, far too small for them. If his bulging shaft hadn’t been there, his balls might just have squeezed through the plastic ring, but they stood no chance of doing so now that he was so horribly erect. 

Peter began to look around the room for something to take his mind off the situation, anything that would allow him to escape from the agony between his legs, an agony that fed hungrily off his overwhelming sexual frustration. The morning light was already streaming in through the chintzy floral curtains, the warmth of summer palpable even this early in the day. Diffused through the 1

thin cotton fabric, the sun’s rays cast a rose coloured tint over a room that was already predominantly pink, emphasizing the distinctly feminine choice of decoration. From the pretty cushions on the chair in the corner to the lace doily that sat under the bowl of pot-pourri on the dresser opposite, there was no mistaking the hand of a woman had been involved in its arrangement. 

A casual observer would have seen nothing wrong with such embellishments, although they may have wondered why a man in his early forties, particularly a successful businessman such as Peter, would be sleeping in such effeminate surroundings, all the more so if they knew his wife slept in a separate room. 

They might have looked quizzically at the rather risqué print that overlooked the dresser, the photograph of a scantily clad maid appearing somewhat out of place in otherwise staid surroundings, but their attention was more likely to be drawn to the garments that hung on the back of the door, a mass of shiny black satin and white taffeta that would have been more at home in the aforementioned print than in the homely, domestic setting of a cottage bedroom. 

Peter tried to keep his mind from turning in that direction, preferring to let his gaze rest on the more innocuous aspects of the room. The knowledge that he would soon be donning this most luscious of outfits and emulating the girl who looked down on him from her place above the dresser was more than he could bear right now, the excruciating pain in his member a testament to how aroused the thought made him. Groaning, he screwed up his eyes in an attempt to escape the overpowering femininity that saturated every aspect of the room, but even the sensuous caress of the satin sheets as they slithered over his half naked body was enough to remind him of the environment he was immersed in. To assuage the growing agony, he lay perfectly still, trying to turn his attention towards more mundane matters. Mentally, he walked himself through the process of changing the oil in his car - the most masculine thing he could think of, but it seemed quite ludicrous under the circumstances. Maids didn’t do such manly work, his subconscious nagged, how could they, in a place as feminine as this? 

Finally his erection began to subside. As the once all-pervading tumescence began to wilt, Peter felt it safe to open his eyes, gingerly lifting the pale pink satin of the sheets that enveloped him in order to reassure himself that his manhood had survived its ordeal intact. Morning wood was an unfortunate consequence of wearing a chastity cage overnight - one that he hoped his body would get used to eventually were it to become a permanent fixture between his legs, but for now it was an occasional enough visitor to remain a problem each and every time. Fiona preferred it that way, regarding early morning rising as a virtue - at least, for her husband - yet another benefit of the device, in her eyes, ensuring he got a head start even if she was not there to rouse him. 
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The acrylic cage in question was just visible below the hem of his diaphanous baby doll nightdress, a garment that did nothing to hide his shame even when its flimsy material covered his body - in so far as it ever did. The skimpy black gauze, liberally festooned with frilly lace and bows, was barely long enough to reach his buttocks, let alone keep it from riding up whenever he bent forward. 

The thought of having previously presented himself before his wife so humiliatingly attired caused his penis to stir once again, the memory of the night before causing him to flush with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal as he relived the scene in his mind. 

♥ ♥ ♥

It had been a Friday evening, and Fiona had made it clear to him that she would be enjoying a leisurely Saturday morning. “It would be ever so nice to have breakfast in bed”, she purred. “I hope the maid will be available to take care of my needs”, carelessly caressing her husband’s chest as they snuggled together in front of the television. He could have said no, of course, but secretly he longed to serve her in such a humble fashion, to wait at her beck and call, satisfying her every whim as she played the role of mistress of the house to his modest maid. 

It was a privilege to be allowed to indulge his fantasy like this - one that was entirely at her discretion, for he could never ask to play this game. Only when Fiona was in the mood was he permitted to do so, and thus he had learnt to seize such opportunities as and when they arose, not knowing when he might next be presented with the chance. 

”It would be my pleasure, dear”, he replied, knowing full well what he was committing himself to. Fiona kissed him on the cheek. “I was hoping you’d say that. 

I’ve prepared the guest room for you, so why don’t you go and get yourself and Little Peter ready for bed?”, patting him on the buttocks as he arose from the comfort of the sofa. “Little Peter” was her pet name for his penis, a creature that she assured him was far from little when it mattered - so much so that there were times when she wanted it caged, kept under lock and key to ensure it couldn’t get up to any mischief. That night would be one of those times, he mused, as he struggled to squeeze his member into the tight confines of the device after his shower. Getting into it was difficult enough at the best of times, without the thought of what was to come making him erect whenever his mind wandered. 

After what seemed like an age, he finally managed to manoeuvre his tackle in position, encased in a plastic cage that defied all attempts to access its most intimate contents. Double-checking to make sure that there were no stray hairs, or, heaven forbid, skin pinched in the mechanism of the device, it was with some 3

trepidation that he closed the padlock that sealed his fate. Although the click was barely audible, to Peter it resounded with a significance that was born out of the deep and utter submission to his wife that wearing such a chastity cage represented. Once locked in place, he knew that he was hers to command until she finally deigned to release him from his plastic prison. Trapped behind the acrylic bars, his penis pulsed forlornly, but there was nothing he could do now to put it out of its misery - nor would there be until well into tomorrow, until which time he would be at the mercy of his wife. 

Fiona had evidently visited the guest room while he had been showering, for the clothes he had been wearing earlier were now nowhere to be seen, secreted away in their shared bedroom, he imagined, a room which was now off limits to him until further notice. In their place lay a gossamer thin nightdress, its diaphanous material practically transparent save for the oodles of smoky black lace that adorned the delicate mesh beneath, the occasional bow of satin ribbon adding to the sweet confection. Gingerly, he picked up the flimsy garment, its feminine finery practically weightless in his over-sized, masculine hands, and carefully slid it over his head, guiding its spaghetti straps over his arms before letting the flowing fabric drop down his body. 

He could feel his member pressing against its confines, but the nightdress itself was barely tangible, its substance so ethereal that he might have felt he was wearing nothing at all, were it not for the effect it was having on him, charging him with a sexual frustration that was impossible to release. His chastity cage bulged immodestly, poking up from beneath the lace trimmed hem of this most indecent of garments as he struggled to master himself, breathing deeply and deliberately until the pain between his legs began to subside. Only then did he feel ready to face his wife, feeling the flouncy fabric swish around his legs with every step he took as he cautiously left the guest room behind. 

Despite the years of intimacy they had shared together, Peter’s face nevertheless burnt with shame as he felt Fiona’s gaze upon him. It was as though he was standing naked before her, like a naughty schoolboy facing his governess, only it was much worse than that - to be seen in such humiliating attire made his heart leap into his throat, afraid that she would laugh at his embarrassing predicament. 

The unyielding contraption around his manhood bobbed up and down as its prisoner responded to her touch, her fingers wickedly caressing his exposed thighs as she purred with delight. Any fears he may have had melted away as she continued to torment him with her ministrations, his body responding like putty in her hands. She fussed with his nightdress like a girl playing with her doll, idly toying with its lace and frills for what seemed like an eternity as he stood there meekly before her. 


4

Finally, Fiona seemed satisfied, and beckoned him to sit beside her, snuggling up against him once he was by her side just as she had done earlier that evening. The warmth of her body was now impossible for him to ignore, thanks to how little he was wearing, and it wasn’t long before her hands were inside his nightdress, unconsciously stroking his chest once again as she pulled herself close to him. His member stiffened instinctively, the clear plastic cage in which it was trapped doing little to hide his excitement as its prisoner strained against the bars that confined it. The quandary of the beast inside caused Peter to moan quietly, but Fiona was apparently oblivious to its plight, her attentions directed towards the television where a fashion designer was extolling the virtues of this season’s outfits. It was not a subject that Peter would ordinarily have shown much enthusiasm for, but dressed as he was, there was no way he could challenge his wife’s choice of viewing, not when she was exerting such subtle and yet so overwhelming control over him. 

When the programme came to an end, Fiona yawned quietly. “When did it get so late?”, she asked sleepily. “Time for bed”, she pronounced, “especially for you, given you’ve got an early morning tomorrow!”. A broad grin momentarily banished the tiredness from her face, an unspoken reminder of what she would be expecting from him in the morning, together with an acknowledgement of how hard he found it to oversleep whilst in chastity. “Come on, up you get!”, she chided, patting his backside as he stood to leave the room. She remained for a few minutes, relishing the sight of her husband’s buttocks peeking out from beneath the indecently short hemline of his baby doll nightdress before getting up herself. It was strange how a simple garment could have such a profound effect on him, she mused, but she loved having him dress up for her almost as much as he loved to made to do so. It brought them closer in ways that were impossible to describe, a unique intimacy that strengthened their relationship however unorthodox it may be. Wishing her husband good night through the door of the guest room, it wasn’t long before Fiona had happily drifted off to thoughts of waking up as the lady of the house. 

♥ ♥ ♥

All that was last night. Now Peter found himself facing the prospect of having to get up at the crack of dawn in order to ensure the house was spotless for when his mistress finally deigned to wake from her slumbers. Not just the house, but himself as well - he would be expected to dress the part, donning the uniform that beckoned to him from the back of the door in order to fulfil his role as a humble housemaid. As much as he might have wanted to enjoy an hour or two extra in bed, the unfamiliar presence of the cage around his cock had ensured he was now 5

wide awake, bright and early as his wife had suggested. That was why he had been sent to the guest room, after all - to allow him to go about his business without any risk of disturbing Fiona as she enjoyed the luxury of a lie in. 

Peter pulled back the pink satin sheets with a groan, and getting to his feet, made his way over to the dresser. It was impossible for him to ignore the print that hung above the wooden chest of drawers, the girl in the photograph down on her hands and knees next to a galvanised metal pail. She had evidently been interrupted from the tedious task of scrubbing the floor by an unexpected visitor, the expression on her face halfway between shock and surprise. With her head looking back over her shoulder, she displayed a cleavage to die for it, and although the shot had been artfully taken to leave everything to the imagination, it was clear that whoever had startled her could see right up the minuscule skirt of her shiny black uniform. Was her butt as plump and sensuous as her firm, round breasts? Only the unseen intruder would ever know. 

Looking at the girl in her eternal state of astonishment always made Peter picture himself in her position, his wife taking advantage of having caught him in such an awkward state of vulnerability. He visualised her taking control of the situation, imposing her will as she towered over him, perfectly balanced on impossibly high heels. From his position on the floor, his gaze would travel up her nylon clad legs as she looked sternly down on him, no doubt reproaching him for being slack in his duties. Would she allow insist he continue to scrub the floor under her watchful scrutiny, or would she punish him for his inevitable misdemeanours? Perhaps she would just leave him to get on with the chores while she relaxed in another room. 

There were so many ways such a situation could develop, all of which emphasized his submission to her. 

It was easy to get caught up in such fantasies, as the growing pain between his legs abruptly reminded him, an admonition that he couldn’t sit and stare at the print all day, however fascinating he found the scene. It was there, as Fiona had told him on more than one occasion, to provide him with a suitable role model to aspire to while he was preparing himself for service - a subtle, yet unmistakable embellishment to the guest room that converted it into the maid’s quarters. A more sombre rural landscape hung in its place whenever they had real visitors, but for now the girl in the photograph transformed the room. Although Peter could never hope to have such a sublime body as this exemplar, she still motivated him to try his very hardest to satisfy Fiona’s expectations of him as her maid, whether on his hands and knees or at her beck and call. 

Slipping out of the gossamer baby doll, Peter stood naked save for the plastic cage that remained firmly locked around his member, opening the top drawer of 6

the dresser to reveal a modest collection of feminine lingerie. There were several matching sets of bras and panties, their colours ranging from the prettiest of pastel pinks to the deepest of blacks, alongside similar suspender belts and some sterner foundation wear. Whether they were made of delicate lace or shiny satin, all were oozing with sheer sensuality, intended to be worn by the sexiest of women but still befitting a feminized maid. Each garment was neatly folded, the cups of the bras looking up at him from the drawer, their matching panties resting underneath. 

It was like a chocolate box of confection, and for a moment, Peter was lost for choice. Although the rest of his maid’s uniform was strictly prescribed, Fiona liked to leave the decision about his underwear to her husband, so long as he was always properly attired whilst serving her. Any one of the deliciously enticing choices would be sure to give him the feminine underpinnings his body needed if he was to properly look the part, but the selection of just one was always excruciatingly difficult. Peter knew that his wife would be sure to quiz him about his choice later, having him describe his lingerie in detail as well as what had motivated him to choose it over the other, equally fine alternatives. Should he go for sultry black, pretty pink or snow white? 

In the end, he opted for the delicate baby blue of a set he had not worn for a while, carefully lifting the matching garments out of the drawer so as not to disturb the fastidious arrangement of the other options. As well as the lacy underwired bra and high cut panties, there was also a coordinated suspender belt - something that was sadly not always the case, even with more expensive lingerie - which meant that he needed regular stockings rather than hold-ups. The next drawer down had an ample supply of both, although all were regulation black, sheer nylons with deep lace tops to match the satin of his uniform. Peter took a pair and inspected them carefully for runs before adding them to the growing collection of underwear in his hand - lacy women’s underwear that he would soon be wearing, however inappropriate it might be for a man to do so. 

Putting the pile of feminine confection on the bed for a moment, it was with a little trepidation that he began to dress himself. First came the soft, lacy panties, their luxurious fabric sliding smoothly up his legs until abruptly impeded by the bulging mass of plastic that sprouted from his groin. Like all of the lingerie in the drawer, they were a tight fit, such that it required careful negotiation to manoeuvre them around the unfeminine swelling that was his encased cock. Easing the waistband into place, Peter attempted to make himself more comfortable, but his efforts were to no avail - stretched forward by the presence of his chastity cage, their back bisected his buttocks in a way that was impossible to ignore. Picturing his cheeks cleft in two by the baby blue lace caused his imprisoned member to 7

stir inside its jail, the additional pressure pulling things yet tighter, if that were possible. 

Next came the bra. Peter held it out in front of him, as though presenting this most feminine of garments as a votive offering to the goddess in the print, so as to ensure there were no twists in its band or straps that might later come back to haunt him. It was a lesson learnt from bitter experience - fastening a brassière was difficult enough without having to take it off and start all over again because of a careless tangle. Slipping his arms through the lace trimmed elastic, he fumbled with his hands behind his back for what seemed like an age before the hooks finally clipped into place. Fiona made putting on a bra look so effortless, but then she wore one every day as opposed to his more sporadic attire. “Perhaps if you wore one more often, you’d find it easier”, she had teased him on one occasional, watching him dress with amusement. He shivered at the prospect, simultaneously aroused and yet frightened by the thought. 

The tight brassière’s unyielding embrace inevitably made its presence felt between his legs, Peter’s imprisoned penis rising still further in response to its most unmasculine of sensations. Although its band clung tightly around his chest, the large lacy cups of the garment hung empty, the loose folds of fabric reminding their wearer of his deficiency when it came to the small matter of breasts. In this case, the missing breasts in question weren’t so small - all his bras were a double F-cup, which when properly filled provided the feminized man with an unmistakable bust-line. To make up for her husband’s natural lack of feminine proportions, Fiona had gone so far as to have him purchase a pair of breast forms, which now stared up at him from their drawer in the dresser like a pair of eyes. It was just as well the chest of drawers was kept locked when real visitors used this room, Peter mused as he carefully inserted the cold, gelatinous masses in place -

heaven knew what they would make of these! 

Despite its delicate lace, the baby blue brassière nevertheless provided ample support for the surprisingly heavy forms, providing Peter with a heaving bosom that wiggled and jiggled as he moved. They were far from the perfection of real breasts, their shiny silicone clearly contrasting against his skin if you knew where to look, but once hidden under a uniform they were far more plausible. 

Instinctively, Peter cupped them in his hands, feeling their weight as he stroked their pert nipples through the thin filigree of fabric. He had already come a long way from the staid businessman who had returned home the night before in a suit and tie - even now, still practically undressed, there was no mistaking him for a submissive sissy whose job it was to serve. 

That didn’t mean he could stop there, however - if Fiona had wanted him to wait on her wearing just a bra and panties, she would have made that perfectly 8

clear. There had been times when it had amused her to do just that, snapping his exposed bra straps as he went about his business almost as naked as he had been in the baby doll he’d slept in, the sudden sting of the thwacking elastic smarting far less than the repressed erection such treatment gave him, but today she had asked for a maid. Maids wore stockings and suspenders, for starters, or at least the maid in this household did. Sheer black stockings with deep lace tops that would show under the short skirt of his uniform at the best of times, let alone when he bent forward to reveal all. 

Before that, there was the small matter of the suspender belt. Again, Peter held it out in front of him, orienting the dainty garment correctly before wrapping it around his waist. The hooks were marginally less troublesome than those of his brassière, but it still took a degree of fumbling behind his back before they were safely fastened to the tightest set of eyes. Although the suspender clips still flapped loosely against his bare legs, the belt’s elastic clung as snugly to Peter’s body as the rest of his lingerie, its close grip necessary for it not to slip down his narrower, masculine hips during the course of his duties - a lesson he’d learnt from bitter experience. 

The unfamiliar weight of his new-found breasts pulled him forward as he lent forward to put on the first of the lace topped stockings, almost putting him off balance for a moment as he slid the sheer black nylon up the smooth skin of his left leg. He had shaved them the night before while showering - not just his legs, but his chest and armpits too, and although they weren’t perfectly flawless, they were good enough to allow him to wear stockings without the unsightly nuisance of leg hair. Peter fastened the suspenders in place, leaving them on the outside of his panties even though he knew that would inconvenience him later. He’d made that mistake the first time he’d ever worn such feminine hosiery, not knowing any better back then, and Fiona had been sufficiently amused by his error to insist that he did so thereafter. “Like a lingerie model”, she told him, but coupled with his chastity cage it made going to the toilet a time consuming process - another beneficial side-effect, Fiona said. 

Soon his right leg was also clad in matching nylon, and Peter spent a moment inspecting his handiwork to ensure the stockings were level with one another before padding over to the door of the guestroom to take down the mass of satin and taffeta that was the bulk of his maid’s uniform. There were three parts to it - an indecently short black satin dress, its skirt flared to allow for the bulky white taffeta petticoat, then a white satin apron, all of which were trimmed with copious amounts of white lace. Peter began with the dress, bunching it up before drawing it over his head and arms. The glossy fabric slid down his body, hanging loosely until he began to do up the back zipper, at which point it began to cling 9

to his newly feminine curves. His bust was unmistakable beneath, even down to the nipples of the breast forms, which poked up immodestly as though they were as sexually aroused as their wearer. 

Next Peter stepped into the petticoat, pulling the frothy mass up his legs until it rested on his hips, filling out the flared skirt of the uniform and swishing backwards and forwards with the slightest movement. He spent a while fussing with its many layers, making sure that none had become folded so as to save Fiona from finding fault with him. She would be sure to check for such details at some point during the day, and it never did to disappoint her. Then came the petite apron, a small square of satin that was more symbolic than functional, its long ribbon wrapping round his waist before being tied behind his back. Peter took pains to ensure the bow was as neat and tidy as he could manage in such an awkward position, untying and retying it several times until he was finally happy with the result. 

The only thing left now to complete his transformation into the archetypal French maid was his footwear, a pair of impossibly high stilettos that Fiona had helpfully left under the chair in the corner of the room. Their black, patent leather gleamed so much that he could practically see his reflection in them, the six inch spikes intimidating even at a distance. He sat on the bed to put them on, his bottom padded by the many layers of rustling petticoats that lay between it and the satin sheets. Squeezing himself into the provocative shoes, he buckled them tightly around his ankles before gingerly getting to his feet. He’d had ample practice in these hellish heels, but still found himself wobbling precariously for a few seconds before finding his legs in them. 

Peter minced over to the mirror in the far corner of the room, his footwear making it impossible to walk in any other manner. Any attempt at a masculine stride would have seen him fall flat on his face, petticoats in the air - not unlike the girl in the print, he mused. Instead he daintily strutted towards the matching maid in the reflection, finding himself becoming aroused at the sight of his feminized form. 

He knew that the figure in the glass was just himself, his strong jaw, narrow hips and broad shoulders unmistakably masculine despite the feminine confection that surrounded his body, but somehow that turned him on all the more. The thought of humbling himself to this extent, adopting the role of a silly little maid to serve Fiona - his wife and his mistress - caused a renewed ache in his loins. Were it not for the cage that kept his privates strictly off limits, he would have worked off some of that sexual frustration long before getting this stage - the lingerie alone had been enough to set him on edge, let alone the complete uniform he now found himself attired in. 

The knowledge that it would be hours, if not longer, before he would be released from the wicked confines of the chastity device caused him to groan quietly, but 10

there was nothing he could do about it. Short of breaking into it, which would be sure to break his chances of ever being allowed to serve as a maid again, he was trapped inside until Fiona saw fit to let him out. He was committed now, indeed, he had been committed from the moment he’d closed the tiny lock last night, and thus would have to serve out his time. He must put all thoughts of pleasuring himself out of his mind and concentrate on what was most important

- being the best maid a lady could hope to have working for her. 

♥ ♥ ♥

With infinite care, Peter slowly opened the door of the guest room, taking pains to ensure he made no noise that could possibly disturb his wife, still slumbering in the luxury of the master bedroom. His six inch heels caused him to move slowly at the best of times, but even so, he placed his feet carefully and deliberately, clinging to the banister as he cautiously made his way down the stairs so as not to come a cropper on his precarious spikes. His journey along the wooden tiled hallway at the bottom seemed to take forever, the clattering of his stilettos resounding on the polished floor, but whenever he paused the house was silent again, reassuring Peter that his wife still slept undisturbed. 

It was only when he had carefully closed the kitchen door behind him that he felt safe again, the kitchen being on the other side of the house to the master bedroom and thus out of harm’s way as far as unwanted sound was concerned. 

He cast an eye at the clock on the wall before mincing over to the breakfast table, judging it safe to satisfy his hunger before getting down to business. It would still be a couple of hours before Fiona was likely to get up, and though he kept an anxious ear open, he doubted he would hear the bell to summon him to her side for quite a while yet. Nevertheless, he found himself hurrying through his basic breakfast of cereal and toast, feeling far from comfortable about dawdling in case he should suddenly be called to duty. 

His breakfast quickly consumed, Peter added his dirty dishes to the pile of crockery that was stacked up by the sink already, left overnight from the meal they had enjoyed together yesterday. Fiona had made no effort to cut down on the number of pots and pans she’d used in preparing the delicious casserole, evidently knowing even then that she would not be the one having to wash up afterwards. Donning a pair of pink rubber gloves, Peter got down to work, filling the washing up bowl with steaming hot water, uncountable reflections of the feminized maid looking back at him from the masses of bubbles it soon contained, tinged with the rainbow colours of detergent before they burst. 

There was something indescribably relaxing about doing such menial chores, so much so that it was easy to lose himself in the repetitive process of scrubbing 11

glasses and plates, knifes and forks, pots and pans. He could feel his many layered petticoats swishing about his thighs with even the slightest movement from the pile to the sink to the draining board and back again for the next item, his bra straps pulling on his shoulders as they struggled to support the weight of his enormous breasts, the arches of his feet becoming tense due to standing in one spot for too long, the effort of balancing on the unstable heels palpable. Peter’s thoughts wandered, but whenever they took a more lewd direction, his chastity cage was quick to remind him of its presence, bringing him back to the task at hand with a start. 

Many might regard such toil to be no more than tedious drudgery - Fiona certainly did - but for Peter, all done up as the very stereotype of an overly sexualised maid, it offered a bizarre, almost transcendental release from the trials and tribu-lations of his other life. Office politics that might have completely occupied his attention only the day before now seemed a world away, trivial and insignificant in comparison to the immediacy of scrubbing pots. Then there was the pleasure he gained from taking the load off his wife’s shoulders, even if she wasn’t here to see it. The thought of being praised for his hard work later motivated him just as much as if she was whispering her approval in his ear right now. Besides, he had no choice - once he stepped into the uniform of a maid, he was committed to the role, bound to serve by the hypnotic hold of the lace and satin. 

The stack of dirty washing up was soon transformed into an equally large pile of clean crockery and cutlery waiting on the draining board to be dried. Tea-towel in hand, Peter set about this second stage of the great work, ensuring each of the wine glasses gleamed by the time he had finished with them, carefully placing them back in the appropriate cupboard before moving on to the utensils and then the plates. Finally, the draining board was as empty as the space by the sink where the dirty dishes had once been piled high. 

A glance at the clock revealed that time was flying by. Peter felt like he’d only had his hands in the sink for a few minutes, but in reality over half an hour had elapsed since he’d first entered the kitchen. There was still no sign of stirring from upstairs, however, which was just as well given how much there was still to do. What next? Firstly, he would make preparations for his wife’s breakfast, getting everything ready so that it could be with her as quickly as possible once she finally rang the bell to summon him. Pulling a serving tray out from the side of a cupboard, he placed it carefully on the breakfast table, putting a cereal bowl on top, along with a spoon and an empty glass. Peter poured just the right amount of his wife’s favourite muesli into the bowl, adding fresh raspberries but leaving it dry for now. He planned to add the milk at the very last moment, so as to ensure it remained fresh and cold the way she liked it - likewise with orange 12

juice for the glass. 

A second tray took a side plate, a knife, a serviette and a small jar of marmalade, which Peter removed the lid from before inserting a small jam spoon. Two slices of bread went pre-emptively into the toaster, primed and ready for when the call came. With that, the breakfast preparations were as far as he could take them at this stage - there was nothing else he could do to alleviate the frantic hurry that would inevitably occur when Fiona signalled her desire to eat. Work didn’t stop there for the feminized maid, however - there were surfaces to be wiped and a floor to be mopped, and that was just in the kitchen. Even if his wife chose to sleep in all morning, Peter knew he could keep himself very busy catching up on all the chores that were a maid’s responsibility - his responsibility now that he had taken on that mantle. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Fiona stretched luxuriously, enjoying the comfort of the entire bed as she banished the sleepiness from her muscles. She’d dozed for far longer than she would normally have done, relishing a leisurely start to the morning as she drifted in and out of consciousness, daydreaming of her husband scurrying around downstairs, all togged up in his little maid’s outfit. It brought a smile to her face, picturing him dressed in such absurd attire, always so humble and eager to please. It was a far cry from the austere suit and tie that was the uniform of a successful businessman, but she loved this other side of him just as much as she loved the man who fought daily in the cut and thrust world of big business for her, her powerful man surrendered to her. 

Each had their place. There were times - many times, in fact - when she wanted him to satisfy her in the way that only a man could, and Peter was only too happy to oblige, taking control as he took her to places no-one else could. Equally, there were times when she wanted to take the lead, and their game of mistress and maid allowed her to do exactly that. After all, it was hard for a man to be too macho when he was all dressed up in the most feminine of clothes, right down to his underwear. She smiled as she pictured all the little details that made him look so ridiculous when done up as the archetypal bimbo maid, a look that no self-respecting woman would seek to emulate in anything other than an erotic context. 

She’d gone out of her way to overdo every aspect of his uniform, ensuring his attire turned her helpless husband on as much as if she’d been wearing it for him herself. 

From his infeasibly large chest, bouncing up and down under the tight, low-cut dress, to the impossibly high spikes of his stilettos, better suited to a streetwalker 13

than any real housemaid, she knew the effect such things had on him. Judging by the way his manhood throbbed inside its little cage, he loved every moment of the tantalising torment it brought, the self-inflicted arousal cementing his submission to her, spurring him on to ever greater ways of pleasing her, the mistress of the house. It was a delicious game, and she loved to play her part in it, lazing in bed as her husband toiled away for her downstairs. 

What was he up to now? She imagined him on her hands and knees, chasing the cobwebs out from underneath the refrigerator with a brush. That was work befitting a maid, however saucily she was dressed, but her husband’s uniform was so short that he’d inevitably expose himself in the process, presenting his panty clad buttocks high in the air for all the world to see. So engrossed would he be in fishing out the detritus from such a hard to reach place that he wouldn’t hear her creep up behind him, wouldn’t know of her presence at all until she swatted those bare cheeks of his to bring him to his senses. She pictured his face staring up at her, startled by her sudden presence, but she’d play stern and order him to continue what he was doing as she ogled his behind. Following her maid about the house while he worked was just as much fun as letting him get on with things, watching him get all hot and bothered as she teased him about his predicament, playfully finding fault with what he’d done. 

Should she let him stew for a little while longer? The bell on the bedside table would summon him to her side in under a minute, but that could wait for a little while. There was no hurry to disturb him from whatever he was up to, busily slaving away at the household chores, while she lay indulgently in bed. She’d call him to her in her own good time, when she was ready, and until then he could occupy himself. She’d expect him to account for what he’d been doing, of course, and if there was any suggestion that he’d been slacking off on the job, she’d make him pay for it. Perhaps she’d do that anyway, she mused, having her housemaid serve his mistress’s more intimate needs as a way of making up for his indiscretions. Picturing him pleasuring her for a prolonged period of time was enough for Fiona to quietly drift off into the world of dreams again. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Peter was lifting his mop out of the bucket of soapy water in order to continue washing the half-clean kitchen floor when the sound of the tinkling bell from upstairs finally reached him. It was hardly the most convenient time for the call to action, but that didn’t stop him from leaping to attention, divesting himself of the mop and his rubber gloves before speeding to the refrigerator, barely avoiding slipping as his stilettos skidded on the damp tiles. In an instant, the bowl of 14

muesli was complemented with chilled milk, and fresh orange juice filled the glass alongside it. Peter clicked down the bread in the toaster, then steadying the tray against the waistband of his apron, he set off to serve his mistress face to face for the first time that morning, a more daunting yet exhilarating prospect than working silently while she slept. 

The journey to the master bedroom was fraught with danger - one slip on the stairs in his precariously high heels would be enough to jeopardise the entire purpose of his mission. His natural desire not to keep his wife waiting was one that conflicted with the practical demands of his impractical footwear - it was impossible to climb stairs at any speed in six inch stilettos, let alone when one was carrying a tray full of breakfast. The slightest slip would see its contents spill all over, ruining the entire point of getting up so early. 

It was thus with a sigh of relief that Peter finally knocked on the door of the master bedroom, waiting for his wife to answer before turning the handle to enter. It was almost as hazardous a manoeuvre as climbing the stairs, requiring him to balance the tray single-handedly against his body as he fought with the stiff brass mechanism, all the while having to stay upright on the spikes that made even the simplest of movements feel like a feat of gymnastics. Fortunately, he was able to recover his composure before pushing the door open fully with the edge of the tray, mincing into the room with a confidence that belied his beating heart, still racked with nerves. 

Fiona was sitting up in bed, her body propped against the luxurious pillows that she’d pulled together to make an impromptu chair. Although the bell had barely stopped ringing, Peter had the distinct suspicion that she’d spent a little while preparing herself before being willing to admit her maid - his wife’s appearance was flawless, her hair a far cry from her normally tangled bed-head. A pang of guilt shot through him as he considered that he should have been there to brush his wife’s long, auburn locks, not to mention plump up her pillows for her, but she was the lady of the house and it was up to her to decide how best he could serve her. 

A smile crossed his mistress’s face as she watched her feminized husband enter and stand by the bed, proffering the breakfast tray as though it was a sacred supplication to a goddess. “Your breakfast, Ma’am”, Peter intoned severely, hamming things up a little as he bent forward to present his offering. “Why, thank you, my dear”, Fiona articulated in a tone of similar seriously, before suddenly leaning in to kiss her maid on the forehead as he placed the tray on her lap. The unexpected gesture almost cause him to spill its contents all over the place, but Peter was swift to recover control of the situation, albeit unable to hide his own smile of delight at his wife’s unspoken praise. 
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“Shall I fetch your toast, Ma’am?”, he enquired obsequiously, curtsying as she nodded to him in the affirmative before turning to leave. Peter could feel his wife’s gaze on his behind as he tottered out of the room, her eyes no doubt drawn to his exposed stocking tops beneath the mass of rustling petticoats. Was that all she was staring at, or was he revealing more than he thought? Could she make out the pretty baby blue panties that even now were tightly wedged in the crack between his buttocks? He felt as naked and as vulnerable as if he had nothing on at all, the thought of such humiliation causing his face to flush with shame as he closed the bedroom door quietly behind him. His blood was pumping between his legs, causing his imprisoned member to swell painfully as he made his way back down the stairs, desperately trying to turn his thoughts to more mundane matters to avoid the crippling agony that was sure to come if he left his train of thought proceed unattended in more lewd directions. 

The toast had just popped out of the toaster by the time he reached the kitchen again, ready for him to smear it thickly with spread before adding it to the second of the breakfast trays. Once more the feminized maid ascended the unforgiving staircase in the service of his mistress, although this time the journey was less stressful, the hurry less immediate. Again, he repeated the procedure of knocking and waiting at the door, pushing it open with the same illusory grace he had achieved the first time. Fiona would never know of his struggles with the stairs or the door handle - all she would see would be an expertly presented tray, just in time for when she required it. 

Fiona finished her muesli leisurely, letting out a sigh of satisfaction as she finally returned her spoon to the now empty bowl. Peter knew better than to immediately proffer the second tray the moment she had finished with the first, instead staying stood to attention by her side with the tray held by his waist. Only when his wife signalled she was ready did he swap the two over, presenting her with the freshly buttered toast before removing the detritus from her first course. Fiona beckoned him to stay, indicating he should kneel by the bed while she ate. “So...”, she began, in between mouthfuls of toast, “what underwear has my maid chosen to wear today?”, catching a stray crumb from her lips before biting off another mouthful. She looked at him inquisitively, her eyes sparkling with delight as she teased him about his intimate attire. 

“My pale blue set, Ma’am”, Peter stuttered, feeling acutely embarrassed as he awaited the inevitable further inquiry into his choice of lingerie. “Your pale blue set?”, Fiona repeated questioningly, feigning complete ignorance of the matter. 

“Which pale blue set would that be?”. “The baby blue lace one, Ma’am, the one you had me buy last year”, Peter replied, the recollection of his trip to the expensive lingerie boutique causing his loins to stir once more. He’d burned 16

with shame throughout that encounter, convinced that the saleswoman had seen straight through his suggestion that the garments in question would be for his wife, taking her enigmatic smile as confirmation that she knew who would really be wearing the delicate lace lingerie he’d spent so much on. 

“Show me”, Fiona ordered, biting into the second slice of toast with relish, the marmalade clinging to her luscious lips for the moment it took her to lick them clean. Now blushing furiously, Peter hesitantly gathered the folds of his petticoat and the hem of his dress in his hands before bashfully lifting them just high enough to reveal his panties. The unnatural bulge of his chastity cage was unmistakable underneath the baby blue lace, the outline of the acrylic prison clearly visible, right down to the padlock that kept everything safe and secure. Fiona’s attention was causing his member to swell inside, its rhythmic throbbing just discernible from the way the plastic cage seemed to tremble under her gaze. “Ooh, they’re pretty”, she beamed. “Is that why you chose them? Did my maid want to show off her pretty panties?”. 

Peter nodded, unsure of how else he could respond to such an embarrassing question. Whatever underwear he had chosen, he would have been sure to face similar humiliation at his wife’s hands, her knowledge of just how much it turned him on to be chastened in this fashion meaning that he was entirely at her mercy. 

With a glint in her eye, Fiona wiped her hands on the serviette before reaching over to stroke the swelling between her husband’s legs. “And how is Little Peter this morning? Is it nice and tight in there for him?”. It was just as well that her question was meant rhetorically, for Peter was too caught up in the paroxysms of agony and ecstasy that her touch was causing as she ran her fingers around his most intimate parts, tickling the inside of his thighs with glee. It was all he could do to stay upright as she teased him. 

Then, as quickly as it had begun, his torment was over. Fiona had withdrawn her devilish fingers as though she had known nothing of the effect they had been having on her poor, tormented husband, and returning to her toast she once more adopted the severe tone of the lady of the house. “Put your skirt down, dear, it’s immodest”, she chided, before finishing the final slice of toast. “It’s time my maid got back to work. What were you doing when I called you?”, she demand sternly, her voice carrying all the force of an interrogation. “Mopping the kitchen floor, Ma’am”, Peter replied meekly, knowing that he had now returned to his former role of housemaid rather than the more privileged position of her sex toy. “And were you finished?”, Fiona demanded. “No, Ma’am, I was only halfway through”, Peter admitted. “Well, you can finish it while I get myself dressed, can’t you? 

Now, be a good girl and tidy these trays”. “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am”, he replied, playing his part in their game, aroused by the playfully harsh way in 17

which she was treating him. 

Under the imperious gaze of his wife, Peter hurried collected together the used breakfast things, merging the contents of the two trays onto one so that he need only make one trip down the perilous stairs. As he was turning to leave the room, he felt the affectionate pat of his wife’s hand on his buttock, a gesture that left no room for doubt - however stern she had been just moments ago, it was clear she had enjoyed the morning as much as he had. It was by no means over yet, he mused, as he carried the dirty crockery across the half washed kitchen floor. 

There was the mopping to finish, and then whatever other chores his mistress saw fit to have him to do before she finally released him from her thrall. Half of him longed to stay like this forever, wishing his service would never end, the other half was burning with desire to be freed from his imprisonment and allowed to pleasure her like a man rather than a maid. It was a decision that was entirely out of his control, of course. 

♥ ♥ ♥

By the time he next saw her, Fiona had changed into a flowing summer dress that accentuated her feminine beauty, her auburn locks cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall. She couldn’t help herself beaming with delight at the sight of a sparkling clean kitchen, Peter having finished the floor a few minutes before her arrival, allowing him the luxury of putting his feet up while he awaited fresh orders. “Ooh”, she tutted, seeing him sitting down momentarily before he hastily stood to attention for her. “If you’re lost for something to do, why don’t you go and change my bed? Vacuum the carpet while you’re up there, and don’t forget to dust first too. Then there’s a pile of laundry in the utility room that needs dealing with, and I’ll want a cup of tea at some stage too. Have you given any thought to what you’ll be making for lunch? You certainly haven’t got time to be sitting around, my maid!”. 

He must have looked taken aback by the unending list of new demands, but it was not a maid’s place to challenge his mistress, however much work she threw at him. “Yes, Ma’am. I’ll get right to it Ma’am”, he responded submissively, but Fiona stopped him at the door. “Not so fast”, she ordered, pulling him bodily towards her with such speed that he almost fell on top of her, betrayed yet again by his impractical heels. “First I want to let you know just how much I love you”, she drawled, kissing him passionately on the lips. “I know how much you enjoy our little game”, she teased, grinding herself against his groin as she entwined her arms around him, “but I really appreciated the effort you went to for breakfast. 

It’s lovely to have a maid about the house. Maybe if you’re good”, Fiona paused, 18

building up anticipation, “I might think about rewarding you for your troubles. 

Later, of course. Once you’ve finished everything else. Now go on, you’ve got beds to make!”. 

Fiona watched her feminized husband mince down the hallway, his gait distinctly womanly as the layers of petticoats swished around his ever so cute behind, the tops of his stockings brazenly displayed underneath. Would she be rewarding him, she mused, when he had finally completed his duties, or would he be the one rewarding her? She had a distinct feeling that it would be the latter, one way or another, however much her husband might think otherwise! 
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The Dinner Party

The chimes of the doorbell rang with an insistence that belied their melody. “Be a good girl and answer that, Cindy”, Julia called from somewhere upstairs, “It’s probably Olivia, she said she might be early. I’ll be down in a minute”. The sweet refrain sounded again as Carl turned the hob down to simmer, cursing the caller’s unfortunate timing. It would probably be fine to leave the soup unattended for a little while, but he would have preferred not to take the risk at such a delicate stage in proceedings. Sighing, he sloughed off his kitchen apron as he left the room, heading briskly down the hallway so as not to keep their visitor from waiting any longer than was strictly necessary. 

“It’s frightful out there”, the well presented woman exclaimed as she strode through the doorway, handing Carl the sopping wet umbrella that had barely managed to shield her from the inclement weather. She didn’t give him a second glance as she looked around the hallway, continuing as though the mass of sodden fabric that currently occupied his attention no longer existed now that she had passed its burden on to him. “Julia not around?”, she enquired in a distinctly querulous tone, oblivious to Carl’s continued struggle with the umbrella, the re-calcitrant spokes simply refusing to fold for him. Repressing his irritation, he did his best to give the appearance of being unfazed by the situation. “She’s just upstairs. I’m sure she won’t be a moment, Miss. May I take your coat?”, he asked obsequiously, leaving the obstinate beast on the doormat for now as he helped their visitor out of her double-breasted cashmere trench-coat. That, at least, was easy to hang on the coat-stand by the door, unlike her confounded umbrella, which remained awkwardly on the mat. 

There was still no sign of Julia. “Would you like to have a seat in the lounge?”, Carl enquired, gesturing towards the appropriate door, but his question was redundant. 

Olivia was already heading down the hallway, pausing only to allow Carl to open the door for her. “Thank you, Cindy”, she replied belated, her tone making it 21

clear that she had no further need for him. “I’ll be in the kitchen if you require anything, Miss”, Carl responded, curtsying out of habit even though Olivia’s back was turned to him. He closed the door gently behind him as he left the room, before returning hurriedly to the kitchen to check up on the soup. Fortunately, it appeared unaffected by the brief lapse in stirring, its creamy goodness still simmering gently in the pan. 

Olivia had been the first of Julia’s friends to be introduced to her husband’s alter-ego, and while at first she’d made a terrible fuss of him every time she visited, now Olivia just took him for granted. After all, it was not a maid’s place to be the centre of attention, and after the novelty of seeing a man in such unusual attire had worn off, she’d soon reverted to regarding him just like any other household servant, treating him as though he wasn’t there except when she required his service. Did she even see him as a man any more, or had his gender become blurred by the uniform he wore, a simple black cotton dress and full length white apron that wouldn’t have been out of place in a period drama? 

There was nothing particularly fancy about it, nor the opaque black tights and sensible flat shoes that completed his outfit, but it was hardly appropriate for a man. Could she tell that he was wearing women’s underwear as well? The panties pulled his package in, eliminating any tell-tale bulge between his legs, but were otherwise unnoticeable. His bra was no more than an A-cup, lightly padded but nevertheless still ambiguous under his uniform - the very slightest hint of a feminine chest, but nothing more. 

He added the last of the ingredients to the soup, stirring it gently until the chopped herbs were smoothly mixed. It would need to simmer for a while longer yet, allowing him to turn his attention to the pile of vegetables that needed to be peeled and chopped prior to roasting in the oven. He was catering for six this evening - Julia and Olivia, along with four of his wife’s other friends, one of whom he had yet to meet. Needless to say, he would not be eating with them - instead, he would be required to wait upon the six women hand and foot, serving their food, topping up their glasses as appropriate, tidying up between courses and otherwise attending to the diners. When not required, he would be expected to stand patiently in the corner of the room, attentively watching so as to anticipate their needs but otherwise remaining unnoticed. However good the food smelled, he would have to content himself with the rather plainer meal he had fixed up for himself earlier in the afternoon, snatched between preparations for the rather more substantial dinner party. 

It did smell good - years of practice, helped along by cooking classes, had certainly paid off. There had been a time, long ago, when Carl had been unsure how to boil an egg, but Julia had made a point of changing that. “I don’t see why I 22

should do all the cooking”, she had told him frankly one day, “If you’re going to be my maid, you’d better learn how to do it for me”. He had been in no position to argue, however much the prospect daunted him, for he was so glad his wife had accepted his need to serve that he was prepared to go along with pretty much anything she asked of him. If she wanted him to learn how to cook, then that’s what he was going to do - even if that meant going to night-school classes. 

That didn’t stop him shaking with nerves the first time he’d gone along to the local college, a situation not helped by Julia insisting he wore panties under his trousers to remind him of why he was learning such skills. He’d been convinced the stout, matronly tutor knew exactly what his wife made him wear, such was her formidable glare, but in retrospect he saw how she had adopted the same no-nonsense attitude with all of the other fledgling chefs, especially the men. It was unlikely they were all wearing lingerie, he mused! 

Little by little, Carl’s confidence in the kitchen had improved, such that he had become just as proficient in front of the stove as he was with any of his other duties as a maid. More advanced courses had honed his skills to the extent that he was now capable of doing all the catering for a three course dinner party, without needing any assistance from his wife beyond her agreement to the menu he’d proposed. That didn’t mean that the elaborate preparations took him any less time, or indeed, any less effort than anyone else facing a similar challenge - he’d already spent most of the afternoon hard at work in the kitchen, but slowly and surely everything seemed to be coming together. The chicken was marinading, the dessert was chilling in the refrigerator, and though there was still the pile of vegetables to deal with, Carl saw no reason why his wife wouldn’t be proud of his efforts. He certainly didn’t want to let her down in front of her friends, not when he was allowed the privilege of serving them on her behalf. 

It was a far cry from when he had first hesitantly raised the suggestion of helping her around the house, early in their relationship when they were still getting to know one another. She’d seen straight through him with the intuitive perception that had attracted him to her in the first place, going in for the kill without a moment’s delay. “So you want to be my maid?”, she’d teased, drawing out the humiliating word as he’d flushed scarlet with embarrassment. She already knew about his penchant for panties, an earlier admission in the bedroom ensuring such feminine underwear featured prominently in their sex life thereafter. Julia certainly didn’t seem to mind his unorthodox attire - “Anything that gets you that hard is fine by me”, she’d purred after she’d seen the effect they’d had on him, taking advantage of the powerful erection they inevitably caused. Her approach to having him serve her had been similar, insisting he make himself useful by donning her kitchen apron and doing the dishes - the first of countless occasions 23

he’d found himself with his hands in the sink. 

Now he had aprons of his own - the traditional, Victorian-style uniform that he was wearing now, and a rather more risqué outfit that came out when there was just the two of them. Carl had been mortified when Julia had informed him, almost in passing, that she’d shared his most intimate secret with one of her closest friends, and would he mind if she came to tea one afternoon? Although it was a particular fantasy of his to serve his mistress’s guests, the prospect of doing so for real was almost too much for Carl to contemplate, and he’d stammered a reluctant acceptance, knowing he had little choice in the matter. It was one thing to indulge his desires in private with his wife, but quite another to be exposed in such a humiliating position to a woman he barely knew. He’d never shown too much of an interest in the comings and goings of Julia’s friends, meeting them from time to time at social occasions but not paying too much attention as to which was which beyond the usual niceties of polite smalltalk. Now he was being asked to adopt an entirely different kind of relationship with them - one in which he was clearly the subordinate party. 

Olivia had quickly stifled a snigger when she’d first laid eyes on her friend’s husband, all done up in his traditional maid’s uniform, but her straight face barely concealed a smirk as she stared at him. He’d felt himself burning up with shame as he stumbled through the lines he had practised earlier with his wife. 

“My name is Cindy, Miss, and it will be my privilege to serve you today. May I show you through to the lounge?”. “Thank you, Cindy”, Olivia had replied, having almost as much trouble in getting her words out as Carl had as she’d tried to keep herself from laughing at such an incongruous name for a six foot tall man, however ludicrously he was dressed. “Oh, I’m sorry”, she spluttered, clutching his arm for support as she regained her composure. “Julia, you didn’t tell me to expect this! He’s so... well trained, I suppose”, she explained, before turning back to him. “You’re a cutie, darling, and I’m sure I’ll get used to you. 

Are you going to get us some tea?”, she asked softly, watching intently as Carl curtsied before leaving the room. 

There was no doubt they had been talking about him in his absence, judging by the way their excited conversation had abruptly stopped the moment he returned bearing a tray of tea things. The silence was broken only by the clinking of china as he placed the tea on the coffee table in front of them, feeling the intense attention of Olivia’s inquisitive gaze as she stared at her unusual attendant. “How do you take your tea, Miss?”, he had enquired subserviently, his face burning with shame as he knelt down to pour, wondering what on earth his wife’s visitor made of being waited upon by a feminised male maid. However unusual she found the situation, Olivia played her role perfectly, instructing him as though he were 24

nothing more than a waitress in a restaurant, of concern only when required. 

Etiquette dictated that she thanked him for the cup of tea, but as soon as that formality was dispensed with, she continued to chat with Julia as though the maid kneeling before her wasn’t even there. 

It had taken his wife to break the spell. “That will be all for now, Cindy”, she had commanded him dismissively, “I’ll call for you should your services be required again”, sending him away as effectively as if she had ordered him out of the room. 

“Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss”, he had apologised, pulling himself awkwardly to his feet before offering a departing curtsy to his mistress and her visitor. However exciting it was for him to serve another woman, it was still just as important for him to remember his place as a humble servant and not get ideas above his station. 

After performing his duties as tea-maid, he was expected to wait patiently in the hallway, ready to be called for at a moment’s notice. Unable to occupy himself otherwise, time slowed to a crawl as he tried to make out the muffled voices coming through the thick wooden door of the lounge, but it was impossible to tell what they were talking about. Was he still the main topic of conversation, or had his wife and her guest long since lost interest in the maid who even now remained invisibly at their beck and call? It had seemed like hours before his wife summoned him for a top-up. 

All that had been a long time ago. Julia had regarded that first tea party as such a success that she had invited Olivia back the next week, and the week after, and the week after that. After the initial awkwardness between them had worn off, Olivia had taken to quizzing him at length about every aspect of his service, from mundane details about his choice of attire right through to what it was that drove him to be a maid in the first place. Sometimes it had been hard to tell whether she was genuinely interested in his answers, or whether it merely amused her to see a man go into so much detail about feminine matters that ought to be quite alien to him. Either way, it had taken a long time for her to grow bored of such questioning, familiarity eventually causing her curiosity to slowly ebb away. 

Now she seemed to regard him as just another household fitting, whereas Carl had grown quite used to her presence, no longer blushing or stammering when she addressed him, but responding in the humble manner appropriate for a maid. 

Since then, Julia had introduced several more of her friends to her maid at similar tea parties. Each had followed a similar pattern to Olivia in terms of their reaction to being served by a man dressed as a maid - the initial shock and subsequent curiosity giving way to taking the feminised man for granted, practically ignoring him except when his services were required. For the most part, such invitations were individual, impromptu affairs, but occasionally there was the challenge of having more than one guest to wait upon when the ladies got together for a more 25

formal gathering. This evening would be the first time Carl had catered for such numbers, however, as well as pushing his culinary skills to the limit. Serving tea was one thing, but a full three course meal was quite another, especially when a new member of the little circle was expected. He had been instructed to be on his best behaviour for Phoebe, but still had no idea as to what to expect beyond his wife’s cryptic description of her as being rather outgoing and energetic. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Carl’s train of thoughts was interrupted by the shrill cry of his wife, much louder than when she had been upstairs. “Cindy!”, she called again, the sound evidently coming from the hallway now that Carl was paying more attention. He dropped the potato he had been peeling back into the sink, hurriedly wiping his hands on a tea-towel in an attempt to dry them before rushing out of the kitchen to discover what his mistress required of him now. Vegetables or no vegetables, it certainly would not do to keep her waiting - she would not be interested in his excuses, and he hoped his momentary lapse of attention had not been enough to warrant her notice, or heaven forbid, her displeasure. 

Julia was standing in the doorway to the lounge, her hands on her hips as she watched her husband scurry down the hallway to her, his masculine gait impeded slightly by the long skirt of his uniform. “Ah, there you are”, she chided as he came to a halt before her, watching him hurriedly curtsy before trying to regain his composure. “Aren’t you going to offer our guest a drink?”. “Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss”, Carl apologised, bowing his head in shame as he realised he had forgotten to do so earlier, but before he could begin to rectify his mistake, there came the insistent chimes of the doorbell, its dulcet tones signifying the arrival of another of the evening’s guests. 

Suddenly, everything seemed to be going wrong for Carl. Olivia’s umbrella, still untamed, glared up at him from the doormat, blocking his approach to the door. Carl frantically wrestled with the uncontrollable monster for several, anxious seconds before giving up on it once again, holding the sodden creature at arms length as he fumbled with the door latch, feeling his wife’s burning gaze upon him. Finally, the catch yielded to his efforts, the door opening to reveal a petite woman in a long raincoat who wasted no time in escaping the elements, pressing her own soaking umbrella into his free hand as she crossed the threshold into the house. “Julia!”, she cooed, “It’s been too long! Such awful weather out there, you wouldn’t believe the trouble I’ve had getting here”, pausing only to catch her breath before beginning to regale them with the tale of her adventures on the roads. 
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Laura was another old friend, almost as familiar to Carl as Olivia. She looked at him expectantly as she began to divest herself of the dripping raincoat that had served to protect her from the inclement weather, either not noticing or not caring that his hands were already full of umbrellas. Carl felt flustered, not knowing where to turn, and it took him a moment to realise that the needs of their guest must come first. Just as he had reached the conclusion that he had put down both of the umbrellas before taking her coat, Laura took the decision out of his hands, adding to his woes by dumping her wet outerwear across his arms. “Thank you, Miss”, he acknowledged automatically, inwardly wondering how on earth he might gracefully extricate himself from such a predicament without unceremoniously dropping everything on the floor - something that would be sure to earn him a scolding from his wife, especially in front of her guests. 

“That’s awful”, exclaimed Julia, commiserating with Laura’s account of her journey through the weather rather than her husband’s struggle with the extra load. 

“Do come through to the lounge, Olivia’s already here. Cindy was just getting the drinks, weren’t you?”. “Yes, Miss. Right away, Miss”, Carl nodded in acknowledgement, holding back his frustration despite being expected to be in two places at once. “When you’re ready, Cindy. No hurry”, Laura smirked, turning her back on him without waiting for a response from the overburdened maid. 

She had always regarded him with a dismissive contempt, but since her divorce her attitude towards him had taken on a new edge, as though she now held him responsible for all the sins of his gender. His passive acceptance of everything he was told to do made him an easy target for her scorn, he mused. 

Carl recalled the first time Laura had seen him in his uniform. She had snorted derisively, not even trying to hide her contempt for what she saw. “Isn’t that rather degrading?”, she had asked, turning to Julia as though the man standing meekly in front of her wasn’t even there. “No, he doesn’t mind. In fact, he quite likes playing the maid, don’t you Cindy?”. He’d nodded, blushing at admitting such an intimate secret in front of a woman he’d only just met, but Laura merely snorted. 

“I wasn’t thinking of him”, she said disparagingly, subconsciously sneering as she referred to Carl, “No, it’s degrading to women as a whole, that”, she paused, searching for the right word, “that parody. It’s as if only women can be maids. 

Couldn’t he be a butler or something instead?”. 

“Oh, that wouldn’t be nearly as much fun!”, laughed Julia, trying to lighten the mood, though her friend’s argument had clearly bothered her. “It’s not like Cindy could ever be a real woman, could you dear?”, she grinned, pinching his cheek affectionately. “Besides, he’ll only ever be serving us ladies, and I think we know better than to see him as anything other than he is”. Laura frowned, but let her friend continue. “You don’t want to be giving gentlemen the wrong idea about 27

a woman’s place, do you, Cindy?”, Julia enquired of her husband mischievously. 

The thought of being seen in such an outrageous outfit by other men made Carl’s blood run cold. “No, Miss. Serving you and your lady friends is quite enough for me, Miss”, he stammered, knowing that she was just teasing him but unsettled by the prospect nonetheless. Laura had relented a little after that, but it had taken a lot of effort on Carl’s part to prove himself to her. Even now, she seemed to regard him as half servant, half plaything, toying with him as a cat might a mouse. It simultaneously thrilled and frightened Carl to be treated in such a cavalier manner by a woman as self-assured as Laura - powerful and intimidating to any man, let alone him. 

The damp from Laura’s coat was beginning to soak through the sleeves of his uniform, exacerbating the need for Carl to do something with the masses of wet fabric that encumbered him. His wife and her visitor were now thankfully out of sight, the lounge door closing behind them, allowing him to just drop everything on the floor before quickly picking the coat up again and hanging it properly on the coat-stand along with Olivia’s. Laura’s umbrella folded compliantly, and perhaps encouraged by its example, Olivia’s soon joined it without too much of a fuss - a relief short lived for Carl as he hurried towards the kitchen to fetch drinks for his wife and her guests. It was fortunate that the vegetables could wait a little while longer, he mused - trying to do all this earlier, while he was preparing the soup would have been a real nightmare. Still, as a maid he was expecting to take whatever was thrown at him, so it behoved him to sort the drinks out now while he had the chance. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“Your sherry, Miss”. Carl tried to not look too frazzled as he presented Laura with her aperitif, knowing that her critical gaze would be sure to find fault with even the slightest thing amiss about his presentation. “Thank you, Cindy”, she replied expressionlessly, before letting her face adopt its characteristic smirk. “You’re looking a little damp. I trust my coat wasn’t too much bother for you?”. “No, Miss. Not at all, Miss”, Carl replied, avoiding eye contact with his tormentor as her gaze bored into him. Thankfully, Julia rescued him from any further comeback. “How are your preparations for the meal coming along, Cindy? I told the others to be here by seven - I do hope they make it, given the weather”. “I’ve just got the vegetables to finish, Miss”, Carl told her, “I’ll put the meat on when I know our guests are here, if that’s alright with you, Miss?”. “Certainly, Cindy. 

Now go and make yourself useful. Olivia, did you ever hear anything more from that architect friend of yours?”. 
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Summarily dismissed, Carl curtsied, more to avoid giving Laura an excuse to criticise him again than from any real expectation that the ladies in the room were really watching him depart, too engrossed in their conversation to care what a humble maid was up to. Returning to the kitchen, he continued with the chore of peeling the vegetables, finishing the last of the potatoes just as the doorbell rang once more. Again, he went through the ritual of drying his dripping hands on the tea towel before hurrying out to see which of his wife’s friends had arrived now, but even before he was halfway down the hallway, he could tell there was more than one from the excited chatter behind the door. 

It was with some trepidation that Carl opened the door to the three ladies, crammed like sardines under the awning that sheltered the entrance to the house from the never-ending rain. Two of them, the two he recognised from previous occasions, wasted no time before bustling into the house, glad to finally find shelter from the awful weather, but the third stood motionless on the doorstep for a moment, her jaw dropping open as she caught sight of Carl. “Oh my God!”, she exclaimed. “I thought she was joking. I didn’t think you’d really be...”, her words tailing off as her eyes drank in the sight of the feminised man before her, nervously watching her reaction despite being occupied with the heavy coats of her two companions whilst simultaneously still holding the door. 

“Come on, Phoebe!”, laughed Caroline, the older of the group, “You’re letting all the cold air in! Haven’t you ever seen a man dressed as a maid before?”, she joked as the younger woman finally made it through the doorway. The noise had been enough to bring Julia out into the hallway. “So glad you could make it, girls!”, she beamed, “Phoebe, this is Cindy, my maid”, winking at her other two guests, who were evidently enjoying the spectacle, before turning expectantly to her husband. Despite having been through this ordeal with each of the other ladies in the house, Carl’s face nevertheless flushed red with embarrassment as he acknowledged his wife’s unspoken prompt, tripping over his words a little as he curtsied before the unfamiliar woman. “A pleasure to meet you, Miss. May I take your coat?”. He held out a hand tentatively, trying not to be too eager in case that were deemed to be a little off-putting. 

Phoebe giggled nervously, allowing Carl to take her soaking wet mackintosh from her and hang it with the rest of the coats. “Come through to the lounge”, Julia beckoned, “Olivia and Laura are already here. Cindy, drinks. Eleanor, you must let me know how you got on the other day at...”, but her voice was muffled as she left the hallway for the comfort of the lounge, leaving Carl forever ignorant as to what his wife had been asking of the third of their guests. He hurried off towards the kitchen to fetch their drinks, wondering what to make of the latest initiate into his secret life. Would she end up taking him for granted, like Olivia, 29

once she had overcome the initial awkwardness, or would she be more like Laura, wickedly delighting in teasing him as he served? Each of the ladies seemed to relate to him in a slightly different way - Caroline relished the attention, insisting he did everything for her, whereas Eleanor was more reticent, a little begrudging of his presence. How would Phoebe turn out when the novelty of seeing him all dressed up had faded? 

She was staring at him as he entered the lounge, but the other women continued their conversation as though he was quite invisible. Only when he proffered a glass of sherry in front of her did Eleanor look away from her companions, and Caroline showed a similar lack of interest in him, turning back to the group as soon as the drink was in her hand without so much as a second glance. Phoebe, however, had kept her eyes on him throughout, eagerly taking the glass from him as she looked him up and down, a huge grin on her face. “Thank you, Cindy!”, she beamed from beneath her masses of blonde curls, a heart-stopping smile that could easily have brought traffic to a halt. Carl felt a sudden pang of desire, tempered with the knowledge that, quite apart from any qualms about his wife, the pretty girl sitting in front of him saw him as nothing more than a novel amusement. Her interest in him certainly wasn’t sexual, he recognised with a sinking heart, merely curiosity about a man adopting the most unmasculine of roles. 

Phoebe’s expression turned to one of puzzlement. Had he been staring at her for too long? His wife’s latest guest had the kind of eyes a man could lose himself in, not to mention a body to die for, but it would not to do to become too enamoured with her - there would be hell to pay for even the slightest indiscretion, however futile. Thankfully, she soon put him out of his misery, explaining her countenance with a question that attracted the interest of the other women, their conversation falling silent to listen. “Why are you called Cindy, anyhow? It’s a...”, she paused, searching for the right words, “bit of a silly name for a man, don’t you think?”. 

Laura snorted loudly, turning to look expectantly at him, but Julia saved him from having to answer for himself. “We wanted something nice and girly”, Julia said gently. “You don’t find many maids with names like Carl - it’s too manly to feel right, isn’t it dear?”. 

Laura made no effort to restrain a chortle at Carl’s expense, staring at the feminised man as he blushed with shame. “Yes, Miss”, he replied, looking at his feet to avoid meeting the gaze of his tormentors. “Cindy it is, then!”, said Phoebe brightly. “Cindy the maid! Yes, that has a certain ring to it. Thanks again for the drink, Cindy”, she laughed, stressing his name as though it gave her great amusement. She might have continued with her game had Julia not put a sudden stop to it, adopting a sterner tone towards him so as to draw a line under proceedings without obviously rebuking her guest. “Yes, thank you, Cindy. Go 30

and finish whatever you still need to do for dinner. Call us when you’re ready to serve”. “Yes, Miss”, he curtsied, knowing that Phoebe’s eyes were sure to be upon him as he hurriedly vacated the room. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The next half hour passed in a blur of activity for Carl. Bringing everything together such that it would all be ready at the right moment was an art in itself, but thanks to his night-school classes, not to mention the countless times he’d prepared similar dinners for his wife, meant that Carl had a reasonably good idea about when to start cooking the various components of the meal. Nevertheless, he still felt nervous as he laid the cutlery out on the dinning table, its centre leaves extended to accommodate the additional numbers that would be present this evening. He couldn’t afford to make any mistakes - it was one thing to disappoint his wife a little when they were on their own, but quite another to show her up in front of her guests. If he wanted to be allowed to repeat the evening, which however embarrassing he found some aspects of it, he most certainly did, then everything would have to be flawless from the perspective of the diners, however frantically he worked behind the scenes. 

Finally, the moment had come. It was with some trepidation that Carl knocked on the door of the lounge to announce that the starter would shortly be served, outwardly escorting the six women through to the dining room, but inwardly feeling as though he was being herded by the group to his doom. Julia, Olivia and Eleanor took their seats without being prompted, evidently eagerly awaiting the occasion, but the other women stood by the table, waiting for the maid to help them with their chairs. Laura and Caroline were doing this deliberately, he knew, insisting that he fuss over them as he hurried to proffer chairs and serviettes, Laura tapping her foot impatiently until he came to her. Phoebe also stood waiting, but Carl suspected her motives were more innocent than the other two ladies, perhaps still a little confused by the situation. 

Unlike Laura, Phoebe smiled as he pushed her chair in behind her and unfolded the crisp linen serviette that lay on her place mat. The rich, creamy cashew and tomato soup steamed beckoningly from a pretty ceramic pot in the centre of the table, a shiny ladle hooked over one side. Now that all the guests were seated, it fell to Carl to serve out the results of his labours in the kitchen, and it seemed right to start with Phoebe, not least because she was the newest addition to their number. “May I offer you some soup, Miss?”, Carl enquired submissively, lifting the ladle and an empty bowl pre-emptively. “It’s cashew and tomato with a parsley garnish”, he added on seeing her curious face. “Ooh, yes please!”, enthused 31

Phoebe, “Did you make it yourself?”. “Yes Miss”, Carl replied proudly, “It’s one of my favourite recipes”. He poured the gloopy liquid, all the while watching her expression for the subtle change that indicated having provided sufficient. “Thank you, Cindy!”, Phoebe beamed, sniffing the contents of her bowl keenly. “It smells delicious!”. 

The procedure was soon repeated for the other five ladies, although not quite as enthusiastically. Nevertheless, all seemed appreciative of his choice of dishes, with even Laura commenting positively on the appearance of the soup, once Carl had very carefully poured her just the right amount of it. Julia came last, by tradition, but once she had been served the diners wasted no time in tucked in, and it was clear from the expressions on their faces that the warming soup met with their satisfaction. That didn’t mean that Carl could sit and bask in the glory, however much he might have liked to - once he was sure his services would not be required for a little while, there were preparations for the next course to attend to. He quietly removed the ceramic pot that had once been full of soup from the centre of the table, and slipping away from the dining room without drawing anyone’s attention but Phoebe, he returned to the kitchen to load the main course onto the serving trolley. 

Carl could hear an animated conversation from the room next door as he trans-ferred the succulent breasts of chicken from their tray in the oven into the silver platter he would be serving them from. The honey, mustard and soy sauce mar-inade had given them a luscious colour, and he hoped they would taste as good as they looked. The crisp, roast vegetables were done to a tee, and Carl couldn’t keep himself from sampling one of the potatoes as he spooned them into a serving dish, along with the carrots, parsnips and onions that accompanied them. His mouth dripped with saliva at the thought of digging in to such warming fare, and he regretted that he would be unable to savour more than a mouthful of a meal that had taken him so long to prepare. Finally, there was the pan fried broccoli, spiced up with a little diced chilli pepper, which was sure to add some extra colour to the guest’s plates. 

Loading all of these onto the serving trolley, along with a stack of dinner plates and two bottles of dry white wine, he pushed the unwieldy vehicle into the corridor, pausing outside the door to the dining room to listen. He knew that timing at this stage was critical. It would not do to intrude upon the starter, nor to keep the diners waiting too long - not least because he didn’t want the next course to get cold. Although there was the expected hubbub of voices, he couldn’t make out any scraping of spoon against plate from inside the room, suggesting it was as safe as it would ever be to enter. 

Sure enough, the six women had made speedy work of his starter, and all eyes 32

turned to him as he pushed the awkward trolley ahead of him, leaving it to one side to allow him to collect the dirty soup bowls first. Once they were out of the way, each diner received a sparkling dinner plate on their place mat, which was soon adorned with a mouthwatering piece of chicken, slathered in special sauce, along with a selection of vegetables. Needless to say, none of the women needed to lift a finger as their main course was served, with Carl using tongs for the meat and serving spoons for the vegetables to deliver as much or as little as each lady indicated. As ever, Laura made his life more difficult than it needed to be, insisting that none of the roast onions ended up on her plate. Did she really not like them, he pondered, as he carried out her fiddly request, or was she merely exercising her position of power over him again? 

Returning to the trolley, Carl uncorked one of the bottles of wine before turning to Julia. “Sauvignon Blanc, Miss”, he informed her, pouring a little of it into her glass for her to sample. His wife inhaled its aroma for a moment before taking a sip, savouring the taste before swallowing. It evidently met with her satisfaction, for she nodded and allowed Carl to fill her glass with the delicious liquid. Soon, all the guests had full glasses of wine, allowing Carl to stand back and watch anxiously as the six women began to tuck in to the meal he had prepared for them. Much to his relief, there were quiet murmurs of approval from the diners, even from Laura, who Carl knew would be itching to find fault with his efforts

- a hard potato or gristly piece of meat, and he would be sure to know about it. Nevertheless, she seemed as content as the rest of them as she ate, and their conversation soon resumed in earnest. 

That didn’t mean Carl could rest, however. He kept half an eye on the table, ready to refill a glass at a moment’s notice. It was strange being allowed to remain in the room with the ladies as they discussed all manner of personal business, matters that he doubted would be addressed so openly in front of their husbands. It was clear from the topics under discussion that they had forgotten his presence again, or at the very least, didn’t regard him as a man in his capacity as humble serving maid - hairstylists, clothes shopping and the ongoing ramifications of Laura’s divorce. Carl felt himself privileged to be privy to this secret world, one which he would never be allowed access to in any other circumstances. Though he could never consider himself equal to the six ladies, not dressed as he was, he still felt a strange sense of camaraderie with them. Neither properly man nor properly woman, he longed to join in their company fully, but knew that would never be permitted even if it were possible. 

He shook such thoughts out of his head, and resumed his quiet vigil over the dining table, even if there was nothing for him to do just yet. It was the first time he’d been able to properly stop since the first of his wife’s guests had arrived, and 33

now that he was no longer rushed off his feet, he took the time to study the ladies he was serving this evening. They were certainly dressed for the occasion - not quite ball gowns, but all smartly sophisticated in their own way. Phoebe was the most stunning, he thought, but she would have looked good in anything, let alone the little black dress that faithfully followed the curves of her body, stopping just below the knee to reveal sheer nylons and modest heels. There was no way he could ever hope to match such feminine perfection, even though the clothes he was wearing weren’t all that dissimilar - his black dress, admittedly not as sexy as hers, had no curves to follow, only manly shoulders and a broad, practically flat chest. Carl sighed wistfully before turning his attention elsewhere. 

Even Caroline, the oldest of the group, was turned out well. Her crisp blouse and long flowing skirt gave her a distinct presence of her own, and Carl found himself daydreaming about serving her, taking care of her chores whilst she sat back in a comfortable armchair and enjoyed the attention. She would make a more easy-going mistress than Laura, he mused, who was now leading the conversation again, wearing a ruffled halterneck top that complemented her flame coloured hair. Working for her would be a nightmare, he thought, imagining the stream of never-ending criticism the stern woman would be sure to inflict on him, taking out the sins of her former husband on such a helpless member of his gender. He wondered how long he’d last as a maid if she were his wife rather than Julia, finding the prospect scarily frightening and yet more than a little arousing too. 

Knowing her friend’s contempt for her husband, Julia had jokingly teased him that she should lend him to her to sharpen him up a bit, but thankfully that had never come to pass - it remained a threat to keep him on his toes. 

The guests were evidently in no hurry to finish the fine fare in front of them, leisurely savouring the delightful dish as they talked convivially, but they were certainly knocking the wine back judging by how quickly their glasses were emptied. Carl was soon at the table again to refill them, but as he was bending forward over Phoebe’s place there was a yelp of surprise from the young woman. 

“Oh my God! Are you wearing a bra, Cindy?”, she exclaimed shrilly, almost causing Carl to spill the wine he’d been pouring as she shrieked in his ear. Phoebe had evidently caught sight of the tell-tale signs of the straps beneath his dress as the thin cotton fabric pulled taut against them, revealing his secret shame to her, which was compounded as she ran her hand over his back, resting her fingers on the bumps of the strap adjusters. 

Carl felt his face flush with embarrassment as the conversation of the other ladies abruptly came to a halt, all eyes on him. “Well, are you?” enquired Laura mock-ingly, knowing full well what the answer would be, but evidently delighting in his discomfort. “Yes Miss, I am”, Carl replied, staring at the table in an effort to avoid 34

meeting any of the ladies’ gaze. “Do you always wear a bra, Cindy?”, Phoebe giggled mischievously. “No Miss, only when I’m serving”, Carl stammered. “Not yet, anyhow”, Julia added wickedly, sending a shiver down her husband’s spine at the suggestion. Phoebe pouted a touch disappointedly before perking up again. 

“Oh, I think you should!”, she giggled. Laura snorted. “Perhaps I should lend you him someday, Phoebe”, Julia retorted, before coming to her beleaguered husband’s rescue. “Anyway, enough about my maid’s underwear. Let Cindy do his job”. “Thank you, Miss”, Carl spluttered, before making a hasty retreat to the side of the room with the empty bottle. 

The conversation soon picked up again, thankfully around less intimate matters than what Carl was wearing under his uniform. Admitting to wearing a bra was embarrassing enough, he though, especially to an attractive young woman such as Phoebe, but he was glad she hadn’t enquired about what else he wore. To have to tell her that he was wearing matching panties, and moreover, wore such feminine underwear on a regular basis, even to work on occasions, would have been too much. Had his wife been joking about having him wear a bra more often as well? It was the kind of thing she could easily ask of him, and something he would be powerless to refuse, however awkward having to do so might be. The thought of being so completely wrapped around her little finger began to turn him on, and he hastily turned his thoughts elsewhere for fear his arousal might also be noticed - Phoebe would be sure to share the fact if she did, he mused. 

Fortunately, the six ladies had almost cleared their plates, and it wasn’t long before the last of the diners laid their knife and fork down with a sigh of satisfaction. 

“That was delicious, Julia”, Eleanor remarked, contentedly. “Yes, you must share the recipe for that chicken”, Olivia added, “It was simply divine!”. “Oh, don’t thank me”, Julia answered modestly, “It was all down to Cindy. I’m sure he’ll furnish you with all the details if you ask him nicely”. Laura looked astounded. 

“You cooked that?”, she asked, raising an eyebrow sceptically. She didn’t give Carl time to reply before continuing, “It was very good. Bravo, Cindy”. The complete absence of sarcasm in her voice left Carl taken aback for a moment, but his redheaded tormentor genuinely seemed to be praising his efforts. “Thank you, Miss. It was my pleasure, Miss”, before turning to his wife. “Shall I side the plates?”. “Yes, please do”, Julia told him, “I’m sure our guests are curious as to what you’ve prepared for dessert!”. 

Despite his wife’s instruction, Carl took a leisurely approach to clearing the dirty crockery and cutlery from the table, allowing the six ladies a little time to digest their main course before presenting them with what was to come. A little anticipation would do them no harm whatsoever, particularly when Laura appeared to be impressed by his efforts to date - he was sure the dessert would leave her 35

speechless, which in a small way would vindicate his role as maid and servant. 

Stacking the plates and dishes onto the serving trolley, he serenely trundled it out of the room, emptying its contents next to the kitchen sink for the inevitable chore of washing up later. There was very little preparation needed for the next course - simply a case of taking the fruits of his earlier labours out of the refrigerator, along with a jug of cream, plates and forks. Carl took his time about it, but before long he was pushing the trolley back into the dining room, laden with the latest of his offerings to the ladies. 

“Oh my!”, exclaimed Phoebe as she saw the magnificent Black Forest gateaux that was the culmination of Carl’s earlier efforts in the kitchen, a chocolate mass decorated with rich, creamy icing and dark cherries in a way that was indis-tinguishable from something one might find in the finest of patisseries. “No, I couldn’t possibly eat that. I’m on a diet!”, protested Laura, but Carl saw straight through her bluff and retorted in kind. “Shall I cut you a very small piece? You don’t have to have the cream”, he asked demurely, pushing his luck a little by answering back to one of his mistress’s guests but feeling sure he could get away with it. “Oh, what the hell”, Laura grumbled in defeat, “Count me in! A decent portion, mind you”, she muttered, looking sternly at Carl as he sought unspoken guidance as to how large a slice would be suitable. 

Soon there was silence around the dinner table, broken only by the occasional chink of metal against crockery as the six ladies devoured the lavish chocolate sponge, festooned with icing and cherries and drizzled with fresh double cream. 

Standing quietly at the corner of the room again, Carl glowed with pride as he watched the women making light work of the cake that had taken him hours in the kitchen, their delight in his efforts evidently apparent. Choosing such an ambitious dessert had been something of a gamble on his part, having had more than his fair share of failures when it had come to baking cakes in the past, but having seen how well it had paid off, Carl felt glad that he’d put in the additional effort for his mistress and her guests. 

Would there be anything left of the delicious confection for the cook to finally savour? He’d tasted some of the ingredients during the preparation to ensure they were just right, but the completed whole had been far too good to spoil by taking a slice out for himself. The prospect of there being anything left but crumbs looked rather distant, especially when Julia, having finished her slice and seeing that the other ladies had too, asked “Would anyone like seconds?”. “Ooh, yes”, enthused Caroline. “That was splendid, truly splendid”, she extolled. “Cindy, would you do the honours?”, Julia instructed, letting Carl cut the cake once more for the eager diners. She was the last of the six to indicate how much she would like for a second helping, and whether out of concern for her husband or merely 36

from politeness, she indicated that he should leave a thin slither behind on the plate, even going so far as to have him save one of the cherries. “You can have that later, dear”, she smiled, “It really is very good”. “Thank you, Miss”, Carl beamed, feeling puffed up by her praise. 

It wasn’t long before all the ladies were lost deep in the rich delights of the gateaux again - even Laura, whose diet had clearly been forgotten, at least for the moment. Carl hoped she wouldn’t blame him too much were she to put on weight as a result of her indulgence this evening, but he had a nasty feeling that he’d hear about it if she did, inevitably in the form of a stern talking to next time she visited. Still, for now she seemed contented enough, as did the other five women leisurely savouring each mouthful. Carl returned to his place in the corner, suddenly aware of how weary he was after such a long day on his feet. He would have loved to have sat down and rested for a moment while the ladies ate, but knew there was no prospect of doing so for a while longer yet - not until his wife’s guests had left the table, at the very least. 

Doing his best to remain attentive and yet unobtrusive, Carl stood with his hands primly folded over his apron, ready to return to the table at a moment’s notice. 

Even when the final crumbs of gateaux had long since disappeared from their plates, the six ladies showed no sign of being in any rush, continuing their conversation without a thought for the feminised man standing quietly in the corner. 

However much his feet ached, there was nothing he could do to hurry them along, knowing better than to even consider mentioning his discomfort. As a lowly maid, it was not his place to bother his mistress with such complaints, especially not on such an important occasion as this. He knew he would have to put up with his aching soles for as long as the women wanted to chat, even if they went on late into the night. That was their prerogative, after all, and he must suffer for their comfort, as befitted a humble servant. 

There was a glimmer of hope when Julia signalled to him that he should fetch her guests coffee, allowing him to stretch his legs on the way to the kitchen to switch on the percolator. Hurrying back to side the dirty plates from the table once again, he felt the burning gaze of Phoebe’s eyes alight upon him as he bent forward to clear her place. He knew that she must be staring at the outline of his bra again, but she kept her amusement to herself this time, allowing him to take her plate unmolested. It saddened him a little that she hadn’t fussed over him for a second time, but it was probably just as well - making a big deal about his underwear every time she caught sight of it would soon start to grate, if not for him then for the others present. 

With the dirty crockery now safely on the trolley, Carl proceeded to return to the kitchen for a final time, where the percolator was making the angry hissing that 37

indicated the coffee was almost ready. He unloaded the dessert plates to make space for six pretty bone-china cups and saucers, along with a bowl of sugar, but decided to leave the jug of cream from earlier - Laura could always have her coffee black if she took issue with it. Adding the now full coffeepot to the trolley, he carefully steered it back to the dining room, where his arrival was scarcely acknowledged beyond a quick glance from his wife. Only when he placed a cup in front of each of the women in turn did their attention return to him, and then only so far as to direct him as to how much sugar and cream he should add to the deep black coffee, before returning to their rather animated conversation. Having missed the start of it, and concentrating too hard on pouring the coffee to listen in earnest, Carl had no idea what the six women were getting so excited about, but whatever it was, it was no concern of his - a distinctly feminine matter, judging by the talk of fabrics. 

As he finished adding just the right amount of cream to his wife’s cup, Julia beckoned him closer, evidently not wanting to disturb the conversation by giving him orders more directly. “Why don’t you go and get started on the washing up, dear?”, she suggested quietly, albeit in a manner that left no room for debate, before adding dismissively, “I’ll call you if you’re needed again”. “Yes, Miss”, Carl acknowledged quietly, pushing the serving trolley to the corner of the room before leaving the ladies to whatever it was they were discussing so eagerly. Although he wouldn’t be able to put his feet up just yet - not if he wanted to avoid the risk of Julia catching him slacking off - there would at least be no need to stand to attention whilst he had his hands in the sink, allowing a little respite even if he couldn’t relax completely. 

There was an awful lot of washing up, Carl mused, up to his elbows in soapy water, especially when compared to what he was used to. Not only were there three times as much crockery and cutlery to deal with, there were also the pots and pans he’d used in preparing the meal, not to mention a bewildering array of kitchen implements too. There was certainly no time to dawdle - it would take the rest of the night to return the kitchen to the pristine state his wife expected it to be left in, and he very much wanted to sit down and take his shoes off without the nagging guilt that there was work still to be done. The excited chatter from the neighbouring room showed no sign of easing up as he worked his way through the pile of dirty dishes, the merriment of his wife and her guests emphasising his place as their servant as he toiled away unseen, the maid no concern to them now that dinner was over. 

Despite the ache in his feet and the knowledge that he was far from being even half way through the washing up, Carl felt a distinct sense of satisfaction at the way the evening had turned out. He hoped his wife would share his opinion that 38

the dinner had been a great success - a three course meal for six people, prepared from scratch and served to the delight of her guests without Julia having to lift a finger. He’d come a long way from his tentative first steps as a maid, his wife’s patience at some of his earlier disasters in the kitchen having finally paid off. 

More than that, he felt deeply at peace with himself, the stresses of the working week put behind him as little more than a distant memory, washed away by being immersed so completely in his new, more submissive role as feminised maid and servant. However much hard work it had been, preparing and serving the meal had been as pleasurable for Carl as the end results had been for the ladies he had served. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“Cindy!”, Julia called insistently from the hallway. Carl was down to the last of the pots and pans, but the kitchen was still in something of a state. What did she want now? “Cindy!”, his wife called again. “Yes, Miss. Coming Miss!”, Carl replied, quickly drying off the soap suds from his hands before hurrying to the kitchen door. Julia wasn’t alone in the hallway - all five of her guests had joined her, forming an imposing crowd who could easily have overpowered him should they have chosen to. Even if he hadn’t been wearing his maid’s uniform, he would have felt obliged to cede to them, a lone man against six women, but dressed as he was, it was the natural course of action to ask how he could be of service. “Would you see our guests out, dear?”, Julia asked. “It’s rather late, the evening has just flown by!”. “Certainly, Miss”. Carl escorted the group to the door, although again it felt like they were escorting him. 

One by one, he offered the five visitors their coats, which had fortunately had a chance to dry off a little rather than remaining as sopping wet as when they had arrived. The weather seemed to have eased off too, so the women wouldn’t have to get all wrapped up simply to walk the few metres down the road to where their cars were parked. “Thank you, Cindy”, said Caroline as he helped guide her arms into the sleeves of her coat. Eleanor required no such help, preferring to put hers on herself, as did Olivia, who held her umbrella at arms length for fear of it dripping on her. “Thanks for all your hard work, Cindy”, she added, just as he was about to move on to the next of their guests. “I’ve had a lovely evening”. 

“Yes, I never would have thought a man could cook like that”, agreed Laura, allowing Carl to help her into her raincoat, before turning to his wife. “We must do this again, Julia”. “Yes, we must!”, enthused Phoebe, “And I’d love you to come round and clean for me sometime, Cindy!”, she giggled as he returned her mackintosh. Julia smiled enigmatically. “Thank you for coming, everyone. I’m glad you all had such a good time. Do drive safely”. 
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“Phew!” exclaimed Julia, closing the front door after the last of the cars had departed. “What an evening!”. She turned to Carl, affectionately wrapping her arms around him before giving him a quick peck on the lips. “How about you finish off the washing up, and then we’ll see about getting you out of that uniform of yours? You’ve done really well this evening - I’m ever so proud of you”. Such glowing praise from his wife buoyed up Carl’s spirits, allowing him to start upon the remaining dishes with renewed enthusiasm, but the click-clack of her heels on the tiled kitchen floor soon indicated that she would not be leaving him to his chores unattended. “I do have one slight criticism”, she began, standing behind him in a manner that was distinctly unsettling. “Next time we do this, you really have to bake a bigger cake!”. 
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The Reluctant

Washerwoman

“And how’s my maid doing?”, Anita chirped, wrapping her arms around her husband as he stood in front of the sink, up to his elbows in soapy water. She nuzzled his ear affectionately as he pulled a slick length of nylon out of the frothy lather, giving Paul a sympathetic squeeze as he gently compressed the dripping stocking in his hand to wring it out before placing it in a bowl on the draining board, along with the rest of the hosiery she’d worn over the past week. He paused as she kissed him, letting her lips linger sensuously on his neck for a moment before pulling away as he turned to reciprocate. She could sense his frustration and yet knew that her teasing was turning him on. 

“No, no”, she grinned, resting her hands on her hips as she stepped back from him, suddenly assuming an air of authority in addition to affection. “Not while you’ve still got your apron on, silly!”, referring to the full length cotton pinafore her husband wore, protecting him from stray splashes despite its overly flouncy design, its garish floral print embellished with frills. “Are you nearly finished?”. 

“I’ve just got the rest of these to do”, Paul replied, blushing sheepishly as he gestured towards the pile of lingerie that still remained in the laundry basket. 

Anita smiled at his vagueness, knowing how embarrassing her husband found it to talk about her unmentionables, even now that he had such personal experience of them. His face would be sure to flush scarlet should she innocently enquire about what he was referring to, his voice stutter and stammer if she insisted he spell out the details of the bras and panties he had so obliquely indicated - she knew that from past experience. 

For now, however, she chose a different game. “You don’t mind if I watch?”, she asked mischievously, wrapping her arms around him once again. He was unlikely to refuse, however bashful his acquiescence, for he was always so much 41

more docile when he was like this, more pliable to her wishes. “Of course”, Paul mumbled shyly, blushing a deeper shade of red. She could feel the tension in his body as he stretched over to reach the laundry basket, a more deliberate, less natural action than might have been the case had her embrace not been encumbering him. Anita stood on tip-toe as her husband carefully took the first garment from the pile, tucking her head over his shoulder to let her see what he was doing, coincidentally reducing his scope for movement still further. 

“I seem to remember you liking those”, she commented idly as he plunged the wispy black lace of a delicate pair of panties into the suds. That was something of an understatement - seeing her in them, along with the matching bra and suspender belt, lace topped stockings and stiletto heels, had got her husband very excited earlier in the week. She’d toyed with him for much, much longer than he would have liked before finally letting him have what he craved so badly. 

He hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off her as she nonchalantly lounged around the house with only her dressing gown on top, a short satin number that kept slipping open to reveal what was underneath. Paul had endured an hour watching her favourite television programme as she’d snuggled alongside him, feeling first hand the effect her attire was having on him as she idly caressed his body, teasing him all the while about what he might expect later if only he was patient. It had certainly got him all hot and bothered, as she’d found to her advantage when she finally let herself be swayed by his advances. 

Even now, as her pinafored husband washed the lingerie she had been wearing that evening, she could feel its after-effects as she ran her hands down his body. 

Being reminded of such an intimate time together had caused a slight stirring in his groin, unmistakable even under his apron. She let her fingers rest on the nascent swelling, gently caressing it for a moment before returning her attention to his chest. It wouldn’t have taken much to have brought out his erection fully, but she didn’t want to distract him too much, not when he still had chores to do for her. The skimpy lace panties remained soaking in the bowl as Paul reached out for the next item in the pile - a sturdy satin bra. 

“Ooh, that’s not one of mine”, Anita exclaimed as her husband immersed the shiny black brassière into the soapy water, scrunching its large padded cups up and down in the lather before pulling it out again briefly to inspect it. “No, it’s far too big for me”, she commented, gently pinning his arms with hers to keep him from moving the offending garment away. “I hope you’re not washing another girl’s undies! I’m not sharing you with anyone!”, she teased, knowing full well who the bra in question belonged to. Paul blushed once more, but Anita didn’t let up. “So?”, she asked insistently, “Whose is it? Do I know her?”. She could feel his body tense a little as he answered shyly, his voice barely audible over the 42

water dripping back into the sink. “It’s mine”, he stammered, “only mine”. 

Releasing her grip on his arms, Anita gave her husband an affectionate squeeze, kissing his neck tenderly not just once, but several times before whispering in his ear. “I love it when you wear a bra for me”, she breathed sultrily, nuzzling his earlobe with her tongue. “It turns me on so much”, giving his neck a gentle nip before resuming her viewpoint over his shoulder. She was sure that the swelling between his legs would be much more pronounced now should she care to investigate it, for however embarrassed her husband was to admit it, he couldn’t help the effect such treatment had on him. If her lingerie had a profound effect on him, it was nothing compared to making him wear similar underwear himself

- an essential addition to his apron, quite apart from offering a way to spice up their bedroom games from time to time. 

There was no mistaking the bra he was wearing now - a quick glance down at his chest revealed a most unmasculine bosom beneath the frilly floral apron, his false breasts jiggling with the slightest of movements. They were just water balloons, she knew, as she reached up to cup them with her hands, but they served their purpose admirably. He would be wearing matching panties too, although she couldn’t tell from her current vantage point, panties that would be a little too tight to be comfortable. Somewhere in the pile of lingerie Paul still had to wash would be a similar pair he’d worn when doing last week’s laundry, donning such feminine underwear now being an expected part of him doing the chores for her. 

It served to put him in the right frame of mind, as well as livening things up for the both of them afterwards, she mused. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Having him wear a bra and panties hadn’t been something she’d imagined when she first insisted he take care of the laundry for her. Indeed, having him do the washing at all had happened more by chance than design. He had only himself to blame, really. If he hadn’t had been quite so useless when she’d been laid up in bed with the flu, she might never have considered teaching him how to do such things himself rather than having to rely on her all the time. The onset of her symptoms had been sudden and devastating, leaving her laid up in bed unable to do anything but sneeze, stream and sleep in a state of sickly delirium, alternately burning with fever and shivering with chills. Paul had done what he could under the circumstances, keeping her amply supplied with fresh tissues, hot drinks and the occasional bowl of soup when she could stomach it, but for the most part he’d sensibly kept well out of the way, sleeping on the couch to try and avoid becoming infected himself. It had been a horrendous experience, one she hoped she’d never have to repeat. 
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Only afterwards, once she was feeling well enough to wander around the house for longer than just the trip to the bathroom and back again, did Anita discover that her husband had resorted to wearing the same underwear for several days in a row. Unfortunately for Paul, her illness had coincided with the day on which she normally took care of the laundry, leaving his drawers poorly stocked - stocks that soon ran out as her sickness dragged on. She’d been too far gone by that stage to know, let alone care, about how her husband had been bewildered by the washing machine, unable to figure out its complexities and not wanting to bother her about it. At least, that was the reason he gave her afterwards - secretly, Anita had a suspicion that, left to his own devices, Paul didn’t care about such niceties as clean underwear, but if that was the case, he was at least wise enough not to admit it. 

Nevertheless, the episode had given her something to think about while she was convalescing, having ample time to muse on such matters as her body recovered from the after effects of what had been a particularly unpleasant bout of flu. By the time she was properly back on her feet, she’d come to the conclusion that her husband needed to be shown the error of his ways, and thus it was that she stood over him as he loaded the washing machine with his dirty shorts, showing him exactly what needed to be done to transform the pile of soiled garments into fresh, pristine ones suitable for putting back in the drawer. She might have left it at that had he shown any eagerness to learn, but Paul had pulled such a face at the prospect of doing something so simple that she’d resolved not to let the matter rest until he’d given in and accepted that there was no reason why she had to be to the one to take care of all the laundry. Whatever his hangups were, he was going to have to overcome them! 

♥ ♥ ♥

She’d waited until the moment was right, snuggling up to him on the couch as they were idly watching television together. Whatever was on the box had soon ceased to be of interest to him as she rolled her body over his so that she was straddling him, pressing her chest against his as she bent forward to whisper in his ear. “I’ve bought something for you”, she breathed seductively, feeling his erection growing underneath her as she ground into him, pawing at his shirt with her fingers as she did so. The throbbing between his legs made it clear what he thought she had in mind, although to be fair, that was a perfectly natural response to her teasing - there was no way he could have guessed what she had in store for him. “Close your eyes”, she giggled, guiding her obedient husband into the kitchen, knowing he was utterly unaware of the trap he was walking into. 

“Keep them closed!”, she insisted, slipping the newly purchased apron over his 44

head and tying it behind his back. Paul had looked bemused, but had nevertheless gone along with her little game until he’d opened his eyes. 

“Do you like it?”, Anita had teased as her husband looked down in horror at the lurid floral design that stretched from his shoulder blades right down to his knees, trimmed with wide cotton frills that came together at the top to form the neckband. The sight of such over-the-top flounciness evidently took Paul back for a moment, but as soon as he realised what he was wearing, he wasted no time in trying to take it off, his hands scrabbling behind his back in a vain attempt to undo the tight knot that Anita had tied. “Not so fast!”, she giggled, pushing herself into his back before wrapping her arms around his chest, both to act as a physical barrier to removing the apron and to reignite the sensual aspects of the situation. She ran her hands over the gaudy cotton, caressing his nipples in the process, before standing back to admire her handiwork. “You look lovely. It really suits you”, she told him with a barely straight face, just about fighting back the giggles at the ludicrous sight of her husband wearing such exaggerated attire. 

“Anita!”, Paul grumbled, but it was clear that he was beginning to accept the situation, no longer fighting to take the apron off, but standing there looking bashful. Anita took no notice of his protests, adopting an authoritative tone as she addressed her blushing husband. “We’re going to do the laundry, or rather I’m going to show you and you’re going to do it. You’re dressed for the occasion, so you’ve got no excuse”. He began to speak, but she cut him off before he could get started. “I don’t see why I should have to do it all, you know. It’s not as if you can’t, it’s perfectly straightforward once you get the hang of it”, she said. 

“Now go and get the laundry basket from the bathroom. Go on. The sooner we get this done, the sooner we can get you out of that lovely apron”, she paused, before offering her reluctant husband an incentive to play along with this little game, “and perhaps out of those of other clothes of yours as well”. She stood with her hands on hips, making it clear she would brook no nonsense, leaving Paul with little choice but to dutifully obey. 

She’d shown him how to separate the contents of the laundry basket into various piles, explaining why whites should never be washed with stronger colours - at least, not unless he wanted his underwear to turn a pretty pink, pointing to a red blouse that almost matched the colour of his face. She’d insisted he go through all the pockets of the clothes for stray tissues, do up zippers and rigorously inspect each garment for stains that would benefit from additional pre-treatment with detergent. If she was honest with herself, that was rather more than she would normally bother with, but if Paul was going to do the laundry, he was going to do it right. Then she showed him how much washing power to use, as well as how to program the washing machine, having him keep his apron on until the last 45

of the clothes had been spun before asking him to hang them all on a couple of clothes horses. With a mischievous glint in her eye, she’d added “Of course, when the weather’s nicer you can hang them outside to dry - that’d be so much nicer”. 

Paul had winced quite visible at the suggestion, much to her amusement - the thought of him mincing outside in his womanly apron for all to see was evidently too much for him to contemplate. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Over the next few weeks, Anita repeated that evening’s exercise whenever the laundry basket was full, insisting that Paul go through the routine of sorting and processing its contents under her watchful eye. He could hardly be said to be enthusiastic about doing so, but when she appeared with his apron it didn’t take long for him to submit to her wishes - no doubt wanting to avoid the kind of argument that might result from outright refusal. “Come on, laundry time”, she had goaded him as he lay sprawled in front of the television, pressing the gaudy apron into his hands as she stood expectantly before him. “Oh, do I have to?”, he had grumbled, reluctantly getting to his feet. “Yes, if you want clean clothes. 

Let’s get you into your pretty apron and then get you to work”. Anita suspected that her husband would have been quite happy to have left his clothes unwashed given half the chance, but that simply wasn’t going to be an option for him -

she’d decided what she wanted, and he was going to do it. 

Once he’d got into the routine of doing so, Anita found she could pretty much leave Paul to it, her involvement gradually reducing until she did little more than putting him into his apron at the start and then checking up on what he’d done before untying the gaudy pinafore at the end. She always made sure to praise him for a job well done, even going so far as to reward her husband royally in the bedroom afterwards on the occasions when he had exceeded her expectations. 

Before devoting herself to his pleasure, she took much delight in teasing him about having done the laundry, reinforcing his new-found status even as she was about to perform the most submissive of acts upon him. “I’m such a naughty girl!”, she would giggle, in between mouthfuls, “Getting off with the maid!”. “And such a good maid you are”, she might continue, watching Paul squirm at the suggestion, 

“always ready to help without complaining. You’ll always be my maid, won’t you my cutie?”, pausing for long enough to extract a reluctant agreement from her husband before continuing her attentions. 

He stood no chance, really. By the time she had him in that position, she knew he would agree to pretty much anything to avoid her stopping her worship of his manhood for any longer than was necessary. Considering the situation, there was 46

a certain irony to the way she had him eating out of the palm of her hand, but she most certainly retained her authority over proceedings, extracting promises from her husband that would later come back to haunt him. It was a perfectly reasonable arrangement - she would pamper him occasionally, and in exchange, he would pamper her, albeit more mundanely. Sadly for Paul, the laundry required attending to with monotonous regularity, whereas pleasuring him was something that remained entirely at her discretion, gradually easing back to a frequency that was not that different from how things used to be before she started playing this little game. It had been surprisingly simple, and the end result was well worth the initial extra effort on her part - the laundry now took care of itself, or at least, it did from her perspective. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Although there had been times when Paul had been reluctant to don his apron, especially at the beginning, there had only been one occasion when he had outright refused to do so. A couple of months into their new routine, he’d returned home from a particularly hard day at work, and in a rare lapse of judgement, Anita had insisted that that was no excuse for him not to do the laundry. In retrospect, it would have been far wiser to have let the matter drop, especially had she been aware of the way he’d been called in to see his female boss for a stern talking to - something she didn’t discover until after their blazing row. He’d thrown his apron on the floor, and shouted about how he had enough of doing women’s work, before slamming the kitchen door behind him as he stormed off. The words may have been an unconscious reaction to the floral femininity of the pinafore, but they were just as likely to have been sparked by the events of earlier as anything else. Nevertheless, such harsh, misogynist language left Anita feeling stung as she picked up the apron and sorted out the washing herself. This wouldn’t happen again, she resolved. 

They’d made up in the end, of course, and Paul had been quite contrite in his apology, just as Anita had expressed her regret at not being more understanding of the events that, in fairness, she knew nothing about before their quarrel. As they’d snuggled together in bed afterwards, Paul had gingerly enquired whether she had taken care of the laundry. “Yes”, Anita had pouted, “clothes don’t wash themselves, you know”. She’d only cautiously expressed her feelings of displeasure for fear of reigniting their row, but Paul was evidently full of remorse for letting her down. “I’ll make it up to you next time”, he promised. His penitent air had bolstered her courage, and she’d teased him. “What, do women’s work?”. Paul had nodded. “As a woman?”, she joked. It was a daft question, and one she’d 47

blurted out without any thought, but her husband hadn’t known how to react, blushing furiously as she pressed the point home. 

“As a woman?”, she repeatedly, now taking the offensive. However ludicrous the idea might have originally been, it was beginning to take a life of its own as she realised the potential for having him eat his words. She didn’t rest until he had reluctantly agreed to letting her dress him up in women’s clothes the next time he did the laundry for her - an agreement she had coaxed out of him with a combination of stern questioning and erotic persuasion. Only when he had finally given in did she relent, her mind racing with thoughts of how she was going to pay him back for his harsh comments. She’d teach him for being so sexist, that was for sure - he wouldn’t be using such terms by the time she’d finished with him! Little did he know what he’d just let himself in for. 

There was, however, the practical matter of him being far too large to fit into any of her clothes, even if she could find anything suitably feminine that she didn’t mind him doing the washing in. It couldn’t be too practical, else he might not appreciate what he was wearing, but it couldn’t be too nice either - she didn’t want him ruining anything special. In the end, she resorted to looking round one of the local charity shops where the perfect solution was to be found - an awfully chintzy knee length dress that must have been discarded by someone’s grandmother, but a perfect choice for a charwoman. It was not the kind of thing a woman her age would even remotely consider wearing, quite apart from being far too large for her, yielding Anita a raised eyebrow from the shop assistant when she went to purchase the gaudy frock. “It’s for my husband”, she explained, but that just earned her a bemused look, the girl behind the counter evidently wondering what on earth she was talking about - the thought of a man wearing the awful dress was even less credible than any self respecting woman wanting to do so. It wasn’t worth trying to explain further, Anita decided. 

A pair of opaque black tights was easily picked up at the local supermarket where, on a whim, Anita checked out the lingerie section. The offerings were, for the most part, cheap and nasty, and wouldn’t have appealed much had she been shopping for herself, but they would be perfect for Paul. Taking a rough guess as to her husband’s size, she chose a padded black satin bra from the display, opting for the one with the biggest cups on the basis that she’d have him stuff it anyway. 

A pair of matching thong panties complemented the bra, cut far too high for her taste but spot on for the awful caricature of a woman her husband would become next time it was laundry night. She smirked to herself at the thought of any real woman wanting to wear both the frumpy frock and the tarty underwear, but Paul was going to do just that - along with his apron. 
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♥ ♥ ♥

Anita mentioned none of this to her husband, hiding the outrageous attire in her wardrobe. Was he hoping she had forgotten his promise to her? He certainly made no mention of it as laundry night approached, but there was a definite sense of trepidation as she pulled him from the sofa after their evening meal. 

“Take your clothes off!”, she ordered, as he stood there looking bemused, the room in silence now that the television had been turned off. “What, here?”, Paul asked doubtfully. He must know what was coming, she thought, however much he might be pretending otherwise. “Yes, here. I’ll be right back. Don’t you go anywhere”, said Anita, heading out of the room. She took her time collecting the various items of women’s wear, hopefully giving Paul a few minutes to stew downstairs. She picturing him standing naked waiting for her, wondering what she had in mind. Would arousal get the better of him or would he be too scared to be turned on by the situation? Either way, she was going to enjoy it. 

Paul had dutifully stripped off by the time she returned, stood in front of the sofa where she had left him. Although they had shared countless intimate moments together over the course of their relationship, he nevertheless looked bashful as she cast a glance over his athletic body, letting her gaze rest on his flaccid manhood before returning to look him in the eyes. Perhaps it was because she was still fully clothed, or perhaps it was the bundle of unlikely garments she carried, but there was something very different about this situation compared to their usual erotic encounters. Whereas Paul would often take control of their lovemaking, something that Anita enjoyed very much indeed, here the balance of power was tilted in quite the opposite direction. 

“You need to dress the part if you’re going to do women’s work”, teased Anita, relishing the opportunity to remind her husband of his ill-chosen words, “so I’ve got you these”, gesturing to the pile of clothes as she put them down on the sofa. 

“First, let’s start with underwear. These are your panties”, picking up the black satin thong and thrusting it into Paul’s unwelcoming hands. He looked stunned by their sudden appearance, evidently unsure about what he was expected to do with them, however obvious that might be. “Oh, come on”, Anita chided. 

“Do I have to dress you myself? You put them on like you would your regular undies. They might be a little tight, especially in the front”, she giggled, “but you’ll just have to manage”. Paul had stepped into the panties and was slowly working them up his legs. They were rather too small, and it took some effort to stretch them over his hips, not least because of the distinctly unfeminine bulge between his legs. Anita fussed with the waistband for a moment before stroking her husband’s pantied penis through the slick black material, just enough to stir the beast inside before moving on. 
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“And this is your bra. Hold your arms out”, she ordered, her tone leaving him no choice but to comply. “Now turn round while I fasten it”. Paul shuffled so that he was no longer facing her, allowing Anita to grab the brassière’s free ends and pull them together. It too was rather tight, but that didn’t stop her from closing it on the narrowest hooks, leaving the shiny elastic stretched taut across his back. She fiddled with its straps before ordering her husband to turn around again. “You might be wondering why you need one of these - after all, you’re hardly very well endowed up top!”, she smirked, fighting back the urge to burst into uncontrollable laughter at the sight of him so attired. “But don’t worry, these’ll sort that out”. She picked up a pair of pink balloons that she’d filled with water earlier - enough, she hoped, to fully stuff the cups of his bra. They wouldn’t be the most realistic of breasts, but they would do for the purposes of this evening, she mused, carefully inserting each into its rightful place. “Ooh baby!”, she laughed, “jiggle them for me!”. 

Paul blushed furiously as he self-consciously wiggled his shoulders up and down, causing the water balloons to bounce around as though they had a life of their own. His red face belied the growing excitement between his legs, which Anita noted with amusement. She had her brassièred husband turn around such that he faced away from her again, and then snuggled up behind him, reaching her arms round to caress his new-found bust whilst whispering lewd and suggestive comments in his ear. It was a complete reversal of roles, but one she found intoxicating, relishing the opportunity to be on the other end of such treatment for once - he done the same to her on more than one occasion, not that she would complain, far from it. Dressed as he was, there was nothing he could do but stand there and take whatever she did to him, although he was clearly enjoying being treated like a sex object. 

Her hands worked her way down into his panties, stroking the nascent erection there before tucking it back in place - as much fun as molesting him like this was, Paul had a job to do this evening and he was still far from being properly dressed for it! “Right, come on”, she said, abruptly releasing her hold on him and turning back to the dwindling pile of garments. “These are tights. They’re just like long socks, but you need to be careful putting them on so you don’t ladder them”. 

She watched as Paul sat on the sofa, wearing only his bra and panties, and slowly worked the opaque nylon up his hirsute legs. The coarse denier was hardly the most glamorous of looks, but it would keep his hair at bay, she hoped. He was hardly going to make a very convincing woman, what with his broad shoulders, manly chin and copious amounts of body hair, but he needed some kind of hosiery to make the point. Men’s socks simply wouldn’t cut it. 

Finally came the dress. She bundled it up for him before sliding the mass of 50

material over his head, guiding his arms into position as she worked the fabric down his body. The gaudy garment stretched tightly across his new-found bosom, but otherwise hung loose around his body, her husband otherwise lacking the feminine curves to do it justice - not that it would have looked much better on her thanks to its awful design. Standing back to admire her handiwork, Anita couldn’t help but burst into laughter. The sight of Paul done up in such ludicrous attire was just too much to be able to maintain a straight face to, a ridiculous parody that even the most hapless of cross-dressers would have been ashamed of. 

He blushed with embarrassment as she tried to control herself, not saying a word as he stared at his stockinged feet. 

Had she gone too far? Anita had no desire to hurt her husband’s feelings - after all, she loved him very much, despite his occasional hurtful lack of consideration. 

True, she wanted to teach him a lesson for his outburst and ill-chosen language about women, but she didn’t want to cause any further problems between them. 

“I’m sorry!”, she apologised, “You look lovely, dear”, failing to repress a smirk. 

“Now, the sooner you get the laundry done, the sooner we can get you back to being my manly husband rather than a bad girl who needs to learn to do as she’s told. Yes?”. Paul mumbled something vaguely affirmative, heading hesitantly towards the kitchen. Anita followed him, taking a chair at the breakfast table as she watch him don his floral apron and set to work on the pile of laundry that she’d helpfully left out for him. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Watching him set about his chores, Anita observed how her husband’s new breasts bounced around at even the slightest provocation. His bra was just about keeping them in place, but beyond that it was doing little to control the two water balloons that gave him an unmistakable bust-line. She imagined how that must feel for a man who had never experienced such a sensation before. As a reasonably well-endowed lady herself, Anita knew all about the difficulty of finding a sports bra that offered sufficient control to go jogging in whilst remaining comfortable to wear - something that inevitably required compromise. The cups of Paul’s bra were several sizes larger still, and she’d simply chosen the first design that had caught her eye without any regard for what it might be like for him to wear. Now that she saw it in action, she knew that it would be impossible for him to ignore its presence - exactly the effect she wanted. 

The change of clothing had had a remarkable effect on Paul’s demeanour. Far from processing the laundry with his usual efficiency, he now seemed nervous and uncertain, carelessly dropping things or forgetting where he had put them. He 51

was certainly taking a lot longer than normal, often hesitating as though unsure as to what to do next. Was the effect of his attire, or the fact that she was keeping a steely gaze on him throughout, Anita wondered? The weight of his bouncing breasts certainly wouldn’t help, she mused, their unexpected presence throwing his centre of gravity off balance. Perhaps she should have got him some towering high heels to accentuate the effect, but quite where one would get such shoes to fit his enormous feet, she couldn’t begin to imagine. He was tottering around enough as it was in his nylons, his hands shaking and his face red with shame. He definitely wouldn’t be forgetting this in a hurry! 

Once the regular washing had been processed, with the first load already tumbling in the machine, Paul turned and looked expectantly at Anita, evidently not knowing what to do next. Ordinarily, she would have no problem with him amusing himself while waiting for the washing machine to finish before the next load - indeed, they often sat and watched the television together, Paul still in his apron, until the tell-tale click of the door latch signalled it was time for him to get to work again. This time would be different however, Anita had decided. He wouldn’t have the luxury of sitting around when she had a new job for him, one which she finally felt confident enough in his abilities to offload on him, and that, moreover, would really hammer her point home. 

“Have you noticed anything missing from the laundry, dear?”, she asked innocently, her casual tone belying the mischievous twinkle in her eyes. Paul looked confused, looking around to see what he had forgotten, but there was no way he could guess what she had in store for him. “No?”, she enquired. “Well, let’s think, shall we?”, adopting a condescending tone that reminded her of a former school mistress, 

“You wash your outerwear and my outerwear, and your underwear and...”. Anita let her voice trail off as she watched Paul figure out the obvious. “Right! But not my undies! That’s because my sexy lingerie is far too intimate for a man to deal with”, she giggled, her voice now more sultry and seductive as she described her underwear in rather more glamorous terms than she might otherwise have chosen. “Now that you’re dressed as a woman, however, I think you’re ready for this most womanly of women’s work. Let’s go and get my panties and bras and I’ll show you how to wash them”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Anita walked Paul to the separate hamper where she normally stored delicate items in need of hand-washing, something she had never troubled him with until now. She had him cradle his arms while she loaded him with a week’s worth of her dirty underwear, making a fuss out of the bras and panties as she draped them 52

over him. One pair of panties fell from his tentative grip as they walked back to the sink, requiring him to bend over to pick them up, which in turn caused a bra to escape his grasp. Soon he was all in a flummox as he tried to pick up all of the fugitive lingerie at the same time, Anita going out of her way to avoid helping as her husband struggled with the errant lace and satin. 

It was a while before he had it all under control, but finally Paul managed to bring his intimate load to the sink, carefully placing down on a clean work surface at Anita’s direction. Next, she instructed him to fill a washing-up bowl with lukewarm water, checking first that it was free from any dirt or residues that might stain the dainty garments. “It mustn’t be too hot”, Anita instructed her feminised husband. “I don’t want you shrinking my smalls!”. She then showed him just how much of the special hand-wash detergent to add to the water, telling him that under no circumstances must he ever use the automatic washing powder for such a delicate task. Finally, she told him to divide the pile into lights and darks, just like he did for the regular clothing. Whites and pastel colours went on one side, whereas black and other strong colours went on the other. “Separate my tights out while you’re at it”. 

Paul’s hands were shaking as he did as he was told, slowly sorting her underwear as instructed. It was strange to see how much such a simple task affected him

- he was obviously acutely embarrassed to be handling such intimate clothing, despite being more than happy to do so in the bedroom, she noted. There was clearly something significant about having to deal with such garments in a less erotic setting - perhaps it was to do with the fact that, under his gaudy dress and floral apron, Paul was wearing similar underwear himself, she wondered. Anita resolved not to let the matter rest until she had a deeper understanding of her husband’s strange behaviour. Perhaps she should dress him up like this again, she mused. Even if she had intended this to be a one-off, a means of teaching him a lesson, there was clearly potential here for future development - not to mention future fun. 

Under her direction, Paul had immersed the first of the piles into the soapy water. “Let them soak for a few minutes”, she instructed him, “giving them a gently scrunch with your hands from time to time. You like doing that when I’m wearing them”, she teased, “so it shouldn’t be too difficult for you”. The sexual tension between them was almost palpable as she reminded him of his nocturnal habits, so far removed from the present situation. “That’s it”, she praised, “you’re clearly getting the hang of this”. She watched him caress the sopping mass of sodden lace and satin for rather longer than she might have bothered with herself before moving on to the next step - removing the garments from the bowl one at a time, giving them a gentle squeeze to extract the bulk of the soapy water before 53

placing them in a pile on the draining board in preparation for rinsing in clean water. It was a surprisingly time-consuming process, not helped by her husband’s awkwardness around such clothing. 

A similar process was repeated for the other piles of underwear, the deeper colours and the hosiery also undergoing such treatment as Paul lovingly washed them by hand. Anita wasted no opportunity to remind him of the significance of her favourite garments, recalling the intimate moments they had shared while she was wearing them, at least to begin with. Even a pair of plain black tights allowed her to tease him about how he loved her legs, for Paul had been known to idly caress her nylon-clad thighs on occasions, evidently a source of some arousal for him. There was nothing he could do but to submit to such teasing, dressed as he was with his huge bouncing bosom and ludicrously feminine apron, despite the incongruity between his current attire and the manly moments Anita kept reminding him of. A glance down between his legs revealed a growing damp spot as a result, even though Anita hadn’t physically touched him down there since he started working. Paul was clearly very excited, however red in the face he might be, and Anita resolved to take advantage of that as soon as he was finished with the laundry, regardless of what had caused his arousal. 

Once everything had been rinsed, Anita sat and waited for Paul to fetch a clothes horse from the cupboard under the stairs before watching him hang the dripping garments on it one at a time. It was soon a pretty sight, festooned with a week’s worth of delicate lingerie, and Anita had barely had to lift a finger. She would have him do this again, at least for the most part - there would be times when she might not be comfortable with him washing all of her underwear, but he could certainly take care of the vast majority of it from now on. That would be an enduring benefit from his ill-chosen words about women’s work, she mused, and she quite fancied the idea of dressing him up again. Maybe not the dress, but most definitely that bra, if not an even worse one. If he was going to wash her bras, he would have to be wearing one himself. Likewise with panties. He didn’t know it yet, but Anita resolved that her husband would be wearing women’s underwear more than just this once - she’d have him wear something girly underneath every time he did the laundry for her. 

As he was hanging up the last of her tights, Anita got up from being leisurely seated on one of the kitchen chairs and adopted a more authoritative position, standing behind Paul as he worked. Barely moments had elapsed after he had finished before she drew herself close to him, wrapping her arms around his body and caressing his distinctly unmasculine chest. He stood perfectly still as she whispered lewd suggestions about taking advantage of the maid into his ear, evidently unsure of how to react now that their roles were reversed. Anita took 54

his hand firmly, and led her bemused husband upstairs to the bedroom, adopting an attitude that made it clear just who was in control. 

The sex that followed was like nothing either of them had experienced before. 

Anita had played around with taking control of their lovemaking in the past, but this was something else. The gaudy dress was soon hitched up around Paul’s waist, his tights and panties ripped down to allow Anita to ride his rock hard erection. To begin with, she’d pushed him backwards onto the bed and pinned his arms down, like he often did with her, but it soon became apparent that her husband was offering no resistance, lying back submissively as she took advantage of his unusually clad body. As strange as that was, it was nothing to how he reacted when Anita started fondling his breasts, calling him a bad girl who needed a good seeing to as she bounced up and down on his rigid pole. His face twisted into a grimace of ecstasy and agony, and within moments he was coming inside her as Anita berated him for being such an easy slut. 

♥ ♥ ♥

All that had been some months ago. Since then, Anita had insisted on Paul wearing at least a bra and panties whenever he did the laundry for her, if not more. Although he had been reluctant to start with, it didn’t take long before he would don such feminine attire as a matter of course, dutifully appearing all togged up and ready for service. The unorthodox sex that inevitably followed hadn’t affected his ability to satisfy her in the more traditional way, their bedroom life merely having a little extra occasional spice rather than being transformed completely as a result. Nevertheless, what had started as nothing more than a chance idea had had a surprising effect on both their lives - in the kitchen and the bedroom. It hadn’t taken long for them to make the transition between the two rooms this evening, once Paul had finally hung up the last of her hosiery on the clothes horse to dry. 

As they lay in bed together afterwards, Anita snuggled up against her husband’s distinctly unnatural chest, toying idly with his bra straps - a fuchsia, lace trimmed number that was one of several he now owned, all with very large cups. He only wore them for doing the washing, and when she was taking advantage of him afterwards, but they certainly did the business as far as reversing their roles were concerned, along with the panties, apron and occasionally a skirt or dress too. 

None of his women’s wear was anything particularly grand - for the most part, Anita had picked things up in charity shops or the discount rail of department stores when she was shopping for herself, but despite its mundane origins, his feminine wardrobe served its purpose. A few extra clothes were hardly any prob-55

lem, especially when Paul took care of them for her - she had to do nothing more than just buy them. 

“Paul”, Anita whispered in her slumbering husband’s ear, “I’ve been thinking that we should get you a uniform for this. A proper maid’s uniform, you know, a little black number with petticoats and everything”. In her mind’s eye, she was picturing a saucy French maid’s outfit that barely covered the wearer’s panties, complete with stockings and suspenders, not to mention stiletto heels if she could somehow find them in a large enough size. She wasn’t going to tell him all the details until she’d got him to agree to the idea in principle, even if it was a foregone conclusion that he’d wear them for her, because it needed rather more thought before she could finalise things. “You’d wear it for me, wouldn’t you? Then you’d be my proper maid when you did the laundry for me, and I’d be your mistress. 

Of course, I’d still take advantage of my maid afterwards - that’s a mistress’s prerogative. So, what do you think? Let’s get you a real maid’s uniform, yes?”. 

Anita smiled as her husband acquiesced to her proposal, as unaware as he might be as to the consequences of his agreement. She’d have a lot of fun dressing him up, she knew, decking him out in the most gorgeous of satin and lace, or maybe even PVC. Some preliminary research on the Internet had revealed the most impractical of outfits, as well as some slightly more sensible ones, all rather more expensive than her husband’s current charity shop attire, but well worth the money. For a little extra, they could be custom tailored to match the odd proportions of a man wearing a heavily padded bra, nipped in at the waist before flaring out again to reveal oodles of petticoats underneath. Perhaps she should get him some more expensive lingerie while she was at it - he’d need a suspender belt for his stockings after all, and putting him in matching bra and panties would be ever so nice. Maybe even some proper false breasts rather than relying on his water balloons? There were so many ways in which she could dress him up, but whatever she chose, one thing was certain - he’d be her maid and he’d be doing the laundry for her in his uniform. 

The days when she had had to take care of the washing seemed a lifetime ago now, a distant time before events had taken the remarkable turn they had. How many other women could say they had what she had? Having to worry about the laundry was a thing of the past now that Paul took care of it for her, but bizarrely, this otherwise most mundane of chores had managed to spice up their sex lives in a way that would have been impossible to imagine had she not succumbed to the flu last year. If he had shown even the slightest ability to fend for himself, or not come out with such ill-chosen words about helping around the house, none of this might ever have happened. It was funny the way things turned out, she mused, pondering whether she might be able to persuade her blissfully unaware husband 56

to shave his legs for her or whether she’d be better off sticking to opaque hosiery for her maid. Whichever she decided, the changes to their domestic arrangements were far from being concluded - her husband was most definitely well on his way to becoming her maid. 
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Philip’s Predicament

Despite having barely got down to work, Philip was already feeling the discomfort of the corset he had been tightly laced into, its unyielding metal stays making their presence known with every breath he took. Not only did such an imposing foundation garment leave him feeling as though he was trapped in a vice, its rigid embrace impeded his movement every time he tried to bend forward, causing him to have to adopt an unnatural posture if he was to remain balanced. Even something as simple as touching his toes was impossible in its uncompromising grasp, forcing him to go down on his knees merely to pick something up off the floor. It felt like he had been doing that a lot of late, with the attendant problem of getting back up again in his six inch stilettos, a task that was difficult enough on its own without being compounded by having to lift something awkward or heavy as well. 

Philip longed to be able to relax the laces of this most wicked of garments by even an inch, let alone be permitted to remove the infernal article entirely, but he knew better than to even ask for such an indulgence. However frustrating it might be, he was condemned to remain in the corset for as long as it took him to finish the chores, if not longer - Clare had been known to keep him in it overnight if he failed to show sufficient diligence in his duties. To avoid such a fate befalling him this evening, it was essential that he demonstrate his penitence for the transgressions that had resulted in him having to wear the corset in the first place, as well as living up to her expectations on the cleanliness front. To put it simply: the house must be spotless and he must be sorry. Then, and only then, would he be free to breathe easily again. 

Such unpleasant treatment was not what he had been expecting as a result of sharing his fantasies with his wife - fantasies that revolved around serving as her maid, appropriately dressed of course, with the occasional punishment when he had been bad. Perhaps a little naïvely, he had envisaged discipline of a more 59

erotic kind - a light spanking over her knee, for instance, or maybe a touch of teasing and denial. Instead, Clare had insisted that it should take the form of genuine correction, designed to deter him from misbehaving in future rather than encouraging him to act up in the hope of getting his fantasies fulfilled. “You enjoy being spanked far too much for it to be work as a real punishment”, she’d told him plainly when he’d expressed unhappiness with the arrangement. “I’ll spank you later, but only if you’re good!”. 

Philip knew he couldn’t complain too much. Clare had been remarkably willing to go along with the rest of his fantasies, showing a surprising enthusiasm for dressing him up in the most feminine of outfits before setting him to work around the house. From what he had read of other men’s experiences online, he knew he should count his blessings that his wife was so accepting of his need to serve -

many were far less fortunate in that respect, their partners unable to countenance such cross-dressing and submission, however much the men might long for it. 

Clare appeared to have no problem with him wearing whatever worked for him, positively relishing the prospect of having the chores taken care of while she put her feet up. The only condition she set was that if he was going to be her maid, she was going to be his mistress, which meant they did things her way or not at all. It was a small price to pay in exchange, he thought. 

Although he understood his wife’s rationale for disciplining him the way she did, that didn’t make his punishment any easier to bear. However much he enjoyed the rest of being at her beck and call, cleaning the house for her dressed in a ridiculously frilly satin uniform, he hated every minute of the crushing pressure that underpinned the rest of his distinctly feminine attire. In that sense, the corset was working in exactly the way his wife had intended it ought to, reminding him of his previous misdemeanours with every unconscious attempt his body made to fight the unyielding restriction around it. It told him in no uncertain terms that he must go the extra mile if he wanted to prevent himself from ending up in such an inescapable predicament again, something he desperately wanted to avoid if at all possible. He would do whatever was necessary to ensure Clare had no excuse to insist on it next time he cleaned for her, that was for sure. 

Last time, he had skimped a little when it came to his efforts in the bathroom. It had been a long evening, and his feet were tired from having spent several hours tottering around on his precariously high stiletto - shoes he loved to wear to begin with, but that became increasingly impractical as the night grew on. He’d left traces of grime under the taps of the wash basin, and the bath was far from being its regular sparkling perfection, a faint tidemark still visible in some of its more inaccessible areas. Of course, such carelessness was far from being deliberate on his part, but that didn’t matter as far as Clare was concerned - it failed to meet 60

the standards she expected from her maid. Appropriate correction was therefore essential, she had informed him, instructions she had reiterated as she had laced him into the hateful garment. 

He’d struggled to answer her as she’d questioned him almost rhetorically with every pull of the corset strings, fighting for breath as the stays strengthened their grasp on his body. “You won’t be leaving the bathroom in such a state this time, will you?”, she’d asked as she’d cinched him tighter still. “No, Mistress”, he’d wheezed. “You’ll remember to clean behind the taps properly?”, with another pull of the laces. “Yes, Mistress”. “And scrub all of the bath, not just the easy bits?”, now putting her knee into the small of his back as she brought the corset practically closed with one final effort. Philip had found it a struggle to speak, barely managing to blurt out the words as she tied off the laces, sentencing him to remain in such intolerable torment for the rest of the evening. “No, Mistress”. “Good girl. Now, get yourself dressed and get yourself to work”. She had disappeared, leaving Philip with the almost impossible challenge of putting his stockings on whilst so restricted, among other things. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The bathroom had been the first room Philip had tackled once he’d finished getting himself into his uniform. Having finally managed to get the stockings up his legs, hooking their deep lace trimmed tops in turn to each of the eight suspenders hanging from the bottom of his corset, he proceeded to step into a pair of virginal white panties, working their delicate lace up his legs before carefully pulling them over the bulge in his groin. He found it difficult not to become aroused at the thought of wearing such feminine underwear, let alone the prospect of humbly serving as his wife’s maid in it, but the panties were too snug to even consider trying to get on with an erection. Once pulled up, they held his manhood firmly in place, pulling it against his body as their minuscule thong back cleft his buttocks apart with a surprising ferocity for such a dainty garment. 

Were it not for the corset taking precedence when it came to awkwardness, it would have been impossible to forget that he was wearing them. 

He followed the panties with a matching bra, carefully inserting a large silicone breast form into each of the cups to give himself an immediate and unmistakable bust-line. Both the bra and its contents rested inelegantly on top of the corset, the latter doing little to give him a cleavage despite doing its utmost thanks to the distinct absence of natural material it had to work with. Nevertheless, combined with his drastically narrowed waist, Philip’s middle began to take on a distinctly feminine outline - under the rest of his uniform, the imperfections would be hidden 61

such that he would merely appear to be a big busted figure with a hourglass waist, at least from a distance. Admittedly, the rest of his body remained fundamentally masculine - his face, with its dark stubble and bushy eyebrows, could never be mistaken for that of a woman, nor would the hair on his arms do much to convince anyone that he was anything other than a man. A busty bimbo of a man in a silly little outfit. 

Philip suddenly felt top heavy as he pulled the satin dress over his head, momentarily thrown off balance by the additional weight on this chest. He fought through the folds of shiny fabric, struggling to find the elasticated arm holes before re-surfacing again, now immersed in the glossy black material. He pulled it down over his more than ample bosom, watching the flared skirt fall until it rested just above his knees before reaching round to zip himself into the tight fitting dress, causing it to stretch taut across his breasts and revealing the false nipples of the forms as though his bra wasn’t even there. 

Next he stepped into the accompanying crystal satin petticoat, pulling it up to his waist such that its voluminous folds flared his skirt out all the more. The petticoat completed the hourglass look perfectly, more than making up for the fact that Philip’s posterior was normally far from being plump and feminine. A lace trimmed apron complemented his dress, its dainty satin having a wide, snow-white ribbon that he tied around his waist, forming the bow in front of him to ensure it was neat and tidy before turning it around behind his back. That was a shortcut that Clare would be sure to chastise him for were she to know about it, but it achieved a far nicer result than trying to struggle around blindly or in the mirror, especially whilst constrained by the corset. 

His maid’s head-wear came next. It would be stretching things to describe it as a cap or a hat, he decided, for it was more like an Alice band than anything else. 

The horseshoe shaped accessory was made out of black plastic, adorned with ruffles of white lace that matched that on the apron. It was hardly necessary to keep his hair at bay, for Philip had a particularly manly style that barely needed combing, but it cemented the fact that he was a maid from head to toe. Under ordinary circumstances, he would often be reminded of its presence by the way it clung tightly to his scalp - except when it didn’t, and he had to catch it before it slipped off into whatever he was cleaning at the time. That would earn him a reprimand from Clare if she was watching, forcing him to be forever on his guard in her company. Even then, he could expect a rebuke if he constantly fiddled with his head-wear in an attempt to forestall that from happening - another delicate balancing act to have to juggle with. 

Last, but by no means least, were the formidable stiletto heels, a special gift from his wife. Quite where Clare had managed to find such exquisitely wicked shoes 62

from, Philip was never quite sure, but it couldn’t have been a regular shoe shop

- even a passing glance at them made that clear. Their six inch heels forced the wearer to stand almost on tip-toes, the balls of his feet taking the brunt of his weight if he didn’t want to balance on the tiny heels. Worse yet, their elegant ankle straps fastened with a miniature gold padlock - admittedly symbolic, but enough to condemn him to wearing the hellish heels until his wife decided to release him from such torment. He could easily rip them off, but only at the cost of destroying a very precious present - a price too heavy to pay for mere comfort. 

With an almost inaudible click, Philip sealed his fate and tentatively stood up, slowly finding his feet as he tottered out of the room. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Thanks to his corset, cleaning the bath required Philip to adopt the most con-torted of positions in order to be able to scrub its more inaccessible parts. Bent forward such that the bulk of his body was actually in the bath itself, he knew that his backside would be prominently displayed to anyone entering the room, the layers of petticoats doing little to hide his buttocks thanks to the peculiar angle at which they fell. With his elbows uncomfortably supporting his weight, and his neck twisted awkwardly to see what he was doing, it was practically impossible to clean more than a small area before having to shift himself to an equally difficult position, no doubt causing his rear to waggle about in the process. 

He pictured Clare standing over him as he worked, perhaps playfully spanking his exposed behind whenever she felt he was slacking off. That would be a punishment more to his liking, he mused, becoming aroused at the thought of his wife disciplining him in such an erotic manner. Of course, she would never countenance such a perversely pleasurable penance for genuine wrongdoing, believing quite rightly that such treatment would only encourage him to misbehave in future. Instead, she had insisted on the detestable corset that even now crushed the very breath out of him, making the simple task of cleaning the bath take three times longer than if he was free from its clutches. Perhaps if he did an especially good job this evening, she might relent and spoil him with a more agreeable form of chastisement to round off the evening, sending him to bed with warmly glowing buttocks, for instance, rather than still laced up in the horrific garment. It would be hard to meet her exacting standards whilst hampered by the vicious metal stays that limited his movements, but he would do his very best. That would be exactly what she wanted, of course - Clare had won again, like she always did. 

The corset, as insufferable as it was, was far from being the only implement of discipline at his wife’s disposal. Still scrubbing the bath, Philip counted his 63

blessings that his disappointing behaviour hadn’t warranted anything more drastic. 

There had been occasions when he had really let her down, times when had undoubtedly deserved to suffer as a consequence, and Clare certainly knew how to do that. Although physical punishments such as the corset had their place in her repertoire of corrective techniques, by far the worst kind of discipline his wife could inflict was psychological. As a result of long conversations on the subject, Clare knew exactly what he found pleasurable about serving as a maid, and conversely, how that could be turned against him. If he had been really bad, he would find himself carrying out exactly the same chores as he did normally, yet hating every moment - without any additional restraints such as the corset or the handcuffs, which thankfully she had not used this time. 

Her method was simple. Before he had even stepped out of his regular clothes, she would perfunctorily masturbate him, adopting a clinical technique that yielded practically no pleasure yet completely drained him of any sexual charge. As soon as he’d squirted his load uneventfully into the wad of tissues in her hand, she’d turn her back on him, telling him she still expected to see him dressed appropriately for work. However much his feminine lingerie and frilly satin and lace uniform excited him ordinarily, the prospect of donning such clothing so soon after climax left him feeling ashamed and embarrassed. There was none of the erotic tension he would normally associate with serving as her maid, merely the tedious drudgery of getting down and doing the chores, all too conscious of how ludicrously he was dressed. 

Philip had had no idea what to expect the first time she had done that to him, little imagining that such an unremarkable sexual release could change the atmosphere of the evening so completely. Indeed, after Clare had told him to present his manhood to her, he’d been pleasantly surprised that she hadn’t inflicted some horrendous physical punishment on it - he’d read of spiked chastity devices that delivered agonising pain at even the slightest hint of an erection, but all she had done was to jerk him off. Only when he had come in her hand did he begin to understand her way of thinking, her insistence that he should get dressed up afterwards causing him to protest. “You have a choice”, Clare had told him plainly. 

“Either you’re my maid this evening, or you’re never my maid again. Which is to be?”. That was no choice at all, he knew. 

He had felt a fool, prancing around in a ridiculous outfit that no longer turned him on, but Clare had insisted he did all the chores he would normally do. No longer playful and teasing, her attitude had been cold and dismissive as she left him to get on with the chores, showing no interest in either him or his efforts as he strove to win back her favour. It was a far cry from their usual games, and one that affected Philip so badly that he had learnt his lesson - never again had he 64

embarrassed her by making lewd remarks about her body in front of their friends, nor come home blind drink at three in the morning after an after-work party had devolved into a pub crawl. That had been another cause for her disciplining him in such a harsh manner, an incident that was made all the worse by having to endure a throbbing hangover as he swept and scrubbed and vacuumed - not an experience he ever wanted to repeat. 

On that occasion, she had added insult to injury by pressing the soiled tissue in his face before having him dispose of them. The smell of his own semen had lingered around him for the rest of the evening, making him feel sordid and unclean in addition to his banging headache. Only when he started cleaning the bathroom mirror did he discover that he had cum smeared on his nose, but even after thoroughly washing the repulsive goo off, its stench seemed to remain. She’d been well aware of how much that had affected him, even going so far as to threaten to have him hold it in his mouth should there ever be a third time he required such treatment. Just the thought of that made Philip a little queasy, the prospect driving him to do his utmost to avoid it. Thankfully, he’d never given her enough cause to carry through with her threat - at least, not yet. 

In comparison, the other ways in which Clare meted out correction relied more on physical discomfort. The corset, as he was all too aware, served to remind him of his punishment with every breath he took, not to mention making even the simplest of chores more challenging by restricting his mobility. Having to do the cleaning with his hands cuffed together was similarly frustrating, but became infinitely more so when the cuffs were attached to a sturdy neck collar by means of two short chains, forcing him to get up close and personal with whatever needed his attention. Sweeping the floor with a dustpan and brush was ordinarily a straightforward, albeit somewhat menial task that was no trouble at all for an accomplished maid, but having to grovel on his hands and knees, face barely inches from the tiles, turned it in a far more arduous endeavour. 

Fortunately, Clare tended to reserve such treatment for when he hadn’t paid enough attention to the floors, giving Philip every motivation he needed to do a good job with the sweeping and hoovering. If she felt he was in too much of a hurry to complete his chores, she would have him do them with his ankles cuffed together, forcing her husband to adopt a short, mincing gait if he was not to go head over heels in his stilettos. Conversely, were she to be of the opinion that he was dawdling over his duties, he’d end up doing them whilst having to accommodate an uncomfortably large butt-plug for the duration which she would only remove once he had finished. That certainly provided the impetus he needed to show appropriate enthusiasm for the task at hand, although he had to be careful that his desire to expel his unwelcome intruder didn’t end him up in the 65

cuffs next week, or worse, require him to redo things whilst still occupied, as it were. 

Unlike an erotic spanking, Philip found such punishments to be far from enjoyable

- indeed, he hated them, which was why Clare had adopted these in particular as ways of disciplining him, rather than things he might be more blasé about. 

Nevertheless, he understood why it was necessary to submit to such treatment, appreciating his wife’s reluctant to reward him for bad behaviour, which would have been the case had she merely spanked or scolded him. Suffering the igno-minies of the cuffs, the plug or the corset helped make him a better maid, and indeed, a better husband, rather than becoming slack and lazy. His natural desire to enjoy the erotic aspects of serving, the immense pleasure he took from dressing up in feminine finery and doing menial work, rather than merely enduring unpleasant physical sensations, saw to it that he was always at the top of his game, forever striving to do his best for her. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Finally, Philip regarded the bath as being fit for his queen, free from even the slightest hint of tidemarks that might get him into trouble. Cleaning it had taken far long than he had anticipated, however, even allowing for the extra difficulties imposed by the corset that continued to exert its pressure upon him. He would have to do the rest of the bathroom rather more quickly if his wife was not to end up wondering what on earth he was getting up to - the last thing he wanted was for her to have to come up and check on his progress, a visit that would undoubtedly result in further motivation of one form or another. That posed him with something of a dilemma - there was a fine line to be walked between taking too long on the one hand, and not doing a thorough job on the other. He certainly had no time to relax as he scurried about, feeling flustered as he set about tackling the next item on his list of chores. 

Fortunately, the wash basin was considerably more convenient as far as cleaning was concerned. There was certainly no need for Philip to bend himself bodily into it as he had to with the bath, and his corset, as uncomfortable as it continued to be, hardly restricted the arm movements necessary to give it his full attention. 

Soon it too shared the gleam of sparkling ceramic, with the exception of the area behind the taps which required rather more in the way of effort, not least because that was part of the reason that Philip found himself trapped in the wicked embrace of the corset. He could clearly make out the grime his wife had been referring to, and mentally kicked himself for being so slapdash as to have overlooked it last week. It was easily missed, to be fair, awkwardly positioned 66

where the polished chrome met the ceramic basin, but that was no excuse for a maid expected to be perfect at all times. 

Getting down on his knees so as to better be able to attack the traces of muck, Philip set about scrubbing it away, discovering to his dismay that the grime was actually mostly discoloured limescale, stubbornly sticking to the ceramic. He was acutely conscious of how long he had already taken in the bathroom, but there was no way he could leave the sink in this state - not when Clare had explicitly pointed out such an obvious failing. His arms began to ache with the effort of holding them up and out - again, the corset wasn’t helping - and the dirt showed little sign of shifting any time soon. He was suddenly all too aware of his position, humbly kneeling in front of a wash basin, scrubbing away as though his life depended on it. No-one would imagine that the busty figure dressed in pretty lace and shiny satin could possibly be a man, he mused, not when he was carrying out the work of the most submissive of servant girls. 

After what seemed like an age, the grime had finally gone. Philip got slowly to his feet, propping himself against the newly clean basin as he regained his balance on the impossibly high stilettos. Instinctively, he looked down at his knees to ensure that his recent exertions had not snagged his stockings - that would be something that Clare would be sure to catch - but thankfully, his nylon clad legs were as seemly as they ever were. His knees might be a little knobbly, his muscular thighs and calves far from feminine, but they had been recently epilated to a ladylike smoothness - a regular and far from pain free exercise, but one that meant he could wear even the finest of deniers without worrying about unsightly body hair showing through. Clare appreciated how having bare legs showed off his physique even when he wasn’t her maid, even if they posed the occasional difficulty explaining things down at the gym. 

What was left? After all that scrubbing, his arms didn’t particularly welcome the thought of polishing the bathroom mirror, but it was something that had to be done - there were marks from where the water had splashed up from the basin, not to mention a number of greasy fingerprints on the silvered glass. If he had had more time, Philip might have admired his reflection for a moment or two, the sight of him all dolled up in his uniform sure to cause a stirring in his panties, but he had no time for such luxuries right now. He noted unconsciously that his earlier efforts had left him looking a little dishevelled - he would need to rearrange his apron and petticoats, as well as pulling his stockings up before facing his wife downstairs, but that could wait until he had finished here. 

His unnaturally large breasts pressed against the mirror as he lent in to steam the glass with his breath prior to polishing it with a soft cloth. He’d grown so used to 67

the presence of the massive appendages on his chest that he’d almost forgotten them, the pressure of the corset making it hard to appreciate the quite substantial weight of his artificial bosom. He wondered what it must be like for a real woman to press her nipples against a smooth, cold surface like the mirror, his own being safely insulated behind several inches of warm silicone, but that was something he knew he could never experience first-hand. Instead, he resigned himself to the challenge of getting right to the top of glass, something that required him to practically straddle the wash basin as reached up whilst standing on tip-toes. Was he exposing his panties by doing so? Clare would have been sure to comment had she been watching him work. 

With the mirror spotless, Philip moved onto mopping the tiled floor, feeling his petticoats swish around his thighs as he worked the mop from side to side. He took extra care around the various nooks and crannies in the corners of the room, getting down on his knees again to ensure no dirt escaped his attention. Only when he was completely satisfied that there was nothing his wife could find fault with did he finally put the mop back in its bucket, moving them both to the corner of the room. Next up was the toilet, whose porcelain bowl was the deep blue of the lavatory cleaner he’d squirted down it on entering the room. Considering the length of time he had spent scrubbing the bath, it must have done its job by now, Philip thought, and so he flushed the toilet a couple of times while scrubbing the bowl with the toilet brush. It sparkled as spotlessly as the bath and basin, although thankfully there was no need to get as intimate with its bowl - the chemical cleaner had done its job admirably. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Philip instinctively bent with his knees as he picked up the bucket and mop from the corner of the room where he had left it earlier. Satisfied that everything was as clean as it could possibly be, he had spent a moment rearranging his uniform, retying his apron and pulling up his stockings. Then he’d straightened out his petticoats and ensured that his breasts hadn’t slipped during his earlier escapades in the bath - they hadn’t, which was the one saving grace of wearing such a tight bra. Only when he was sure there was nothing out of place in either his own appearance or that of the bathroom did he laboriously make his way out into the landing and down the stairs, clutching the banister in one hand and the heavy bucket and mop in the other. It was a perilous journey in such heels, and he was glad when he finally made it to the hallway at the bottom without having covered himself in filthy water - or worse. 

Clare would be in the lounge, he imagined, but before reporting on his progress Philip needed to dispose of the contents of the bucket - not something that could 68

simply be poured down a sink, especially not one he had just cleaned! Only the drain by the back door was suitable for its grimy load and that meant spending a few nerve-racking moments outside in his uniform, for he could hardly get changed into anything less incriminating for the seconds it took to empty the bucket out. 

Philip braced himself before stepping out of the door, looking around anxiously to make sure no-one was watching. It was a blustery day, and the cold wind whipped up his petticoats, its icy blast chilling his exposed legs and making him feel incredibly vulnerable. He poured the dirty water away with as much speed as he dared, not wanting to make a mess even here, before hastily returning to the warm comfort of the house with the now empty bucket. 

Although rationally Philip knew that such concerns were unwarranted, he was always fearful that someone might see him in his maid’s attire, a possibility that didn’t bear thinking about. The garden by the side of the house was very secluded, with ample overhanging trees to prevent it being overlooked, but that didn’t stop him worrying about the neighbours somehow catching him out in that brief window of defencelessness. Crabby Mrs Haskell would have a field day if she knew what he got up to behind closed doors, sure to spread such exciting gossip far and wide, whereas her burly husband would be intolerable - a nasty, self-important man at the best of times, he would never let it rest given his trenchant views about homosexuals and perverts. Clare was of the opinion that he would definitely benefit from some feminine discipline, but Philip wondered how Mr Haskell could ever be persuaded to submit to it. Even if he did, there was no way that Philip would ever know - except, perhaps, by a softening of his neighbour’s demeanour - just as Mr Haskell would hopefully never, ever discover Philip’s little secret. It would need the two women to get together, and that was a direction that Philip definitely didn’t want to let his thoughts go in - Clare giving tips on how she’d trained her husband as a maid. 

The outside drain held stronger emotional attachments for him than just his immediate fears. One of Clare’s psychological punishments was to leave him out there for rather longer than the few seconds it took to empty a bucket - he’d watched the evening grow dark on one occasion, with nothing to occupy him but the thought of imminent exposure. She didn’t restrict his movements beyond locking the door to the house behind her as she left him to his punishment, but Philip was so scared that he never dared to venture beyond the very corner of the house, trapped there as effectively as if she’d shackled him to the drainpipe. 

When the wind blew up, he was reminded of just how skimpy his maid’s uniform really was, standing there shivering until his wife finally had mercy on him and let him back in. Like her other punishments, it most definitely had the desired effect of teaching him how to behave in future. 
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Thankfully, he hadn’t done anything to warrant such drastic measures this time, and though the infernal grip of the corset was still omnipresent, he could at least occupy his time productively around the house rather than watching time drag by in the vicinity of the drainpipe. Returning the mop and bucket to their place in the kitchen cupboard, he cast one last look down at his attire before heading towards the lounge. He knocked quietly on the door before entering, his wife looking up at him from over the top of her glasses as she let the book she had been holding up rest in her lap instead. Philip curtsied, in so far as his stilettos would permit such a manoeuvre, before standing meekly before her, his hands folded across his apron. “I’ve cleaned the bathroom, Mistress”, he told her, for he knew it was not his place to ask questions, only to take orders. 

“I should think so! You’ve certainly taken long enough about it!”, Clare scolded him playfully. “Have you cleaned the bath properly this time?”. “Yes, Mistress”. 

“And the grime?”. “All gone, Mistress”. “It had better be, or you’ll be in more than just your corset next week”. Her tone was harsh, but the years of playing this game told Philip that she was only playing the part she knew he wanted her to, her cruel condescension already beginning to arouse him. He tried not to let the nascent bulge in his panties become any bigger than it already was, especially not when she was discussing his punishment. “Sorry, Mistress. The corset makes it hard”. Clare cut him off. “I don’t want to hear excuses. If you didn’t want to wear the corset, you should have done a proper job last week, shouldn’t you?”. 

Philip nodded as she continued. “Now, why don’t you clean the lounge next? 

Don’t mind me, I’ll just sit here and read”. 

Philip knew that his wife hadn’t the slightest intention of continuing with her book, however much she might give the appearance of being engrossed in its pages. Her request that he clean the lounge rather than any of the other rooms meant only one thing - she wanted to scrutinise his work, having the enjoyment of sitting back and watching while he slaved away for her. The pleasure would be mutual, of course, for he loved to be subject to the teasing that she would inevitably inflict upon him, her interference making the chores more difficult yet infinitely more pleasurable than if he were to be left to do them alone. There would be no room for slack under her eagle eye, and he could be sure she would take every opportunity to correct even the slightest mistake, as well as exerting her authority on the situation in a manner that was distinctly sexual. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Dusting came first. Returning with a rainbow coloured feather duster, Philip set about attacking the bookshelves that adorned the alcove in the corner of the 70

room. He could feel his wife’s gaze upon him as he worked his way methodically along the varnished wood, but Clare was apparently content just to watch him work for now. Having balanced precariously on his heels to dust the topmost shelves, he gradually descended down the wall, finally having to get down on his knees in order to clean the bottommost ones. All the while, he was acutely conscious that his efforts were being scrutinised from afar, or at least, they could be - Clare could have gone back to her book for all he knew, but he dare not keep looking over his shoulder to check where her attention lay for fear of being reprimanded. 

With the book shelves done, he moved over to the mantelpiece. This was more of a challenge, cluttered with the countless ceramic nicknacks that his wife liked to collect. Nevertheless, the mahogany still required dusting. Even if Clare hadn’t been watching over him, there would be no way he could get away with skimping at this task - a single finger rubbed along the top of the wood would reveal whether he had been diligent in his duties or not. One by one, Philip carefully lifted the china trinkets and gently placed them down out of the way on the floor behind him. Although the curios were tiny, their delicate nature made it impossible to scoop them up by the handful for fear of damaging them, not to mention disturbing their carefully positioned arrangement - a pattern Philip took pains to duplicate on the carpet as he moved the pieces one at a time. 

If his corset had not intruded upon dusting the bookcase, it was making up for that in spades now, with every miniature ornament requiring him to bend down on his knees before lifting himself back up again. If he had been wearing more sensible shoes, it might have been possible to simply bend over in the usual fashion even despite the unyielding metal stays, but doing so in his stilettos ran the very real risk of landing flat on his face, especially with the additional weight of his voluptuous false bosom. Philip’s legs soon grew quite weary with all the going up and down, his petticoats fluttering around every time he did so. It seemed to take forever before the mantelpiece was completely clear, and all the while Philip was aware of his wife’s attention as he worked. 

By contrast, the dusting of the mahogany shelf was straightforward, taking under a minute and offering little respite from the constant to and fro of moving the nicknacks. Soon Philip was at it again, this time returning the delicate ornaments back to their original position, again one at a time. He longed to take a break from this most tortuous of tasks and stretch his legs for a while, but there was no way he could do that whilst Clare was watching. As if to confirm what he was thinking, his wife’s voice suddenly rang out from the chair in the corner of the room. “You do make a meal of things, don’t you?”, she chided playfully. “Sorry, Mistress. It’s the corset again”. “Oh, the corset, is it?”, she echoed skeptically. 
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“I’d have thought you would have grown used to that by now. Perhaps if you wore it more often, you wouldn’t have such problems with it. Women used to wear them all the time, you know”. 

“Yes, Mistress”, Philip acknowledged, not liking the direction in which this conversation was heading. Clare was almost certainly just teasing him, knowing how much he hated the corset, or more particularly, the restrictions it imposed in comparison to the rest of his feminine attire. Nevertheless, he didn’t want to take that for granted just in case she wasn’t joking - the prospect of being tight-laced every time he served was taking things a little too far, and he didn’t want to tempt her to try it. “I’m almost finished, Mistress”. Clare said nothing, but whether she was still watching him or had simply returned to her book, he didn’t know -

he half hoped it was the latter. Being so completely under her control that she could dictate even the ease with which he was able to carry out his chores, by means of additional foundation wear or otherwise, was turning him on something shocking. He felt his manhood straining against the tight panties deep within his petticoats, and struggled to clear his mind of the erotic thoughts - he had a floor cluttered with ornaments to deal with. 

When the last of the trinkets was safely back above the fireplace, Philip moved on to the rest of the dusting, although there was nothing quite as intricate or as time consuming. Indeed, almost everything else in the room could be given a quick once-over with his feather duster, often without even having to bend over - something he was heartily grateful for after his earlier exertions. Only the corrugated metal folds of the radiator and the clutter of the coffee table required more effort to clean thoroughly, but they were nothing compared to the mantelpiece. He placed the duster down out of sight before hesitantly standing before his wife, his approach causing her to look up from her book once more. 

Ordinarily, Philip would have moved on to the vacuuming after dusting the fur-niture, but the noise of the vacuum cleaner was such that he was sure Clare would not appreciate him using it in her presence - it would be hard for her to maintain even the illusion of reading through the deafening roar, let alone actually continue with her book. “Shall I vacuum the room now, Mistress?” he asked uncertainly. 

“No, I have a better idea. Come here and let me inspect you”, she replied curtly, beckoning him close to her. Philip minced forward until the toes of his stilettos were practically touching those of his wife’s rather more sensible footwear, letting his arms fall limply to his sides as he waited for her examination. He could feel the excitement building again in his groin. 

Clare cast her piercing gaze over him, fussing with his apron and petticoats at the front before turning him around to inspect his behind. She lifted the billowing 72

mass of crystal satin a little to check his stockings were properly fastened on the four rearmost suspenders then turned him around again to do the same at the front. Her fingers tickled a little against his skin, but Philip resisted the urge to react - doing so might end up in worse torment, for she had been known to tickle him until he begged for mercy, and beyond, when he’d squirmed too obviously under her touch. His wife’s hands worked their way up his thighs, lifting his petticoats higher in the process as they explored his groin. Suddenly she stopped short, withdrawing her fingers just as he’d begun to enjoy the way she was caressing his most intimate parts. 

“Your panties are damp”, she said sternly. “And you’re hard. Does it turn you on to do my cleaning, you dirty girl? Is that why you took so long in the bathroom? 

Were you touching yourself whilst looking at your reflection in the mirror?”, Clare drawled seductively, not giving Philip chance to deny her utterly unfounded al-legations. “That’s not what I employ you for! You’re my maid and you’re here to do my chores! I’m going to have to teach you a lesson. Over my knee with you, young lady. It’s punishment time!”. Her exaggerated tone made it perfectly clear that she was acting, overacting in fact, playing her role in their game to a tee. She wasn’t angry in the slightest, Philip knew - quite the contrary. Clare fully understood just how much he enjoyed being treated like a naughty girl, and evidently relished her own part in the proceedings too. 

Philip didn’t need to be asked twice to bend his body over that of his wife’s, although the combination of corset, heels and breasts made the actual mechanics of doing so a little awkward. Clare helped him manoeuvre into position, guiding his body until it was in just the right place - his tightly cinched abdomen resting on one of the chair arms, his thighs on the other, feet, head and arms dangling off to either side. The padded upholstery comfortably took the bulk of his weight, although his groin rested quite deliberately in her lap, making it impossible to hide just how excited he was. Philip felt the blood rush to his head as he surveyed the carpet beneath him, catching sight of his stilettos on the far side of the chair and Clare’s shoes to one side, but otherwise he was completely blind. He felt his heart pumping in his ears as he prepared himself for the inevitable, trying to relax as much as he could given his predicament. 

He could hear the rustle of his petticoats as his wife lifted them up, the slight draught caused by their movement soon replaced by a sense of exposure around his behind as she pulled down his panties. “It seems a shame to have to spank such a cute behind”, Clare sighed, idly caressing his buttocks as she spoke, “but you leave me with no choice, you naughty maid”. Philip held his breath as he awaited the inevitable, but his wife was evidently in no hurry to begin his discipline, enjoying eking out his anticipation. “Don’t think I can’t feel how hard you are 73

right now”, she teased. “You’re going to have to learn to control yourself if you don’t want to be spanked, you bad, bad girl”. 

Philip winced as the first stinging slap hit his backside, barely having chance to catch his breath before it was followed by another, and another. Soon he had lost count of the number of blows she had inflicted on him, caught up in the simultaneous ecstasy and agony that such erotic pain brought with it. This was a punishment quite unlike his corset, for unlike that hateful garment, what she was doing now was actively encouraging him to view his service to her in a sexual light, reinforcing the associations he already held between dressing as a maid, doing her cleaning and becoming so aroused as to deserve a spanking. As he squirmed about on her lap, his manhood stiffened further, throbbing against his wife’s thigh as she held him down tight. “Such a naughty maid. Getting all hot and bothered in your little uniform. A bad girl who deserves a spanking”. 

Just as Philip felt he was about to lose control, Clare abruptly stopped. “That will do for today. What do you say?”. “Thank you, Mistress”, he stammered as she pulled his panties back up over his burning behind. “My pleasure”, Clare giggled, dropping out of character for just a moment before adopting once again her authoritative attitude. “But remember”, she said sternly, “if you dare get hard while you’re working for me in future, I’m going to have to spank you again. I trust I’ve made myself clear?”. “Yes, Mistress”, Philip replied, but although his bottom was still smarting painfully, Philip doubted this was a lesson he would learn any time soon. Indeed, his wife’s words were already having quite a contrary effect, arousing him still further as he reflected on his submission to her and anticipated the same treatment again next time. 

“Good girl. Now, you can leave the vacuuming for the moment. I want you to go upstairs and run me a bath. Come on, up you get”, she insisted, helping Philip off her lap and on to his feet. There was a brief draught as his petticoats swished back down around his legs, but it did little to cool his inflamed rear, which stung as he walked gingerly out of the room, heading carefully up the stairs towards the recently cleaned bathroom. He looked around as he entered, but there appeared to be nothing out of place that Clare might criticise - the room was as gleaming as when he had left it earlier. Letting the water run for a moment until it was at just the right temperature, he bent himself awkwardly into the bath yet again to fit the plug into the plughole before turning the taps on again. A generous helping of bubble bath not only turned the rising water into a lather, but filled the room with a feminine, floral aroma that easily banished any lingering odours of the cleaning products he’d used before. 

♥ ♥ ♥
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Just as he was bending over again to turn the water off, there was the sound of the door opening behind him. He turned around to see Clare now clad in only a satin dressing gown, but it didn’t take long before she had divested even that, revealing her true feminine beauty to him quite unashamedly. Philip found himself instinctively filled with lust for her, and had it not been for his uniform, he might have pinned her against the wall and ravished her there and then. As her submissive maid, all he could do was let his jaw drop as Clare leisurely walked in front of him and stepped into the bath, the brief glimpse of her pert behind soon lost as she submerged her body beneath the bubbles. She beckoned him over to her, evidently having seen him standing there looking lost, but as he bent down on his knees so that he wouldn’t be looking over her, she suddenly scooped up a handful of lather from the bath and daubed his nose with it. 

“Thanks, soapy nose!”, Clare giggled. Philip was lost for words, and even more surprised when she bent forward and kissed him, dripping water down his false cleavage as she did so. She returned to the bath, allowing herself to relax in the luxurious lather as she watched her husband blush. Ordinarily, he wouldn’t find such a show of affection embarrassing, but there was something quite different about him when he was all dressed up like this, she knew, which was why she could get away with such mischief without him responding in kind. “Now your face is as red as your bum!”, she laughed, causing him to redden further. “Thank you, Mistress”, Philip stammered. “My pleasure!”, Clare giggled again, before once more taking the initiative. “Why don’t you go and vacuum the lounge now while I enjoy my bath? I’ll call when I’m ready for you”. 

“Of course, Mistress”, replied Philip, reluctantly getting to his feet. As uncomfortable as it was to be teased by her sometimes, there was a certain pleasure to be had from simply kneeling there beside the bath, watching his wife enjoy the fruits of his labours. She hadn’t found anything to fault so far, although he was sure she would be meticulously inspecting every nook and cranny in due course, checking to make sure that his corset had done its job by ensuring he hadn’t skimped or slacked. However, for the moment Clare seemed quite content to lie back in the soothingly warm waters, closing her eyes as though his absence from the room was already a fait accompli. Stealing a last glance at his wife’s satisfied expression, her head just poking out above the steaming waters, Philip quietly closed the door behind him and once more made the perilous journey down the stairs, wondering whether he would have the pleasure of helping her dry her beau-tiful body later on, or perhaps brush her hair. She did say that she would call for him, after all. 

Not wanting to delay in case the summons came sooner rather than later, he briskly set about extracting the vacuum cleaner from its lair in the cupboard un-75

der the stairs. That was no mean feat, considering that it needed to be lifted over the clutter it had been hiding behind, his corset and heels once more com-plicating what would ordinarily have been a perfectly straightforward task. He enthusiastically wheeled it into the lounge and uncoiled its cable, plugging it into a wall socket before switching it on. Only then did he realise that its thunderous roar was loud enough to prevent him hearing anything else, let alone a distant call from upstairs, and yet again he found himself with quite a dilemma on his hands. 

If he took the time to do a thorough job, he ran the risk of missing the chance to help his wife in the bathroom, with the distinct possibility of incurring her wrath in the process. Conversely, if he hurried too much, he might hear her call only for her to find fault with his efforts later, also likely to earn him a reprimand - and not a pleasant one. 

He had no choice but to try and reconcile these two conflicting demands, doing the best job possible in the time available. If his mistress were clever, and he knew that for a fact, she might almost have engineered such a predicament in order to keep him on his toes, honing his skills to perfection by means of the threat of further punishment and his natural desire to please her. As he pushed the noisy vacuum cleaner backwards and forwards, desperately straining his ears for any sign of movement upstairs, Philip knew that one thing was certain - under his wife’s expert guidance, he would eventually become the most able, capable and reliable maid who ever served a mistress. Anything less would be a failure on his part, for Clare was such a fantastic wife and mistress that she deserved the very best in all things - whether he was her husband, her maid, or both. 
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Feedback

No matter what you thought of this book, your feedback is always welcome! 

Whether you’ve been inspired to try some of these ideas yourself or care to share your own story, I’d love to hear from you. Perhaps you’d like to let me know what worked well for getting you in the mood, or maybe you’ve spotted a typo that should be fixed for the next edition. Either way, your comments and criticism are greatly appreciated, not only encouraging me to write more but helping to shape future books for the benefit of you and other readers. Why not send me an email and let me know your thoughts? 

emily @ brassiered.com
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At brassièred, we believe that men benefit from expressing their feminine and submissive sides - as do their wives and girlfriends! That’s why we offer helpful how-to guides on topics ranging from erotic feminization and lingerie discipline to male chastity and men as maids, as well as exciting erotica that sets a good example. Whether you’re looking for tried and tested advice on how to transform your own relationship or searching for sexy stories about loving couples that are as plausible as they are passionate, you’re sure to find something at brassièred for you! 

On the following pages, we offer a selection of other books that you might like, all of which are available in both paperback and electronic formats. For the full range and news about the latest releases, check out the brassièred website at: www.brassiered.com
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Do you long to be of service to a lady, satisfying her every whim as befits a humble housemaid? Whether you fantasise about being at a woman’s beck and call, all dolled up in a pretty uniform, or desire to get down on your hands and knees while your mistress puts her feet up, your dreams of domestic duty could be closer than you think! Many women would love to have their chores taken care of, gladly accepting a male maid if only they were to be approached in the right way - and this book will show you how! 

Packed with practical advice, psychological insights and personal experience, so you want to be a maid? will tell you everything you need to know about overcoming the most difficult challenge for a would-be male maid - how to persuade a potential mistress to employ your services. With chapters devoted to tried and tested techniques for winning over wives and girlfriends, dominatrices and even the woman next door, it’s full of tips and tricks to get you started serving! 

www.brassiered.com/soyouwanttobeamaid/
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There are few things more satisfying for a woman than knowing she needn’t trouble herself with the chores, having a maid on hand to take care of all the jobs she hates. When the maid in question is also her man, serving his mistress dressed in the most feminine of uniforms, things get very interesting indeed - as the stories in his wife his mistress show. From a husband who takes on the role of a housewife to a boyfriend crossdressed for a costume party, these men know their place is to love, honour and obey the lady of the house in a way that only a maid can - much to the delight of the women they serve! 

There’s no doubt that the mistresses in these tales are demanding, expecting nothing short of absolute obedience from their submissive spouses, but that doesn’t mean they love them any the less. Whether serving tea, scrubbing floors or satisfying more intimate needs, you can be sure these male maids will be doing exactly as they’re told, surrendering to service in satin and lace! 

www.brassiered.com/hiswifehismistress/

[image: Image 4]

What happens when a woman takes charge of what her man wears underneath? 

That’s what tales from his lingerie drawer sets out to explore, following four couples for whom lingerie is not just for the ladies - both in the bedroom and beyond! Whether the men in question like it or not, they can’t help but be affected by the feminine frillies they find themselves in, wearing women’s underwear at the whim of their wives for both punishment and pleasure. From panties and bras to stockings and suspenders, the garments may vary but the effects are the same, reminding them of their place in a loving relationship led by their woman. 

As these boyfriends don bras and husbands put on hosiery, they soon discover a different side to women’s underwear - one that’s just as sexy, but far more submissive! These stories show that there’s nothing like a little lingerie to keep a man on his toes, helping him become the perfect partner that every woman deserves as well as being a whole lot of fun to boot! 

www.brassiered.com/talesfromhislingeriedrawer/
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When a man’s wife is also his keyholder, you can be sure he’ll do as he’s told! 

Surrendering his sex is only the start of his submission, as the husbands in these male chastity stories are about to discover. From learning to make love just the way their wives like it to making up for misdemeanours in the most intimate of ways, follow them as they find out just how far they’ll go to obtain relief in his lock her key. 

Orgasm denial is a distinctly one-sided affair for these couples, but that doesn’t make these teasing tales any less erotic. Locked in chastity belts and cages, these men are powerless to prevent their wives withholding sexual relief on a whim, finding themselves so thoroughly frustrated they’ll do almost anything to come. 

Expected to satisfy her needs even as they’re denied their own, each of these chaste husbands learns a new respect for the woman who keeps his cock under lock and key, teased and trained as part of a loving relationship in which she makes the rules. 

www.brassiered.com/hislockherkey/

[image: Image 6]



cover.jpeg
my husband
my maid

tales oF men as maids
and The women they serve

EmiyMasters





index-1_1.png
my husband
my maid

XXX
Q) OO
RN

‘.:,:.0 XA

tales of men as maids
and the women they serve

EmilyMasters





index-90_1.png
N

b

hiswife his mistress

Tales of men as maids and the women they serve

Emily Masters





index-89_1.png





index-92_1.png
his lock
her key

tales oF male chastity

Emily Masters





index-91_1.png





index-93_1.png
my husbond  my maid

It's every woman's dream o have their very own maid at their
beck and cal, Taking care of the chores as well as waiting on
them hand and Foot. The ladies in these stories are no exception,

but rather than hiring help, they've trained their husbaonds to do
the housework! Whether they wear frilly French maid's unforms
or Just an apron whie they work, these men have learnt how to
wash, cook and clean as expected of a maid - dll so their wives
don't have to!

No matter how exacting these mistresses may be when it comes
to their maids' domestic duties, there's no denyng the love
they have For their submissive husbands - even when they're
dishing out discipline! Cleaning the bathroom, doing the laundry
and entertaning gquests are all in a day's work For these men,
knowing that their place is To serve the lady of the house with
the duty and devotion that befits a Feminized maid. my husband
my maid shows how a man con be both spouse and servant,

making his mistress proud in the process!






