

The House Maid

Chapter 1

Standing still, feet together, hands clasped in front, head slightly bowed. I waited. Mistress sighed, putting down her phone she looked up from the armchair.

“Well it's time we had a review my little maid." She paused. I muttered.

"Yes Mistress."

"See." She exclaimed. "You speaking without permission is yet another example of why I need you to show some real improvements. You have come along way in the last two months but things have to step up a gear!"

I could feel my heart race imagining what lay in store.

When Mistress introduced the new arrangements around the house, I was both excited and apprehensive, as I was to be given time to dress and serve which I had always felt was at the heart of our relationship, but I also knew that that I was not in control. It was made very clear to me that if I was to become a house maid my role was to serve Mistresses needs not satisfy my wants. Everything I did, whilst her maid was to be determined by her. What I was to wear, how I was to behave, what I was to do, were all determined by Mistress. My role was to obey.

Over the preceding two months, my new role in the house had settled into a routine. Two days a week, I became the maid. The night before I sleep in the spare room, up early I dressed in a plain black house maids uniform, white full apron, flat shoes, small lace headband. I was required to wear appropriate female underwear, nothing fancy but items which sort to reinforce my feminine roll, bra, panties and opaque stockings. On the two maid days I did everything from cooking, washing, laundry, cleaning. Mistress identified areas of the house which required special attention and over those two days I was constantly on call. A small handbell would be used to summon me, required as I was to stop whatever I was doing and report to Mistress, curtsy and respond to her demands. To further drive home my subservient position I was not allowed to eat with Mistress but wait in the adjoining room, ready to serve if the bell rang and only after she had finished her meal was I allowed to eat in the kitchen.

And so a new order had been established in the house. After the two maid days life reverted largely to what it had been before, although I could sense more changes were coming and changes that I would just have to accept!

Mistress lent forward and picked up a small notebook. Flicking through the pages, she folded the book back on the page she was seeking and looked up.

"Kneel." Came the very clear instruction. I did as instructed, hands now folded in my lap, head bowed.

"You have progressed well over the last few months and I have been pleased to see how you have taken to your new role, but!”

She paused for effect.

"I as head of the household and your Mistress, wish to see some more improvements in both your performance and attitude. I intend to extend our arrangement or should I say my arrangement, so that I control more aspects of your life.”

She stopped, and raised her hand to my chin. Smiling into my worried eyes she offered some reassurance.

“You know I love you and I will always look after you. Now is the time in our relationship that you relinquish decisions to my better judgement. You don't need to think, you don't need to worry, I will do what is best for you and you will do as I wish.”

“At this point, is there anything you wish to ask? You may speak.” She said.

I took an intake of breath and looking up said. “Thank you Mistress, I do understand that you know what is good for me. I shall try to be the best Housemaid I can and I am so grateful for your caring for me.” I muttered softly.

I knew that this was always meant to be, my submissive nature was core to my very being. Equally I was having to learn that the future was not about me, the future all centred on making my Mistress happy. This was my new life.

“Good.” She said. “I shall now detail what will change.”

Referring to her note book, Mistress went through step by step how the future would be structured. I for clarity detail each point.

	Maid days will now be extended to four consecutive days every week, that means for the majority of each week you will be my maid. 
	Additional uniforms will be purchased, so you will have uniforms for more domestic work and others for more formal activities, including the purchase of corsetry - more on that in a while. 
	Maid days will always require you to sleep in the spare room, which you will redecorate in pastel shades of pink. The room will also accommodate all your female cloths and will have a lock fitted to the door. 
	A designated corner will be identified in the house, where upon finishing assigned tasks you will go and stand, facing the corner hands behind back and await further instructions. 
	At the start of each four day period, you will be given specific tasks to be completed in the week, together with regular daily tasks. You will keep an accurate record of what you do each day and at the end of each four day period an inspection will take place and I will judge the results. 
	Your Mistress will take over the financial running of the household. Access passwords to all accounts will be changed and you will have no access to money, other than a small monthly cash allowance. 
	Should you wish to purchase any items whatsoever, for yourself or the household you must seek permission first and Mistress will decide whether to accede to your request. 
	On non-maid days you will always be reminded of your status by having to wear some female clothing, for example bra and or panties under your male attire. 
	Henceforth Mistress will set time restrictions on your online activities. You will be given an online allowance each week, which may vary according to how Mistress feels you have behaved. This includes use of your mobile phone which will only be made available with Mistress’s express permission. 
	     Punishments and deterrents will become part of your life. Your sole aim is to make Mistress happy. At end of each four day period, Mistress will judge the maids behaviour and performance. Anything which displeases her will result in a penance point. If Mistress judges that the period has been successful no points will be awarded, equally the reverse is true. For each point a dice will be rolled, by the maid - the number on the dice will determine what the punishment or deterrent will be. Each week such points will be detailed in the misdemeanour book and will only be removed once achieved in the following week.    


The punishments and deterrents are as follows:

a)  Throw 1 - an hour of corner time will take place, with the maid required to keep a coin pressed against the wall with her nose, her hands will be kept behind her back. Should the coin drop Mistress may extend the corner time.

b)  Throw 2 - the maid will be dismissed to her bedroom, when her duties are satisfactorily completed. The door will be locked. She will be left with no tv or radio or printed material and a slop bucket will be placed in the corner. The maid will have plenty of time to reflect on how she let her mistress down.

c)   Throw 3 - for one day the maid will be required to wear a laced and boned corset. Mistress will supervise the lacing and only after a full days duties will the maid be allowed to remove it.

d)  Throw 4 - the maid will spend an hour minimum (maybe more) writing            out lines. For example “I must learn to obey my Mistress and make her happy”.

e) Throw 5 - the maid will put herself in a ball gag and fasten cuffs behind her back (it is not for a Mistress to put the maid in bondage) she will then be locked and left in the stairs cupboard or garage or greenhouse or just left in the garden, until the Mistress decides to let her go.

f) Throw 6 - the maid will receive corporal punishment. Six strikes of ruler, cane or paddle. To be targeted on the rear, calfs, inner thighs or palms, whatever Mistress deems and on each stroke the maid will thank the Mistress for correcting her poor behaviour.

My heart pounded, as I took in all these changes. For I knew with great clarity that my life would change totally, I was effectively to become a possession to be used, but hopefully not abused by my Mistress. My purpose in the life ahead was to serve and make her happy, nothing else mattered. The surrender of control made my head spin, although deep inside I knew I was weak, lacked drive and focus, that I needed someone to take control of my life and here that change was being placed before me. Equally I shuddered at what lay ahead, with the certainty that once I crossed that threshold there was no going back!

Mistress stared down into my eyes, she sensed my unease. Softly she told me to stand. Sitting back in the chair she placed the notebook on the side table.

“I understand how much of a big step this is for us both and particularly for you. I will own your world.” She said. “But I will care for you and cherish you, you will be loved but you will obey.”

“Before I ask you whether you accept these changes I want you to reflect, think, consider and then decide. But if you agree you do so in the knowledge that that will be one of the last decisions you ever make. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“Right remove your apron and dress.” She commanded.

I did as I was told, placing the cloths on the nearby chair I returned to stand in front of my Mistress. Feeling very exposed in my bra and panties, suspenders and stockings. Looking every part of the male maid I had become, especially as I never wore make up.

Handing me a pair of steel handcuffs she told me to attach to my wrists behind my back, which I quickly did. I was helpless.

“In a minute I want you to go to our bedroom and stand facing the full length mirror. You will wait there for at least an hour, maybe longer. Look at yourself as you wait, see what you have become. Realise this is not a game, realise that you are a submissive who needs control and direction, be honest with yourself. I shall ring for you when I am ready for you, now go.”

I walked slowly up the stairs, knowing that my future lay ahead!

I stood in front of the mirror. A sissy in every way. In my heart I knew what I was and that the path which Mistress had set out was my destiny. I would need to learn more than ever that life was not about what I wanted, life was to be lived in the service of my Mistress, focusing all my energy, all my thoughts on pleasing her.

I swallowed hard. Could I do this, was I up to it? My mind swam around in confusing thoughts. However, every doubt was met by the same conclusion that my future was no longer in my hands, I needed to let go and and accept that all though there were times I would struggle I knew Mistress would help train me, correct my poor behaviour and make me into the perfect maid. I knew which way I had to go.

I heard the bell ring.

Quickly I walked back into the lounge, where Mistress sat in the arm chair, she did not look up. I curtsied as best as I could when I entered her presence. and stood head slightly bowed, feet tightly together, with my hands still bound behind my back.

Looking up she said. “Right, you have had plenty of time to consider everything I have set out, these are not areas up for discussion or negotiation, you either accept it all as I have laid out or decline it and we just go back to where we were. “Also”. She added. “This my dearest maid is a once in a life time offer, if you decline it now there will be no further discussion at a later date, it’s now or never my dear.” She said with the slight snarl in her voice.

“Kneel.” She commanded. I did as instructed.

“So accept or decline, what is it to be?”

I slowly looked up into my Mistresses eyes and softly said. “Accept.”

“Excellent.” She exclaimed leaning forward and gently kissing me on both cheeks. “We shall have such fun, well I will.” She laughed. “And you will work hard. I’m so pleased.” As she clapped her hands together and sat back with a big happy grin.

I had made her happy and so I was happy. My new life was at its opening chapter.

“Turned around.” She beckoned and released me from the handcuffs.

“Put your dress and apron back on and you can carry on with your daily chores, oh and whilst you are at it bring me a cup of tea and a few biscuits.”

I noted that the word please or for that fact thank you, where now rarely used by Mistress, although I recognised that she had no need to acknowledge my work and I had no right to expect any thanks. I was after all just the maid.

As I was about to leave the room, she said. “Oh and I think we will plan something special tonight, to mark the new arrangement, this going to be such fun, now off you trot.”

Chapter 2

For the remainder of the day I carried on with my duties as normal. Mistress went out in the afternoon, not saying where she was going, other than leaving me with the curt instruction. “I want to see the house spotless when I return, so no shirking.”

I worked hard for the rest of the afternoon, cleaning, cooking, making sure the house was tidy and everything in it’s place.

Today was a Tuesday and I had planned a few male centred activities later in the week, but I now wondered with everything which had transpired this morning whether the week would go as I had originally planned.

Through the last few months whilst I had been a maid for two days a week, in many ways it was still a plaything that we indulged in. Mistress had a cleaner and I was allowed to dress and act the maid. What was said this morning took everything into a phase. One where I was no longer trying to top from the bottom and one where my Mistress’s words that she owns me kept echoing in my mind. What had I agreed too? Time would tell!

I heard the car pull up into the drive and automatically moved quicker at the task in hand. As Mistress entered the kitchen I stopped what I was doing, curtsied and stood still as per previous instructions, hands clasped in front of me resting on my apron, feet together and head slightly bowed.

“Carry on.” She instructed.

As I continued preparations for the evening meal, Mistress sat at the kitchen table placing some bags down on the floor. She told me that tonight I was to serve her meal at the dining room table and that it must be a full silver service.

She instructed me that I must look special tonight, not sure what she meant I hesitated and looked across at her.

“There we go again - did I ask you to stop what you are doing? No!

I quickly turned and continued working, thinking to myself that Mistress was really getting into the roll.

“The dice will be rolled tonight.” She said laughing

Mistress continued. Informing me that I am to wear the full French maids uniform, the one she discovered that I had purchased all those years previous, when my dressing was very much my secret. I was to wear my frilliest underwear, petticoat, corset, stockings and of course high heels. That very full lace apron will look good together with the maids mop cap she added.

“Understand?” she asked but did not wait for a reply, as she stood leaving the kitchen. As she did telling me not to touch the bags she had left on the floor and to bring her a glass of Merlot in the lounge.

Once dinner was prepared and the table all set I went up to my room and took out the maids dress I was to wear in the evening. I had that morning already shaved my legs, so getting ready revolved around sorting out exactly what I was to wear and then getting dressed.

Not having any make up to apply meant that getting myself presentable was relatively quick. As life long submissive transvestite I had in years passed become quite adapt at applying make up and presenting as a female, although I would always have been read. But those days were all in the past and Mistress was very keen that I was, as her maid only to present as a humiliated and submissive male. Every time I looked at my reflection my status was reinforced. I was a male maid, her maid and only fit to obey.

I changed into my finest black bra and pantie set. The black satin corset had six suspenders and with metal stays - it really made a difference to my waist size. I knew that the dress would be tight, so I pulled the laces in as far as I could, taking short breaths would be the order of the night. Tan seamed stockings were always such a thrill, I took care to ensure the seams were straight. As anticipated zipping up the black maids dress was tight, but I managed okay. The petticoat was of course white organza with several layers making the hem of the dress stick out an unmanageable angle.

Nearly there I thought, resisting a look in the mirror. Next the shoes, black patent leather stilettos, easy to slip into as bending was never easy in a corset. Then I placed on my head the maids mop white cap edged in lace

Finally, the apron. It was very very frilly with tie bands around the neck and waist, in themselves overly long so large bows resulted.

That was it, I was ready. I now stole a look in the full length mirror and reflected I looked pretty good, as a maid, provided my face was disregarded!

Leaving the bedroom and heading down the stairs I was just at the bottom step when I heard the bell ring. I hurried along to the lounge, entering with a small curtsy as required.

Mistress had also changed and looked absolutely stunning in a long shiny satin skirt, white blouse and more make up than she would normally wear.

“Good I’m pleased to see you did as instructed, now do a twirl.”

I slowly minced around on the spot, pleased that Mistress was pleased.

She smiled. “Right a glass of Merlot and some olives.” She commanded. “And then we can begin this little ceremony to mark the changes.”

I still had no idea what she was planning, so with slight nervousness I hurried off to the kitchen and prepared the tray with her drink and nibbles. Returning she took her wine and told me to kneel in front of her.

“I am very pleased that you accepted my changes.” She said, lifting my chin up so that I was looking into her eyes. My mind buzzing with the desire to serve my Mistress above everything else and then quickly realising that my wish was coming true, although long ago words echoed across my thoughts, “be careful what you wish for.”

Her voice, as she continued abruptly brought me back to the present.

“There are some extra things I need to inform you about, so you know what is coming. Firstly, we shall start the new arrangement henceforth so you will continue being the maid until Friday and tomorrow you will type up everything I have said into a “contract” and you and I will sign it. I as the Mistress and you the maid.” She smiled into my eyes. God I so loved this woman.

“Secondly, tonight I intend to mark the evening with some extra, immediate changes. “ She announced. My heart skipped a beat.

“I have not mentioned the S word!” She paused, taking a drink of wine. “I know that you have been pleasuring yourself over the last few months, please.” She raised her hand. “Don’t do me the dishonour of denying it! This has to stop. You can not be trusted to self-regulate your desires, so I must do that for you. Now go and get the bags I left in the kitchen.” She commanded.

Returning, I reassumed my kneeling position and handed her the bags. With some unwrapping Mistress held in her hand a chastity cage. “You know what this is?” She asked.

I nodded.

I was informed that I would wear the cage 24/7 even when not serving as a maid. Mistress would be the key holder and would let me out of the cage when she felt it appropriate but that from now on she would completely control my sexual activities.

My heart raced.

She then went onto to say that of course that did not mean her sexual needs would be denied, in fact and she chuckled, she had lots of plans to enjoy a much better sex life now that I was her maid.

Mistress went onto recount the times early on in own marriage that I would ask to crawl under her skirts, making it clear that ample opportunity would be given for me to not just satisfy her but do so in ways that I had not imagined. She exclaimed. “Starting tonight.”

Before I was to serve dinner she informed that in future I should refer to her as Ma’am, not Mistress. That I was to use this title whether I was the maid or in male mode, irrespective of where we were, who we were with or what we were doing. Also that I would just be called, maid. No name as such, just maid and again this would be my title whatever the circumstances.

“Do you understand?” She snapped. Again I nodded and cast my eyes down.

Thoughts racing as I realised how serious this was and that my wife had planned and given lots consideration to how our lives would now be lead.

“Before I have dinner, go and bring my your wallet and a pair of scissors.” She commanded.

It didn't take me long to do as instructed and I knew what was coming next.

Kneeling again before her, she removed all my bank and credit cards from the wallet and proceeded to cut each one in half, dropping the pieces onto the carpet she handed back the wallet and told me to clear up the mess, bring her some more wine and serve dinner.

I hastily did as I was told, wondering what else was in the bags and fretting in my mind as to where this was all going! First though, dinner.

Chapter 3

I served three courses, which Ma’am seemed to enjoy. Through the meal I remained standing in the corner awaiting her next command clearing away her plates, refilling the wine glass.

After she had finished the meal I was instructed to clear everything up, have my own food (in the kitchen) and return to the lounge. As she finished speaking she looked at her watch and announced I had 20 mins from now! I quickly went to my tasks.

Cleaning up everything I pondered what I had let myself into. The reality was that this was not a game, I could no longer top from the bottom, I was giving up any sense of control in my life and our relationship was unquestionably changing. Equally the excitement I felt was so intense, for I knew that in my inner being, serving, being led, dressing in pretty cloths were core parts of my submissive desires, that I could not deny. A maid was my future and I would have to internalise that the role would include many aspects that were hard, uncomfortable and even painful. But that was what I had accepted.

Mincing back into the living room, I curtsied and stood, head bowed, hand clasped in front of my apron.

“Good.” She said. “Now kneel.”

Leaning over Ma’am showed me her phone. “Take a look.” She commanded.

I could see what appeared to be some CCTV cameras.

Pulling her phone back, she said. “I have just purchased two of these, which will be fixed in the back bedroom, after you have decorated it. I shall link them to my phone, so whilst you are locked away I will be able to monitor you and ensure you are behaving. Remember I intend to control your life maid and control it I will,” she stated.

I looked down at my lap, my excitement grew.

She then reached into the bag and pulled out a round stainless steel collar, holding it in front of my face, she asked. “And what is this maid?”

“I think it’s a collar Ma’am.” I answered.

“Oh what a clever girl.” She mocked.

Telling me that tonight to mark the new arrangement I would be collared. I had seen collars before, usually leather with buckles, but never a steel one! As I watched Mistress unscrewed a small bolt on the side of the collar with an usual shaped key. The collar unhinged. Indicating me to come closer I edged forward still in a kneeling position.

Mistress placed the open collar around my neck, once clipped shut she turned the bolt on the side locking the collar in position.

“There.” She said sitting back. “What do you say?”

“Thank you Ma’am for putting me in a collar and making me your maid.” I muttered still looking downwards.

The collar was not very thick and was quite lose, but being steel it was not going anywhere without being unlocked and Mistress held the key firmly in her hand.

“Look at me maid.” She commanded.

As I raised my head Mistress held out the key in front of my face.

“Without the key this collar remains around your neck, there is no way you or I, without the key can remove it. I shall keep the key safely hidden and the collar represents your servitude to me.” She said.

Mistress then rotated the collar around my neck so that the bolt was at the back. Fixed to the front of the collar was a small metal ring.

“This.” She said gently pulling on the ring. “Will allow me to secure you  wherever I wish.” She chuckled. “This will be a permanent fixture, so you’ll just have wear a polo shirt when out as a male.”

“But one more thing.” As she reached into the bag and pulled out a small bell.

“This is such fun,” She laughed, attaching the bell to the collar. “Now stand up and walk around a bit.”

As I did so the bell gave a little tinkle, with every move. Mistress laughed out loud and smiled at the humiliation she was layering on me.

“Not only will you feel a maid in all your finery and be the maid in all your chores, but at every movement you will be reminded of your roll of my maid.”

“Kneel again.” She commanded.

As soon as I was in position Mistress went onto to tell me I would be sleeping in the spare room for the next four nights and that soon she would be putting me to bed. I wondered what that actually meant, although I didn't have to wait long.

She went onto remind me that I would be rolling the dice tonight, not because I had done anything wrong but as a way of celebrating the new world we were both living. Handing me the dice she told me to roll it once.

“Arrrrr a three, can you remember what that means?”

I said. “No sorry Ma’am, I’m not sure.”

“Well you will need to learn what each number means, but I will forgive you tonight.” She said.

She opened up the little book and read out what the number would result in.

“Oh good.” She exclaimed. “You are to spend a day tightly laced into a boned corset. That will be a challenge. We will sort that tomorrow.” She said excitedly.

Mistress went on to say there was just one more thing that needed to happen before I was sent to bed. Lifting my chin up so that she looked into my eyes, she recalled how earlier she intended to now enjoy a much better sex life than before and that I would live a much more chaste life.

She recalled how I always happy early on in our relationship to put my head between her legs and give her pleasure with my tongue. This I was informed would now become a regular event as her maid, that said she needed me to be physically aware of my subservient position and how my roll was to develop not only in how I served but also how I worshipped her.

I was told that I must learn to serve her in ways that I had never done before and learn that my position was not only to give her pleasure but also to be respectful of her body in anyway she deemed.

With that she stood before me, looked down and turned so that I was facing her back. A few seconds later she had lifted up her satin skirt and taking one step back pushed my head into her arse. “Kiss the throne of your Mistress, maid.” She said loudly.

I rained kisses down all over her back side, recognising that this was a new experience for me, but one which was hugely symbolic. She let the hem of her skirt drop, so I was in darkness as I felt her hand at the back of my head pushing my face deep into the cleft of her arse as I kissed and licked her silken panties. I moved one hand to touch her leg but received a sharp rebuke to keep my hands behind my back.

She held me in position for sometime so my senses where infused with the intimacy of being throned. Suddenly she stepped forward.

“Nice to feel your devotion down there.” She said turning to face me. Next time there will be no panties and your tongue will serve me deeply. In fact I aim one day to have you begging to serve my arse, as it will be such an honour for you.” She chuckled.

“Right enough of all this fun.” She snapped. “Go and get me another glass of wine, then get ready for bed, you may wear a nightie and I will come up and tuck you in.”

I hurried off to pour the wine pondering what “tuck in” meant but I would soon find out.

Chapter 4

As I lay in the back bedroom thinking about how everything had changed in a matter of hours my hands strayed between my legs. Playing with myself I knew I could come in seconds, I daydreamed of bringing myself to climax that night as the chastity device had yet to be fitted and of course the cameras were not yet in place. I was, however quickly pulled up short when I heard Mistresses footsteps on the stairs, pulling my nightie down hoping the bulge would not be noticed I pulled the duvet up.

“Good you are all ready for the night.” She said entering the room.

Sitting on the side of the bed, I could see some chains and handcuffs which she dropped onto duvet beside me.

“You have done well today, my little maid.” As she softly stroked my hair.

“Tomorrow you can fully take up being my maid, lots of housework of course, oh and a tightly laced corset will make life a bit more challenging for you, but there again that is something you’ll have to get used too.”

I nodded looking up into her eyes.

“Also that chastity cage will be fitted tomorrow so I will control all of your future sexual activity, not that you will be getting very much.” She smiled.

“Now tonight I do not want any straying hands, so!” With that she shackled both wrists and looped the handcuffs through the ring in my collar, thus rendering my hands in a position far away from my groin.

“As the lock on the bedroom door has yet to be fitted and as I don't want you wandering around the house ….” She proceeded to attach a chain to one of my ankles and the other end to the bed leg, firmly securing them with two small padlocks.

Now I knew what tucking in meant!

Standing up she smiled down at me, walked to the door and then turned back and said. “I may well go out with some friends tomorrow night, I need some fun after all.”

“If I do, then you, my dear little maid will be safely secured in your bedroom wondering what fun I am getting up too! Night night.”

With that she flicked off the light and pulled the door shut.

My mind raced, what had I let myself into?

Chapter 5

The weeks that followed zoomed by. I was worked hard as the maid and whilst I took it easy for my 3 days in male mode, I was always looking forward to putting on my maids dress, tying up the apron and presenting myself to Ma’am.

Four weeks had now passed since that fateful day when I said “Accept.”

Mistress had kept me very busy from Monday to Friday. I had decorated the back bedroom under her close supervision. The room was powder pink with lacy curtains, white wardrobe and chest of draws. Pink carpet with white rug finished off the decor. The bed frame and headboard was white metal with lots of rails! In the corner was an antique commode chair with chamber pot. As promised at ceiling height two small CCTV camera had been fixed so the room was monitored 24/7. Mistress proudly showed me the screen on her phone, informing me that even when she was away from the house she could still see what I was doing, adding that in time she might install them through the whole house!

Fortunately for me, when the cameras and lock were fitted and the following day when the carpet and bedroom furniture were put in place, we were away for a short break.

Although in male mode, Mistress kept her promise of ensuring I wore some lingerie under my male cloths and always and no matter where we were she kept referring to me as maid! That received a few quizzical looks from various shop keepers as we wandered around and I could feel myself blushing a deep embarrassed red but in my heart I knew things could be a lot more humiliating for me if Mistress so wished.

The contracts were signed as had been originally set out, with Mistress adding a rider that the arrangements would be reviewed in three months. I of course accepted this, but feared that any review could lead to my life becoming even more subservient, although from current predicament it was difficult to see how that might transpire.

I could feel as the weeks passed on that Mistress was becoming more confident and increasingly assertive in her authority and that I on the other hand felt more and more dependant on her, seeking to please her gave me such a thrill, whilst acknowledging that my ability to have any control over any part of my life was ebbing away. I was becoming her possession.

In many subtle ways she stepped up the pressure and demands. For example the lock on the maids room was electronic. So that it could be set from the outside by a digital timer as to when it would lock and be unlocked. There were no controls on the inside of the door. Thus when I was shut away for the evening Mistress would set the timer as to when the door would be unlocked. I was never told what time that would be and whilst in the room I had no way of telling the time. However, I was under strict instructions that when the bolt clunked free I was to get up, get dressed and start my day. This way Mistress had no need to arise early in order to release me.

The chastity device was now a part of my life, so in turn my ability to get any sexual release was drastically cut. We both recognised that whist it was fairly effective it had slipped off once or twice, much to Mistresses  annoyance and I knew from the expression on her face that she intended to research alternate means of controlling my urges, as she called them.

Whilst being the maid only increased my sex drive I had to channel those desires into serving my Mistress. She on the other hand had my head under her skirts on regular occasions, she would also tease me that I should beg to kiss her arse as well, although once I had made such requests, she would just laugh at me and say all in good time.

Through these weeks there several parcels delivered to the house. I was to place them in her room or the garage and not to open them. I was intrigued, my mind imagining what might be to come.

She did though present me with a number of new uniforms mostly just ordinary housekeepers dresses. By which time I had several and Mistress was keen to see me dressed in more basic wear when on cleaning or laundry duties and in a black maids dress with white trim and full apron when serving her in the evening.

Whilst in male mode, she had started to remind me of my place in our relationship. Once she gently placed her hand across the back of my shoulder, whilst we were out shopping only to twang my bra strap through my shirt.

On another occasion whilst we were alone in a lift together, she took my chin in her hand and said sharply. “Get on your knees maid and kiss my backside.” Of course I quickly complied frightened that the lift doors might open and my predicament would be exposed. As I stood back up, Mistress curtly said. “Whilst you maybe in male mode, you are always my maid and don't you forget it.” “Yes Ma’am.” I hastily replied following her out of the lift.

Chapter 6.

The weekly inspections marked each week of duties. Mistress was fair but firm in her assessments and I know she throughly enjoyed watching my disquiet as I rolled the dice. I inwardly groaned if I rolled a six as the corporal punishments really hurt and Mistress especially enjoyed slapping my inner thighs with a long ruler.

Today was Thursday and as I dried the dishes I relaxed in the knowledge that with just one more day of toil I could have the weekend off and go back to being a guy and taking it easy. In fact on the Saturday I had planned a walk with a few friends which I was looking forward to. The bell rang out and I quickly dropped the tea towel on the worktop, smoothed down my apron and walked across to the lounge where Mistress was sitting.

Curtsied as always and stood silently with head bowed as Mistress drank the rest of her tea.

“Excellent maid.” She exclaimed. “I’m so pleased with how our new arrangement is progressing, you are working very well, although there is always room for improvement.” She would never let a compliment lie without a small sting in the tail.

“Yes Ma’am.” I said.

“As a reward I have, today.” She announced. “Something you will like and something I will like.”

She indicated to me to open a large box next to the dining table.

Inside was a glorious array of pink taffeta, with ribbons and white lace. It was an amazing array of pinkness.

“Go on, take it all out.” She instructed.

Holding it up I could see it was the most sissy, frilly pink maids dress I have ever seen. Short puffed sleeves, everything trimmed with white lace. Zipped at rear. It was fabulous and I knew it was for me.

“Oh thank you Ma’am.” I blurted out.

“Take everything else out.” She said.

I gently laid the dress on the nearby armchair and retrieved from the box the most frothy white petticoat with layers of satin, matching pink garter, panties and bra set. White stockings. A lovely white satin full satin apron, a lacy white headband and a pair of white kitten heels with a small white puff balls near the toes. All together it was the most sissy outfit I had ever seen.

I thanked Mistress again. I was overwhelmed with joy.

“You deserve to really look the part.” She said. “And in that outfit, you will certainly look and feel like the little mincing, sissy maid you now are.” She said proudly.

“Although it is very pretty and I’m looking forward to seeing you in it and of course serving me.” She said. “It does reinforce what a pathetic thing you have become and there will be many many ways that I plan to teach you to become my perfect little maid. This may seem pretty and frilly to you my little maid, but at the very least it is humiliating and a total statement of subservience.”

She was right of course, as whilst I was so excited to have such an amazing girly outfit, I knew that in wearing it, I would be open to ridicule as it exaggerated what I had now become and there was no hiding that fact when encased in such pink and feminine finery.

Mistress went onto to say that the dress would be my uniform for tomorrow as I was going to be serving her personal needs rather than doing much housework. Again my heart skipped a beat. She also added that the dress would be a tight fit, so that boned corset will also have to be worn all day.

“Right thats enough fun for you, now something for me.” She said with a big grin on her face. “Now take off that housekeepers dress and remove your knickers.” She instructed.

I did as I was told and stood before her in my opaque black stockings and garter belt, bra and flat pumps. What of course was now very obvious was my little cock locked away in the plastic cage. I held clasped my hands in front of me, I watched as Mistress started to open another box which had been near her feet.

Out of the packing came a steel belt with chains, padlocks and a host of fixings and fittings. I knew what this was.

Mistress explained that she had been disappointed with my current chastity cage, especially after it slipped off, twice! This one, she informed me, will not come off.

“I’ve done a lot of research on the matter and this is by far the best chastity device on the market. It can be worn 24/7 is completely secure, comes with various attachments and will give me the confidence that you will only ever be able to play with yourself.” She said scornfully. “When I say so.”

She then produced the key for the plastic device and quickly released it, dropping it on the floor. With some adjustment she deftly position the steel belt around my waist. All parts of the new device were lined with neoprene so it would not chaff whilst being worn.

Click and she gave a satisfied smile at the lock to the belt fitted in place. Next came a sheath for my little cock, she wriggled it into position. There was a hole at one end for obvious reasons. I looked down in awe, fascination and a degree of terror as I knew this device was not a play thing and would really stay put. The sheath was then clipped to a metal crotch piece this was covered on the inside face with neoprene. When in place it flatten my cock pointing it downwards, at the rear were two chrome chains that fixed to the rear of the belt, with the front of the crotch piece fixed with a small padlock which secured the whole device in place. One other click and that was it, I was emasculated.

“Lovely.” She exclaimed sitting back and looking at her handiwork.

“Walk around a bit, how does it feel?” She asked.

“Fine Ma’am.” I said, as I walked around the room. “It certainly feels secure.”

“That’s the aim my dear little maid.” She said tossing the key to the padlock in the air and then catching it and putting it in her pocket.

“It will be removed weekly, under my supervision. So you and it can be washed and you can shave. Any sexual relief will of course be at my discretion.” She said adding “When did you last come?”

I tried to recall exactly. “About three weeks ago, Ma’am.” I said.

“Well you’ll have to work extra hard and impress me if you are wish to come again in the foreseeable future.” She said with that air of authority which was growing with every week.

Also she retorted. “I have noticed some staining on your panties, which I guess is pre-cum. It disgusts me maid!” She shouted. “I think you’ll have to start wearing pantie liners.” She laughed. “As I don't want to see any stains on those new lovely new pink knickers.”

“No Ma’am.” I muttered.

With that I was dismissed, told to put back on my housekeepers dress, tidy every thing up, take my new uniform up to my bedroom, carry on with my list of chores, oh and bring Mistress a glass of Merlot.

Chapter 7.

Having served the evening meal and finished my chores I went to stand in the allotted corner, in the hall, face the wall, hands behind back and await Mistresses call.

I stood for quite a time, beginning to wonder if Mistress had forgotten me, but remembered that she was watching a film and that I would just have to wait.

The bell rang and I walked into the lounge, curtsied and waited.

“How is the chastity belt?” She asked turning off the telly with the remote.

“Very good, thank you Ma’am, it fits well.’

“Right you are dismissed for the night. I have set the lock to shut in half an hour so don't take too long in the bathroom. Tomorrow of course is inspection day and just to keep this spiced up I have a few surprises for my little maid.” She said with an air of mystery.

“Do not try on your new dress tonight, remember I can see every move you make in that room, but when you present in the morning I want you fully attired in your new pink finery. Oh you will look such a picture.” She laughed.

“Off you go then.” As she dismissed me with a wave of her hand.

Just as I was about to leave the room she called me back and rummaging in her hand bag she produced a couple of pantie liners, which she handed to me saying I must in future always wear these to stop any stains on my knickers.

Laughing she said. “It is so lovely seeing you humbled and squirming, now off you trot.”

I was ready and in bed when the lock bolt clunked shut, at the same time the lights in the room went off, an added touch of control which Mistress exercised. I lay there looking up at the small light on the camera, thinking was she looking at me? I had no way of knowing, but as Mistress had installed infra red cameras she could see me even though I could not see myself. Her control was becoming absolute. I turned over and quickly feel asleep loving the feel of the silken nightie around my body contrasting with the steel collar around my neck.

Chapter 8.

I was awake before the door bolt unlocked. My first task was to empty the commode, something I had now become used to, being locked in the bedroom each night. Having for the first time pee’d whilst wearing the new chastity belt, which in turn required that I was seated to give myself relieve.

I could feel my excitement as I laid out the new dress and all the finery. Wow it did look so girly. Even if I had just looked like a housemaid in my normal day attire, there was no doubting that in this dress I was a mincing sissy.

Having showered and shaved I took out my boned corset. Wearing it always made the days work extra hard as bending and turning were restricted. I pulled on the laces as tightly as I could and tied them off around the front of the corset. Next the beautiful pink bra. Mistress allowed me to wear falsies so that I would feel the weight of the bra. The white stockings and pink ruffle panties were soon in place.

As instructed I took out a pantie liner and secured it between my legs inside the panties. I knew Mistress would inspect for any stains and as I was excited even within the confines of the chastity belt I certainly needed some protection.

My mind was whizzing as I picked up the gorgeous dress. Whilst I knew in so many ways it would make me look like the simpering maid I was the draw and desire to putting on the dress was magnetic.

Stepping into it, my heart raced. Drawing it up my body felt wonderful for it was such true badge of what I was. However, much to my frustration I could not pull the zip up at the rear of the dress. Try as I might I could not get it pass my waistline! Oh it was so annoying, but I was keen not to force it, as Mistress would be enraged if I damaged the dress. So I concluded I would just do up the collar button at the rear, put on my apron and confess to Mistress when I saw her.

The petticoat was also lovely, layers of satin. It had a tie waist so was not going to slip although needless to say it pushed up the skirt of the dress, exposing lots of my stocking clad thighs. Oh I was in heaven.

Slipping on the kitten heels and placing a very lace headband on, I glanced, several times in the mirror. I was ready as I smiled broadly. Mistress would not be happy that I had failed to do the dress up, but she had promised me some surprises today so I just needed to own up and hope that she would be in a good mood. I minced off to the kitchen to prepare breakfast.

She arrived in the kitchen in her dressing clearly have just awoken. I curtsied.

“Awwww lovely.” She exclaimed. “Do a twirl.”

As I took small steps around I started to stutter out that I had been unable to do up the zip.

“Stupid girl.” She said with a degree of annoyance. “I can see that. Well we need to get that corset probably tight, go and hold onto the door frame.” As she pointed to the kitchen door.

I did as instructed. Within a flash she had untied the apron and unbuttoned the dress collar.

Releasing the corset cords, Mistress started to tug at the laces, one by one, drawing the two side panels inwards.

“Breath out.” she instructed. As I did she pushed her knee hard into my backside and tugged at the laces. “Again.” She commanded. Each time my ability to breath in deeply was reduced.

When satisfied she wrapped the end of the laces around my waist and tied them tightly at the rear.

“There that’s better and you’ll not be able to undo that knot.” She laughed. “Now pull up the dress.”

I pulled up the dress, when over the shoulders Mistress fiddled with the zip and in a flash zipped me in.

“There I knew it would fit, you just did not try hard enough maid and for that there will be another roll of the dice and we have not even had the inspection yet.” Giving another chuckle.

She to told me to stay there a second and I heard her go to a kitchen draw, coming back she adjusted the collar on the dress and I heard a familiar clip.

“There’s a padlock on your collar maid so that dress stays on until I release you. Now I’m hungry so get your apron back on and serve my breakfast as we both have a busy day ahead.”

Moving around with the exceptionally tight corset was hard, felt like I was split in two. Taking deep breaths was just impossible, so I had to pace myself.

I was extra careful with the apron and dress, so as not to get any marks on them, as clearly Mistress was please with what she purchased and doubtless it was not cheap.

Having served her a second cup of coffee in the sunny conservatory and tied up the kitchen, I was up to date with all my chores, so I went and faced my corner in the hall, hands behind back and waited.

Before long the bell rang and I presented myself to Mistress with a curtsy.

“Do you like the dress?” She asked.

“Yes Ma’am I do, very much so.” I added.

“Good I like it to, although it does make you look totally ridiculous, but then that is what you now are my little mincing girly maid.” She said scornfully.

I could feel my face slightly blush. I loved the outfit but I knew she was right.

“Are you wearing panty liners?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Show me.” She demanded.

Carefully I pulled up the apron, dress and petticoat and slide my panties down to my knees. Mistress did know every button to press and she had become quite expert and squeezing every bit of embarrassment out of me.

“Okay. Put yourself straight and kneel.” She commanded. As I did so head bowed, she snapped. “Now look at me.”

She then in between sips of coffee told me what she had planned for the weekend. Firstly, she was going out with friends tonight for a meal and maybe clubbing afterwards. She smiled. I was informed that today I would be helping to get her ready for the evening, bathing, pedicure, dressing etc. My role was to be her personal maid for the day and to help make her beautiful for her evening out. I swallowed hard wondering why she wanted to look good, who for, my mind raced. She went onto to say she might be late back or stay over with friends but that she expected to have her maid available for whatever time she returned, so that therefore my few days back in male mode were cancelled and I would carry on being the maid for the next week.

I looked up at her and could feel my mood changing. I needed that break, this was very hard work, I had arranged to see my friends and so on.

I blurted all this out in a protest, I was upset, felt that I was not being treated fairly, she was having all the fun, where was my time off?

As I was muttering I looked up into face, which I could see was changing from calm superiority to plain anger. She was cross.

I had acted impulsively. Failed to think for a minute. Failed to reflect on my position. For here was I on my my knees dressed as an absurd sissy maid, secured in a chastity belt, having served as a maid every week for months, locked in my pink bedroom most nights and I was complaining. I was giving back chat.

She leaned forward.

Without any hesitation she slapped my face twice with the palm of her hand. Hard.

Oh God what had I done.

Chapter 9

She was not just angry, she was furious and I knew from past experience that once riled my wife could be deadly.

Leaning forward and grabbing my chin, she spoke calmly but forcibly.

“You just don't get this do you. This is not a game. This is not about what you do or do not want. When you signed up to this you accepted, no actually agreed that I now led this household. I decide everything, understand.” She shouted loudly. “Everything.”

I nodded as best as I could my stomach turning with butterflies. I felt fear.

“As head of this relationship I determine what is best for both of us. We both knew that you were a born sissy and now is the time to fulfil that role. But if I decide something that does not suit you our you don't like, well that is just fucking tough, you have to suck it up and be grateful that I now managing your life and you have the opportunity to please me and make me happy. Not that this behaviour has done either of those two things.”

Letting go of my chin, she stood up, looking down at me she and went on.

“You are hopeless, useless and you have to change your ways. I can not tolerate such insubordination or outbursts, you can not answer back.”

“I’m sorry Ma’am” I blurted out.

“To late now.” She retorted. “The damage is done, what is said can not be unsaid and you have had the temerity to complain. That just will not do. Do you want this to end. Do you want to go back to our boring vanilla life?

“No Ma’am.” I quickly answered.

She sighed. Fortunately she becoming calmer and said. “Fine but for that outburst you will be punished, you must learn. Now go and stand in your corner I do not want to see you.”

I’ve no idea how long I was standing in my corner but I felt wretched. I had been stupid, I had complained, moaned about my lot. In so many ways I was now content and that was all down to the new arrangements in our household. What I need to accept was the fact that I am really my wife’s maid, she possessed me. That I found hugely exciting but I was also now fearful having upset her and now as to what was to come.

The bell rang and I walked into the lounge, curtsied, bowed my head and waited.

“I do not want another word out of you, you are to listen and learn.”

“I am going out tonight and I am going to have fun and I’m really cross at you for what you said earlier. There is no forgiveness for such behaviour only consequences.” She said sternly.

“I can not be bothered to do an inspection today.” She said.” I’m assuming you did something wrong everyday, so that’s four penance points plus the one earlier from failing to lace up your corset tightly. Five rolls of the dice.” She announced.

“Furthermore.” She continued. “Each day for a full week, starting today you will receive an additional punishment. Some will be uncomfortable, some will be painful, but you have to learn how to behave as my maid.”

She then softened her tone.

“You know that I love you, you will always be my soulmate and as long as I am happy with you as my maid we will be together and I will care for you.” She said.

“But as a husband and as an equal, those days are over. Not that you were ever much of a man anyway. You always wanted to wear my panties or a nightie, I never had much sexual satisfaction and you had an inherent bent to housework and keeping things tidy.”

“So it was always natural that you would make an ideal maid.”

“Do you accept that?” She asked. Adding. “You make speak.”

“Yes Ma’am I do and I’m so sorry for ….”

“Enough.” As she cut me off. “I can’t abide excuses. You can’t change your past behaviour, but I can help you to learn to become a better maid in the future. Dignity and pride are no longer appropriate for you, traits as obedience, submission and humility are what you need to develop. And I plan to help you learn those but I warn you now that this week will be hard for you, as I can never ever have you answer me back again.”

‘“Here.” She said handing my a dice. “Roll it and let’s see what consequences you are to have!”

Chapter 10

Much to my disquiet I rolled three sixes, one three and one one.

“That unlucky.” Mistress chuckled. “Means you get 18 strokes of the cane or ruler - that will really hurt. Oh well your choice.” She laughed.

“And the corset for a day. I’m not counting today.” She said. “And an hour in the corner pressing coin to wall with your nose, well that is an easy one.” She concluded.

“That little lot is for next week and you better hope I’m in a very good mood when you get caned. But there is today’s extra punishment.”

“Shame I was saving this for a future date, but you upset me this morning, so I need sometime, when I know you will be suffering and I for my part will be having a long bath.”

With that she attached a leash to the ring in my steel collar and said. “Follow me.” As she lead me through the kitchen out the back door. Where were we going I thought?

She headed for the side door to the garage and guided me in.

I had not been in there for several weeks, I was to busy with household duties. Straight away I noticed the cage. Oh my God I thought what has she got? Equally I knew without any hesitation that I was destined for it.

The cage was several feet high, taller than me but in floor area was small, enough for one person to stand up in. There were vertical metal bars running from the floor to a solid steel ceiling and I could see one side was hinged with a lock on the other side as I got closer I noticed that the steel floor was on castors so the whole cage could be easily rotated. Wow I thought, my heart fluttering at how serious this was.

“I’m really proud of this.” She said. “It cost a lot of money, well actually your money. But I wanted somewhere you could be secure out of my sight, in anything but comfort, so I can just leave you and know you are suffering, a bit!”

“As you can see the occupant can not sit, in fact they can only stand. So maid you are going to get today’s extra punishment, now, so in you step.” As she held open the door.

I look at her imploringly.

“Go on in you go or I’ll get cross.” She snapped.

I stepped forward and took one step up into the cage. Shuffling around I stood facing Mistress. She looked up at me and smiled.

“There you are that was not so bad.” As she shut the cage door turning and removing the key.

“I’ll be gone for ….. as long as I’m gone.” She laughed.

“Don’t get into any trouble, oh and don't kick off those heels as if you do I’ll leave you in here for a lot longer.”

With that she walked out of the garage and slammed the side door.

This was going to be very uncomfortable particularly if I was stuck in here for sometime. How I wish I’d never said anything, I was so stupid to moan and complain. I bought this on myself.

The pain in my feet was becoming intense. I shuffled around as much as the limited room allowed my. I hung onto the bars to ease the pressure on my insteps.

Just when I felt that I was really struggling the garage side door opened and Mistress strode across the room and stood before me.

‘Still here then I see.” She said in a mocking tone. “How is captivity my little maid?” She asked.

I blurted out how sorry I was. I apologised. I had made a mistake. I would do anything she wanted, lick her arse, absolutely anything. She let me continue pleading for a while, just standing there smirking.

Then silence.

“Well I can see you have learnt nothing.” She snarled, as she grab the cage and turned it so I was facing away from her.

I felt as though I was going to cry, to plead for mercy as I just could not stand being locked in the cage any longer.

Before I knew it she was pulling my head back and snapped. “Open wide.” As some sort of gag was pushed into my mouth and buckled behind my head.

“Arms through the bars.” Came the next command and within seconds my wrists were handcuffed behind my back.

I felt the cage slowly being rotated again. I could see on her face that I had upset her again. I mumbled some pleadings into the gag, only to find that she was pumping it up with a small hand pump. My mouth became full of the inflated gag. It was horrible. And I was silent.

As an added touch she pulled on the leash so that my face was tight to the bars. Reaching across to a box nearby she took out a metal clip and attached one end to the ring in the collar and the other end to one of the bars.

She paused for a moment, then told me that she was going to release me, but that again because of my behaviour I would now spend more time in the cage. I should have thanked her for putting me in the cage, been grateful that she had purchased it, acknowledged that it had helped me. Instead I moaned and groaned and pleaded. This was not good she said, repeating not good and walked out.

Tears rolled down my face. I was in pain. I could not move. I had upset the one person I adored. I was a silly stupid sissy. I kept repeating that over and over again.

Chapter 11

Time so dragged, as I stood in the cage. I lost count of the parts of my body that ached. I had stopped sobbing and just tried to focus on being in sub-space, thinking of other places, thinking of more joyous times. But time and again, the obvious discomfort bought me back to where I was at this moment in time.

I had accepted my new role, I craved this role and there were many many parts of it I truly loved. The serving, wishing to please Mistress, being subordinate, being tasked with looking after the house, having more onerous responsibilities taken off my shoulders, the beautiful feminine cloths and feeling and acting in the gender I had always desired. All of those aspects were heavenly.

In the centre were things that I struggled with and felt conflicted over. Losing just about any control over my life, being humiliated (although I did find that very exciting it was a challenge to rationalise my feelings), losing my dignity, my modesty, giving up any fulfilling sex life. These were hard changes for me, but I had to acknowledge I was improving in accepting such changes.

Finally at the other end of the spectrum, I was very fearful of pain or discomfort. Such things came with the new territory I was entering. Whilst I hated them, punishments were part of the agenda and a strong motivational element in my development. I just needed to see them as something I deserved rather than something I resented. If I was to be punished it was my fault and I should be grateful to Mistress for making the time and effort to correct my poor or bad behaviour.

I reflected that the key element was that this was not a pick and mix menu. I had no choice over what I did or did not want to happen. I had given up that right when I accepted Mistresses terms. I just need to embrace my status and be happy that I have such an opportunity and privilege to serve the one person I loved.

When Mistress returned. I was quickly released and led out of the garage and back to the house. My muscles were taught and various parts of me hurt that I did not know existed.

She sat back in the armchair and just stared at me. My head bowed, fearful of what was coming next.

“Maid.” She announced. “After this little sad episode I have decided a new rule must exist in this house. That you will not speak, not say a word unless I expressly allow you to speak. Is that understood? You may nod.”

I nodded a few times.

“That will ensure you don't say anything you may later regret and I don't want to get angry at you.”

“Now I’m sure the cage was a very unpleasant experience for you, but needless to say it will now always be there waiting for you if you misbehave or perform badly.”

She stood up.

“Right I have some phone calls to make about my evening out. So you are excused from duties for the next few hours, go and have a rest in your room and will I ring for you and you can help me get ready for tonight.” She said smiling.

I then received a light slap on the backside. “Run along.” She said.

Chapter 12

After what seemed like a few minutes but was actually a couple of hours, I heard the bell. Resting in the tight corset and the locked maids dress was not that comfortable, but it was a thousand times better than the cage. Oh that was horrible, I shivered thinking about it and vowed to myself to do everything Mistress asked to the highest standard I could achieve.

I hurried across the landing as Mistress was in the main en-suite bedroom, which had been our bedroom, but was now definitely hers.

“Hope you are rested maid?” She asked.

I nodded, remembering just in time that I had not been given permission to speak.

Mistress smiled.

She told me that for the rest of the afternoon I would be helping her get ready for her night out.

She had already bathed and was sitting on the bedroom chair in her dark mauve satin day coat. Her hair was pinned up. Crossing her legs, she moved her foot around and indicated that I was to give her a pedicure and paint her toe nails, whilst she read a magazine. I went to work kneeling in front her and taking great care with the file and bright red polish she had chosen.

Her legs where beautifully smooth and tanned and I so wanted to kiss and caress them as I had done in the past. But I knew that was not the task I had been given, so I ignored my feeling.

Mistress seemed pleased with my efforts, which in turn made me feel good.

Putting down the magazine she then ordered me to get various items of clothing out of draws and wardrobe and lay them on the bed.

First was the lacy black panties and matching bra. Then a black short satin slip and finally a short off the shoulder little black dress. Mistress was certainly going to look stunning.

Next I brushed her hair and handed her various cosmetics. There was no way I was going to be allowed to actually help apply her make-up.

She stood and said. “Before I get dressed, you my little maid are going to serve me.” I was not sure what this meant but after the day I had had so far I was very keen to do anything to please her.

“Kneel at the end of the bed.” I did as I was told, watching intently as Mistress mounted the bed getting on all fours with her bottom close to my face. I knew what was coming.

“I told you you would be begging to kiss my arse and now you are going to.” She continued. “Not that I find it that physically exciting but it does give me pleasure so I can think of you putting your face in my most intimate of places, whilst I’m out having fun tonight.” She chuckled.

“No panties this time, so get your tongue licking maid.”

I lifted the hem of the satin day coat and buried my head into her buttocks licking and kissing for all I was worth. I wanted to, no I needed to impress. From the satisfied moans she gave I was hopefully bringing some pleasure.

After sometime she pulled away and stood up, telling me to stay where I was and watch her get dressed.

She looked absolutely stunning. Sweeping back her hair so it was off the one shoulder, she slipped into a pair of high heeled black patent heels and stood in front of the mirror smoothing down the dress. I could feel waves of humiliation washing over me as I knew none of this glamour and preparation was for me, but then I thought meekly, why should it be, for I was just the maid.

Picking up a small clutch back she put in various items of cosmetics. From a draw in the dressing table, she pulled out a box of condoms and removed a couple making sure I could see what she was doing.

“You never know I may need these tonight.” She smiled gave a little laugh. Dropping them into her bag.

My stomach churned with nervous butterflies, questions running through me. Was she meeting someone, was she going to have sex? God what had I done? I wanted to speak, I wanted to talk, but I stopped myself, I could not stand the thought of that cage in the garage. I remained silent.

She looked down at me, she was goading me, but I could see she was also pleased.

“I nearly thought you were going to say something then maid, I’m glad you are learning. What I do when I am out is my business, nothing to do with the maid.” She exclaimed.

“In fact.” She went on. “I do like all this silence, perhaps you should never speak again and if I want to hear anything from you, you can write it down.” She laughed loudly.

“Right I have a taxi booked in a bit, you can go to your corner now.”

I duly left the bedroom. went into the hall faced the corner and held my hands behind my back. Things were changing so fast and something told me that we were no where near the end of the journey!

Chapter 13

I heard Mistress come down the stairs. She stood behind me. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating. There was a click as she undid the small padlock securing my beautiful pink dress, quickly zipping down the back she loosened the corset laces.

“There.” She said. “You should be able to undress now. My taxi will be here in a minute. Your room lock is set for 9.00pm so be in bed by then or else! And don't forget I can see you and will be monitoring what you are doing.”

“I may come and see you when I come in, I may not. So be a good sissy maid, finish the rest of your chores and I’ll see you when I see you.”

She gave me a little light kiss on my cheek. Then I heard a car turn into the drive and seconds later the front door slammed with the echo of her heels clicking down the footpath.

I sighed and let the maids dress fall to the ground. Stepping out of it, I retrieved it and laid it carefully on the balustrade to take up stairs later.

Walking into the kitchen, I glanced at the clock, it was nearly 6.00pm. I had another three hours of relative freedom left.

Judging I had sufficient time to finish my chores. I went into the lounge and sat in the armchair, something of course I would not normally be allowed to do. It felt strange sitting there, comfortable but some how wrong, as I sat in my pink underwear.

Sitting and thinking I realised that the thing that hurt the most was that I had been left, I was alone, Mistress had gone out and the fact that she was having “fun”, whatever that meant was hard to bare. My imagination ran riot, what if she met someone else, what if she fell in love with a guy and threw me out.

Stop it. I said to myself, get a grip ….. But all I wanted to do was cry, to sob. Which I did!

This was all so hard, but equally it was all so exciting. Our life had been turned upside down. As long as I could serve her and make her happy I was content.

I thought of all the time, effort and money she had spent planning and preparing for this, from my beautiful dress to that wretched cage. I consoled myself with the fact that she wanted it work as much as I did. I just prayed she did not meet someone else. What if she had sex with another man, the thought was so terrible to ponder I tried to wipe it from my mind, but it kept coming back haunting me. For I was no man, never had been. So perhaps she was now seeking one to give her things I never could.

I pulled myself together, finished off tidying up the kitchen, put some laundry away, had a quick sandwich and cuppa of tea, I was no longer allowed to drink alcohol as the maid and before I knew it the clock was heading towards 9.00.

I locked the house up, quickly went to the bathroom and was in my bedroom about 10 mins before the appointed hour. Upon shutting the door I undressed, hung up my dress and took off my underwear. Just as I was rolling down my stockings, there was a loud clunk as the digitally controlled bolt locked the door and at the same time the lights went out.

I fumbled around as best as I could in the dark, knowing where everything was. Slipping on a soft satin nightdress I lay on the bed.

I had nothing to distract me, no reading material, electronics, pen or anything like that was allowed in the room. All I had was the sensation of the metal collar, the confines of the chastity belt and the silky smooth of my nightie. That in a way summed up the extremes of my new life. Harsh coldness and sensual feminine material.

The one other thing I did have to contend with were my thoughts. What was she doing, who was she with, would she come and see me in the night. Questions, questions but no answers only worries and fears. I looking up into the two corners the small red flashing light of the cameras. Was she watching me?

Chapter 14

I awoke to the clunk of the bolt unlocking the door. As usual I had no idea what time it was. Mistress had not been in to see me, so I had no idea what time she arrived home. However, I needed to start my day. No frilly pink sissy maids dress today.

For usual work days I wore a plain housecoat dress, below the knee, light grey in colour, short sleeves and a couple of pockets. It buttoned down the front below the waist, so it was very functional and very ordinary. My underwear was nothing special, although I always wore stockings, with this dress they had to be black opaque. Flat shoes, white apron and small lacy headband.

Leaving my room and crossing the landing I saw that Mistress’s bedroom door was shut, which meant she did not wish to be disturbed.

So I crept downstairs and started preparing breakfast for when she did get up. It was about 8.30 am as I glanced at the wall clock.

There was quite a lot of ironing to do, so I set to that task. I was still quite slow at it, as Mistress was very fussy about how items were ironed and folded, so I was keen to take care and to do things probably.

I worked for over an hour at the ironing and was getting hungry, for I was not allowed to eat before Mistress and there was no sign of her arising.

I thought for a second I heard a car. Then a key in the front door and it being firmly shut.

“I hope my maid is up?” She shouted.

My heart missed a beat, she had been out all night!

Bounding into kitchen Mistress smiled when she saw me ironing. I stopped and did a curtsy. I so wanted to ask her where she had been, but stayed silent.

“Don’t let me stop you.” She said indicating at the iron. “I’m having a shower.” she said. “Breakfast in about half and hour, then I’ll tell you about the night I’ve had.” She announced.

No sooner had she sashayed into the kitchen, she was gone. I guess if my picture had been taken then my mouth would have been wide open. As many questions and fears were running through my mind, I knew that few would be answered. Anyway she had said she would tell me about her night.

So I set to preparing breakfast. Coffee, cereal, toast the usual things.

I heard the bell in the dining room. Mistress was sitting at the table and I as was now the routine curtsied and served her food, standing nearby, until she had finished.

She was dressed in her fluffy white dressing gown and looked very much at ease, as I poured her a second cup of coffee.

“I guess you must be hungry?”

I nodded.

“You can have yours in a bit, after you have tidied up. Although I was thinking after that fiasco of getting into your new dress, that you need to loss some weight.”

“So because I’m in such a good mood I’m going to make one of your extra punishments or should I say consequences for this week - a diet.”

“Yes I’m going to put you on a diet, probably a fasting one. But I’ll sort that out in the week.”

“Just a few other things. Not speaking. You have done well with saying nothing. So I think the new rule is you will not speak unless spoken to. Understood?”

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” Relieved that I could at least speak.

“Now I did say I was going to tell you all about my night.” I could feel my self tensing with apprehension. “Safe to say I had a great night and I’ll go into all the details later in the week.” She smiled at me, knowing that she had teased me before and that I was dying to know what happened, who she was with and what she did.

“Right quick inspection - turned around - slowly.” she commanded.

“Good, lift up your dress lets have a look, pull those knickers down.”

She leaned across. “I’m pleased to see you are wearing pantie liners, they are a must from now on. In fact you’ll need to buy your own, you can't keep using mine.” She chuckled.

“Straighten yourself up.”

“I’m going to gym this afternoon. What else is on your chores list?” She asked.

I pulled out my little notebook from the apron pocket and listed my tasks, to which she added cleaning the downstairs toilet and floor.

“Dismissed.” She said with a wave of her hand.

Chapter 15

I went about my daily tasks, just with the background nagging questions as to what happened last night? Once I’d finished everything and prepared the evening meal, I went to stand in my corner.

Corner time was very effective in that I could not relax, it was embarrassing and silly thing to have to do, on the other hand it was now part of the life I wished for and accepted.

I heard the front door open as Mistress returned from the gym.

Whilst still facing the wall she told me to go up stairs and change into my black serving uniform and run her a bath. She would be up in a minute and I could help her bath.

This was an extra honour and I smiled inwardly hurrying upstairs as Mistress went into the lounge to answer a call on her mobile, as she did so the door was firmly shut. Climbing the stairs I heard her laughing.

I quickly changed. My evening dress was more formal than the grey day coat and fitted with a bow at the back to draw it in. The only other change was a white small apron rather than the full one I had been wearing through the day.

Running the bath I added the bath oils Mistress liked and light a few candles.

She entered soon after and told me to remove her cloths.

Having been to the gym these were track suit top and bottom, pop socks. Her sports bra and knickers next. I was careful when removing her underwear, as she was most insistent that such tasks must be undertaken with modesty so I was performing as a ladies maid.

She put her hand out when I had removed her knickers and said. ”Open.” As she balled them up and popped them in my mouth. “Now face the corner.” I turned as she stepped into her bath.

Having helped her dry and dressing her in her fluffy white dressing gown, I was left to clean the bath and tidy up.

Dinner was to be served in the lounge as Mistress planned to watch a film and have an early night.

She kindly allowed me kneel by her feet as she eat dinner. Mine as always would have to wait, as I was never allowed to eat with her. So when finished I had my food in the kitchen.

After sorting out the dishes I went upstairs to put all the laundry away. Mistress was very particular about where all her cloths went and how they were put away. The task was quite mundane but I needed to be careful and ensure everything from her panties to blouses were colour coordinated and neatly folded.

Just as I was heading down stairs the bell went, I quickly entered the lounge, did a little curtsy and waited.

“Good.” She said. “You are doing well today, considering what you put yourself through yesterday.”

Noting in my mind that it was not Mistress had put me through but what I had done myself. This was now my world.

“I have some exciting things planned for you, this week.” She went onto say.

“Some you’ll find challenging, some will be easier, some mundane, some will be humiliating for sure. But I do want this to work my dear little maid.” She said with kindness in her voice. “And as long as you improve, serve me well as the maid you now are.” And raising her voice, just a tad. “With no more outbursts. It will work, will it not?”

“Yes Ma’am.” I said meekly.

“One thing you can ponder on.” She said. “You are due 18 strokes of cane or paddle this week. I have not forgotten.” She said with a degree of menace. “I will decide on which part of your body they will be delivered, but you can decide if you receive them in one go or spread out over a number of day. Have a think and I’ll ask you tomorrow.” She said.

“Yes Ma’am. Thank you Ma’am.” I said.

“I’m having an early night, after all my fun.” She smiled at me. “Your door is set for 9.00pm. Tomorrow I have something very different for you as a consequence of your recent behaviour. I’m not sure you’ll like it, but that is irrelevant anyway.” She said.

“Now make me a cup of drinking chocolate and you can pop off to bed.”

I curtsied and went to prepare her drink, wondering what tomorrow would bring.

Chapter 16.

The next morning I was busy with all my regular chores, cleaning, laundry, preparing for dinner.

Being a maid was a joy, I felt I was achieving something tangible, not only doing practical relatively simple work but activities through which I aimed to please my Mistress. In many ways I no longer needed to think, no longer needed to consider what I should do, my life was governed by another, my innate sense of submission was fulfilled. I did not have to concern myself with larger more important issues those were no longer of concern to me. All my effort was directed into making sure Mistress was happy through presenting and behaving myself as an effective house maid, all the way from ensuring dishes were shining and clean to laundry was properly folded and put away, through to helping Mistress dress and cooking and serving all meals.

When my work was done as directed I could reflect on how meek and humble I was by just facing a corner until the next instruction arrived. At the end of the day I was locked away when no longer needed, safe and secure in the knowledge that my life was managed by my Mistress.

These were all huge changes for me. Although I found as time passed that I became more docile, happier to do whatever was requested of me without question. Even willing to accept pain and humiliation if that what gave Mistress pleasure. I was becoming my true self, a mincing little sissy maid. And it was a joy.

It was now several weeks since I had actually come and although in the first weeks it had been difficult I was now resigned to the control Mistress exercised over my body. Having to regularly wear pantie liners was humiliating but necessary as my lack of orgasm meant that most days I would have left a stain on my knickers unless I was wearing protection.

My focus was on being a good and obedient maid. What I may or may not have wanted was now irrelevant, my overwhelming desire was to please her.

Hence my heart raced when I heard her coming down the stairs late morning.

I curtsied as she entered, head slightly bowed.

“Good morning maid.” She said.

“Good morning Ma’am.” I replied. Happy that I was being acknowledged and Mistress was in a friendly disposition.

“What a beautiful day.” As she looked out the window, as the sunshine beamed in. “I’ll have breakfast outside I think.” She said walking out through the patio doors.

Our garden was reasonably secluded but if neighbours could see in, it was just something I had learnt to live with.

Having served breakfast I was about return to the kitchen, when Mistress halted my departure.

“You can change into your more formal black and white trimmed maids dress for today, rather than that grey housecoat.” She said. “And wear that very frilly full bibbed apron, I want you to look the quintessential maid to day.

“Yes Ma’am.” I said. Curtsied and went upstairs to change.

After Mistress had finished breakfast and I had cleared away, she told me to follow her into the lounge, there she pulled out an upright chair and placed it in front of a full length mirror, telling me to sit down.

A few minutes later she returned with a package, passing it to me, she told me to open it. I was intrigued. Looking up as she stood nearby with a broad grin on her face.

I pulled out a small book and box, turning it over, it was revealed as an Embroidery starter pack, the book being an instruction guide for beginners.

“What do you say?” Mistress asked.

“Thank you Ma’am.” I quickly responded.

“So for the next two hours, I want you to read the book and start embroidering. It is such a classic female pastime and as my maid I want you to learn to do it as part of your education. Embroidery.” She went on to add. “Is a very delicate task, involves lots of care and attention to detail, something that I’m sure will stand you in good stead for all the other tasks you do around the house.”

“It is so far removed from the rough stuff that men do and as you are no longer a man, then you must be educated in more gentile and lady like pastimes. So this your punishment today, a nice easy one.” She added.

“Thank you Ma’am.” I repeated. looking down at the box.

“A two hour session this morning and a two hour this afternoon and then I will want to see, what you have achieved after dinner.

“I’m popping out this afternoon.” In the past I thought I would have asked where she was going, but now life is very different and my place is not to know, but all the same I wondered, again where she was going, who she was seeing.

“Dinner at 7.00pm would be fine, oh and I will want your answer about the caning then! Ponder that whilst you learn your new skill and look at yourself in the mirror whilst you do and see what you have become.”

“See you later.” She said walking out of the lounge and closing the door.

Following the patterns was harder than I thought, concentration was called for. As I did my best I glanced up at the mirror several times. What did I see? An effeminate man, dressed as a maid, trying her best to lean embroidery. Doing as she was told by her superior, her Mistress, who once was her equal but now governed her life.

And how did the maid feel? She loved what she saw. This was always meant to be, this was her role, this was her present and her future. Giving herself to another, being the submissive female she had always longed to be.

Ouch I pricked a finger, as I allowed my mind to drift. Only another three hours to go, I smiled to herself seeing my reflection.

My efforts at embroidery were adequate and that was the word Mistress used when I presented my effort after dinner. At least she was satisfied with what I done, so I was happy.

Dinner was all fine and I was dismissed ready for being locked in by 9.00pm. Before I went to bed Mistress asked me about the caning, to which I replied.

“All in one go.” I just thought it would be better to get it over in one session, although I knew it would hurt, a lot.

I climbed up the stairs ready for bed, tired and also wondering what the next day would bring.

Chapter 17

I awoke to the clunk of the door bolt. Never sure what time it was I prepared my self as usual, getting dressed, stepping into the grey house coat dress and doing up the front buttons I knew Mistress would tell me whatever she wished me to wear anyway.

The chastity belt was a bit uncomfortable, but I could shower with it on and do all my normal ablutions. The fact my penis was held in the sheaf meant I could not touch it or get an erection. Something that with time I was getting used to, being effectively emasculated deprived of my male role heightened my sense of submission and the desire to serve.

In the kitchen I prepared breakfast as usual. Quickening my pace when I heard Mistress come down stairs.

As yesterday, which filed my heart. I was greeted with. “Good morning maid.”

“Good morning Ma’am.” I replied as I curtsied.

Mistress had on her silken dressing gown, in which she looked amazing, how I wish I could touch her, that of course that would never now be allowed. The only physical contact we now had was when I gave her oral pleasure or was commanded to worship her feet or kiss her arse. But that contact was very important to me as it made me feel worthwhile as I was giving her something she wanted, whilst such acts reinforced my submissive part in the relationship.

Once breakfast was over, Mistress instructed me to retrieve a box from under the stairs.

I recognised it straight away, as the one in which my chastity belt came in.

“You had quite a gentle day yesterday maid, considering it was a punishment for your earlier behaviour.”

I was about to say sorry, but she hushed me.

“Today.” She announced. “Will be harder, but we are going to experiment.” She said ominously.

“I spent a lot of your money.” She laughed. “On this equipment, so we need to use it.”

Mistress took out various other parts from the box. Some were phallic, others with wires and a junction box. There was additional parts to the belt and a large instruction manual. Which Mistress flicked through.

“Right found it.” She said. Turning to a particular page.

I stood in awe, looking at all the things, very much aware that this was going to give me more discomfort if not pain.

Holding up a metal phallus, she started to read out loud.

It was clear that she intended that I wear the belt as normal, but instead of the chains over my buttocks there would be a solid back plate to which the phallus would be fitted. The plate would in turn be fixed to the belt and thus I would for as long as she deemed be impaled with the phallus.

That I’m sure I could manage as I had often kept a butt plug in position, which I found gently erotic.

There was, however, a sting in the tail!

The phallus had two terminals, which were wired up to a small charger which in turn fixed to the back of the belt. The charger was controlled by a hand held switch that determined when and how strong an electric shock was made.

I swallowed hard.

Mistress connected it all up whilst the various parts that were on the table and when the charge light was illuminated she told me to hold the phallus. Pressing the button held in her hand sent a considerable shock through my hand. I was panicking at the thought of that going through my backside, with no opportunity to take it off.

Mistress was right, today was going to be harder.

Mistress followed me upstairs with box of tricks. She released me from the belt, as I showered under her supervision. She always made sure I would never get anytime alone without the belt.

When I had dried off we moved to the my bedroom. Here Mistress sat on the bed and supervised locking the belt. Once my penis was back in the sheath, she refixed the front panel to the belt. Next she put some lubricant on the phallus, passing it to me said.

“It will need to go right up to fixed in position, go be a brave girl, you know you like feeling fucked.” She chuckled.

I pressed it slowly against my sphincter pushing it in, I gasped a bit.

“Good.” She said, standing up with the rear fixing in her hand, She then attached one end between my legs, connected the butt plug to it and locked the other end to the rear of the belt. I was secure.

She continued fiddling behind my back, connecting wires to the end of the plug and the small charger which was then clipped onto the belt.

Did I feel vulnerable. I wanted to say something, to ask her to be kind to me, go gentle. But I had learnt my lesson from a few days previous. It was no good complaining or pleading, that would only make matters worse. I knew I would have suffer whatever was to come.

“Great.” She said. “I think it’s all connected. Will give it a go in a bit. Now get dressed. I’ll see you in the lounge and I’ll have the button.” As she picked up the remote control.

This was scary. I had no idea what a charge would feel like, I was frightened.

I quickly got dressed, not wanting to keep her waiting. Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, petticoat and grey house coat dress, with waist tied apron. 

I was soon in the lounge, quick curtsy and I stood and waited, and waited.

Mistress just sat there, the remote control in her hand, thumb over the button. I was on tender hooks. Terrified.

“Turn around.” She ordered.

I did so, still waiting, standing there nervously.

Then “Arrrrgh.” I let out a sharp scream as bolt of pain shot through my arse. It only lasted a second. I was about to turn to plead and a second bolt came thundering through, my knees nearly buckled.

“Don’t you say anything you little sissy.” She shouted at me. “Or I’ll have you writhing on the floor in real pain.”

“You agreed to be my maid remember, you agreed to let me govern your life and you agreed to serve me. Now what do you say?”

I stammered out, fearing another jolt. “Thank you Ma’am and thank you for buying all these things to help me to become a better maid.”

“Thats better, now turn around. The second shock was only a three on this scale and it goes up to six, so be careful maid.” She smiled at me.

She went on. “I’ll dispense with the bell today and use this instead, so when you feel something in your arse you better come running or the dial will go up!” She said with a degree on menace. “Off you go and carry on with your chores and bring me a tea and I’ll buzz you when I want something.

“Yes Ma’am.” I said, doing a little curtsy and leaving the room.

I nervously did my tasks for the morning, expecting a shock any moment, but nothing. Late morning there was a quite gentle nudge in my backside. I hurried off to the lounge.

Mistress was engrossed in reading the manual. Looking up she told me that the button can be controlled via wifi and therefore she was just downloading the app. She was clearly pleased.

“This of course means that when I out I can zap you from afar.” She exclaimed.

“Thank you Ma’am.” I muttered.

“You obviously felt it on level one?” She asked.

“Yes Ma’am, it was quite a gentle buzz, I was aware of it but nothing like before.” I said.

“Well you only had it at setting three, so we will have to try six before the end of the day. Tell me.” She said. “How does it feel?”

“The butt plug is not too challenging Ma’am.” I said. “What is terrifying is the potential no warning of a severe shock - that certainly makes me feel very edgy.”

“That my dear little maid, is what it is supposed to do. I’m going out this afternoon, so be prepared for anything! I may just press the button on this app.” She said holding up her phone. “Because I can.”

“Yes Ma’am.” I curtsied.

I prepared lunch and served it to Mistress and before I knew it she was pulling out of the drive in her car.

I had not been out for nearly a week, I usually did the weekly supermarket shop in male mode and in passing wondered where she was going. Was this something to do with her night out the other week?

Just as I allowed my mind to wander. I screamed out. “Argggghhh.” She had pressed that button. Wow that really hurt. My knees nearly buckled. I held onto the worktop in the kitchen, anticipating another shock.

I waited, nothing, I started to step across to the sink, then zap another shock. I felt a panic surging, there was nothing I could do I was totally at her mercy. The terror was not just in the pain of the shock, but not knowing when the next hit would come.

I carried on preparing dinner as best as I could, moving cautiously, terrified of the next shock. This was worse than the horrible cage I thought.

Still there was absolutely nothing I could do. Which in so many ways just reflected the world I was now in. Mistress had complete power over me. I loved that sense of helplessness but equally I hated the pain I sometimes had to endure, but of course she delighted in correcting my behaviour and this was punishment for my recent outburst, then I had no one to blame but myself.

Chapter 18

There only a few more shocks that were not too strong. Late afternoon she returned.

“So did I get your attention?” She asked.

“Yes Ma’am.” I said doing my usual curtsy. “I received quite a few shocks.” I said head bowed.

“Good.” She said. “I’m so pleased it works, cost a lot of money, but it will certainly be useful for keeping you in check.” She smiled.

After enquiring what was for dinner, I was informed that she planned to do one more experiment with it this evening, so that after serving the meal, Mistress required me to change into my new pink uniform, with all the frilly underwear. As she wanted me to look like the extreme sissy maid that I now was.

Having changed into my beautiful pink dress, I kept looking in the mirror, it was so over the top. There could be no mistaking what I had become. I minced down stairs the skirt of the dress bouncing along as I took each step. As I reached the bottom step, my nerves returned, as I had nearly forgotten the butt plug.

Entering the lounge, I curtsied and Mistress indicated to the upright chair she had placed in front of the sofa where she was sitting. On the chair I noticed some cuffs.

“Put those on.” She said.

Sitting on the chair I buckled up the ankle cuffs, attached the short link, then opening my mouth wide popped in the ball gag, tightening the two straps. The handcuffs next and Mistress indicated behind my back. I did as instructed and thus I had rendered myself helpless and silent.

Mistress then took a few photos of me sitting on the chair.

“I want you sitting down for this, as I don't know what this will do to you, but I do want to see.” She said holding up the small remote control button for the butt plug.

But first she set up a camera on a tripod, so she could film me. Whilst I love having my picture this was not quite how I wished to be seen, as I was sure this really would hurt!

She stood up and walked around me, as I nervously sat there. I could see the remote control in her hand.

“I understand that level six is a bit like a tazer.” She said. “Only for you.” She added as she bent down slightly and stared right into my face, as I dribbled from the gag. “It’ll be the arse, well you quite like things in the arse don’t you?” She snarled rhetorically and pressed the button.

The pain was intense, my muscles locked. I wanted to scream, but only a primeval guttural sound came through the gag. My eyes were wide. I looked up into her eyes, pleading as best as I could.

“Shall I press it again? She asked.

I shook my head vigorously. I waited. She smiled.

“No thats enough my dear little maid.” She said with a degree of kindness in her voice. She gently stroked my hair.

“What I’m sure you now know is how serious I am about our new relationship, how much I want this to work.” She stated. “But also how much pain and discomfort I will.” She emphasised the word. “Inflict on you if you misbehave, do not obey me or disappoint me. Is that clear?”

I nodded as hard as I could. Still breathing fast.

She then kissed my forehead, released my wrists, told me to take off the ankle cuffs and gag, go upstairs, undress and she would be up shortly to remove the butt plug.

I was so relieved, the electric shock was horrible. But it made me reflect again, that this was not a game for her and therefore it could not be for me. This was for real and I needed to up my game to keep her happy, or else!

I walked up the stairs, exhausted, but thankful and after removing my lovely maids dress awaited release from the dreadful thing in my arse.

Chapter 19

I slept well, I was tired after all that had happened yesterday.

But of course as everyday the bolt opening on my bedroom door awoke me with a start. I lay there for a moment wondering what the day would bring. Looking up at the camera in corner of the room, noting that Mistress might even be monitoring me now. So I arose from my slumber. Showered, shaved, dressed and headed to the kitchen to prepare breakfast.

Mistress came down about an hour later. As we stood in the kitchen, I poured her a cup of coffee and passed it to her. She asked how I was.

I was slightly taken aback, as over the preceding weeks she very rarely sought after my welfare.

“I am fine thank you Ma’am.” I said briefly.

“No go on, tell me some more, how do you actually feel, with all the things that have happened to you, to us?” She said.

Mistress clearly wanted me to open up.

I told her I was thrilled to now be able to live as her maid and dress accordingly, I loved serving and trying hard to please, I felt it came naturally to me. I was learning to accept my total lack of control over my life, which I had now passed to her. In many ways it felt a relief not having to make decisions.

I went onto say, I was fearful of some of the punishments, but had learnt my lesson not to answer back or question any of Mistress’s decisions. I was also very grateful for all time and effort that Mistress was giving to my training.

I did a little curtsy, when I had finished, hoping I had not said too much.

“Good.” She said. “I am pleased to hear all that.”

“You are learning maid, still a long way to go though.”

“I want a maid that is immaculate and perfect in everyday. As how you perform and how you look reflects on me, so I will not tolerate anything but the best.” She said.

“Being my sissy maid, means you have surrendered all your masculinity to me. I own you.” She said. “You do have to accept my punishments, that is part of the deal. Even if you have done nothing wrong, I may decide to punish you, just because I can, your humiliation and degradation are often for my amusement.”

“You understand all this don’t you?” It was a somewhat of a rhetorical question.

“Yes Ma’am I do.”

“I will look after you.” She said. “Make sure that your needs will be meet. You will be cared for. Equally what you want is of no matter, no matter at all. So just get that into your pretty little head.”

“Yes Ma’am.” I muttered.

Turning her back to me as she stood at the worktop, she pulled her silk dressing gown aside and said. “You know what to do.”

Without hesitation I knelt down behind her kissing her backside and then burying my face in her crack and licking her arse. My debasement was total, I was her’s to do with as she wished and she knew it.

When satisfied she pulled away and I stood, performing a curtsy as I faced her.

She announced no special punishments today, but there still was the matter of the caning, which she planned to conduct this afternoon. I was instructed after lunch to bring her, the cane, long ruler and paddle. She also wanted to see in my black maids dress, with full petticoat, lacy knickers etc. She would leave it with me, but she wanted me looking as a maid, because she planned to video the chastisement. My stomach fluttered.

The allotted time arrived and I entered the lounge, with various implements in my hand. Curtsied and waiting, noticing as I did that a camera was set up on a tripod in one corner of the room.

“Right I think we will start with an over knee spanking, just to get you warmed up.” She said. “First lets turn the camera on.” As Mistress pressed a few buttons on the camera.

Re-seating herself on the chair, she smoothed down her skirt.

“Hand me the paddle.” I did as instructed. “Now over my knees.”

I leant over, head right down on the carpet, as I felt her pull my skirts up and tuck them under the apron ties. Next her fingers around the waist line of my lovely lace and black panties, she pulled them to my knees. She felt around the chastity belt, just to make sure it was secure.

I felt the paddle being slowly rubbed over my arse cheeks. A pause. Then a gentle whack, the paddle bounced up and down reddening my backside. From my upturned angle I could see Mistresses feet, encased in gorgeous back high heeled boots, my view was highly appropriate as I lay there, arse in the air, receiving the start of my punishment looking at the feet of my Goddess.

After a few minutes she stopped, pushing me off her lap and telling me to stand in front of her legs apart. She picked up the ruler.

“Wider.” She commanded. I struggled as my frilly panties hampered my movement.

“Take them off you stupid girl.” She barked.

Stepping out of them I spread my legs.

“Come closer.” I took a step closer so I was just in front of her as she sat on the chair.

I held up my skirt and petticoat as she tapped the ruler on my inner thighs.

“Eighteen strokes in total, my little maid.” She said. “I’m going to give you six on the thighs with the ruler and twelve on your backside with the cane. I want you to count out loud each one and thank me. Oh and if you cry out I shall add another two strokes every time you do.” She added ominously.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am.” I said.

Slap the first hit of the ruler, three each side and I counted them out and thanked her each time. But I knew it was the cane that would really hurt.

With the completion of the ruler I was bending over the backrest of a dining chair, skirts all tucked into my garter belt.

I heard Mistress flick the cane through the air.

“You are now going to get twelve strokes of the cane, this will hurt.” She said. “In many ways I find this painful.” She went onto say. “As a well trained maid should not have to be punished this way, so you have let yourself down but more importantly you have let me down. I was so cross with you earlier this week, for you answering back, complaining, that just will not do.” She was raising her voice. I could sense her anger.

“You have never received twelve strokes of the cane before and I sincerely hope I never have to do this again.” She said. “So that you truly remember this, I’m going to give you six strokes ranged over you backside and thighs, then the next six I will aim at the same spot, so it will really really hurt. It’s your fault this is happening maid, so the only person you have to blame is yourself.”

“Now count.” She commanded.

The pain as the strikes rained down on my bare rear was indescribable. I managed to count them and not cry out, for which I was grateful. It was a stinging pain, so sharp, such a shock as each stroke hit. Thankfully Mistress did not tease me with delays or miss hits. I think she wanted it over as much as I did.

On the last stroke she told me to stand in the corner of the lounge and not move, leaving my skirts tucked up. I heard her take more photos and then she left the room.

I stood still looking at the wall, my backside was on fire, but I was grateful that there was no more caning scheduled. Corporal punishment was horrible but it was over quick, what I feared more was confinement especially in a stress position, when I had no idea when it would end. I shuddered at the thought of that cage, which lay waiting in the garage.

Mistress returned after about an hour. she was quite soothing in her words, pleased with how I took the punishment, which in turn made me feel good. Wow I thought here am I being happy that my Mistress just having beaten me is happy. Somewhere in my mind there was a tinge of resentment but then my submissive waves rolled over my thinking and I knew that ultimately what I thought was of no consequence, this was the life I had desired, this was the life I had chosen and in so many ways I was lucky to be with a woman who allowed me to live as a sissy maid.

I was told to tidy myself up and carry on with my chores. Mistress added that tomorrow would be a much more normal day, although she did have something special for me at bedtime.

She was so clever at dropping little unexplained hints, little seeds of worry in my mind. For as I went about the next 24 hours I would be imagining all sorts of outcomes she had planned for me and having no idea what was actually going to happen. This though was now my life.

Chapter 20

The following day passed without anything note worthy happening.

I set to my chores, washing, cleaning, laundry, ironing, cooking, there was always something to do. I felt very unsure about going and standing in the corner, as I was worried I had left some job unfinished and I would rather be working than just standing idle.

In the afternoon Mistress kindly said that as she was pleased with what I was doing that so that as a “reward” she would prefer me to get on with embroidery rather than stand in the corner, providing I did the work whilst sitting in front of the mirror so my status was reinforced by the reflected image.

Today, as yesterday Mistress had me wear my classic black and white house keeping dress, which I much preferred to my grey housecoat which was kept for more menial tasks.

The dress was easy and comfortable to wear, very feminine, which I appreciated. White trim to short sleeve cuffs and collar, princess panel style, with bow at rear. It was unmistakably the outfit of a female house servant, which of course is what I was.

As always my under cloths where appropriate for the role, opaque stockings with suspender belt, long line bra with breast inserts, a white satin slip, which made the skirt of the dress move smoothly and plain flat shoes. My knickers where again black and white with quite a lot of lace and of course I now had got into the habit of wearing a pantie liner as the chastity belt was very effective but it did mean I often had small leaks.

With the addition of a white apron and head band, that was my outfit. Mistress had never allowed me to shave my legs, so anything other than opaque stockings were out and I was not allowed any make up or wig, for she was keen that my roll always ensured constant humiliation, in that whilst I felt very much a female, when I looked in the mirror I would see an emasculated sissy maid.

I was still wondering as the day progressed what Mistress had in store for the evening. Again she popped out in the afternoon, as usual with no word of where she was going.

Dinner was served at 7.00 pm and by the time I had tidied everything away, it was heading towards 9.00, and the bell rang, so I quickly hurried into the lounge, curtsied and waited whilst Mistress switched off the television with the remote.

“In a minute I shall be putting you to bed and we will be having a serious chat, well no, that is wrong, I’ll be talking and you’ll be listening.” She said.

“Right up to your room, maid and just wait for me, don't get undressed and don't touch anything.”

I headed upstairs. In my room I found everything as normal, except my pink duvet was laid over something on the bed. I was intrigued, but I did nothing other than stand and wait.

It was not long before Mistress entered.

She moved over to the bed and in one move pulled the duvet back.

My heart thumped for what was underneath was a full length black leather bondage bag, with a heavy weight zip and lots of buckles. Needless to say I knew I would be placed in it. Furthermore whilst I had seen such equipment in magazines I knew how expensive they were, again a reflection of just how seriously Mistress was taking the new arrangement.

“This I suppose.” She said. “Is less of a punishment than the cage or the electrified butt plug, but it will ensure complete control over you, especially when I wish to lock you away, and there will be times I wish to that.”

“Tonight, you will sleep in the bondage bag. There is no escape, you’ll not be able to move, at all. You’ll just have your little sissy thoughts to keep you company, but that my dear maid, is a good thing and helps retrain you into the maid I wish to own.” She said.

“And when you are all tucked up, I’m going to tell you some things.’

Fear, excitement ran through my body. Mistress was certainly keeping me on edge and pushing my boundaries.

Sitting on the side of the bed, she ordered me to strip, but to retain my panties, she told me to go to the bathroom, as I would not be able to pee for sometime.

Returning to my room, she stood up and beckoned me to lie on the bag. I did as instructed. This was all very new to me, I had never faced such restrictive bondage, but I knew there was no way out now, whatever Mistress decided, I complied.

Laying flat, she told me to keep my arms, by my side. As she was just about to pull on the zip, she paused and asked. “Are you wearing pantie liners?”

I answered. “Yes Ma’am.”

“Good because I would be cross if you stained the leather.” With that she tucked on the long zip, pulling together the two sides of the bag. The zip finished just under my chin.

The bag was still fairly loose as it was shaped like a sleeping bag, but that movement did not last long.

Starting from the bottom she pulled on a leather strap and buckled it up, then the next one and so on. I think there must have been about ten of them, but I lost count.

Now there was virtually no movement, I felt cocooned. I could move my fingers and toes but that was about it.

Mistress propped a pillow under my head. Then she placed a couple of straps from the sides of the bag onto the bed frame, so I was completely secure.

My sensations were running everywhere, I wanted to say something, but I dared not, I was scared I would panic, but I knew it would make no difference.

Then she sat on the side of the bed and picked up a leather hood and ball gag.

“There you are all tucked in.” She said clearly pleased with her work. “You’ll wear this tonight as well.” She said holding up the hood. “But first I want to watch your face as I tell you a few things. If you say anything whilst I am talking, you’ll also be gagged all night, so I would be silent if I was you.”

I nodded.

“Good I have lots to tell you so I want you to listen carefully, well its not like you are going anywhere.” She laughed.

Chapter 21

I lay and listened looking up into her face as she told me some facts, many plans and some home truths.

Thus far we had kept to ourselves the fact that I had become her sissy maid. No one else we knew were aware of what I had transformed into. It was our secret. Mistress went on to tell me that she had already told some of our friends who we would normally be socialising with that I was unable to spend time with them because (which to a point was true), I was always busy with work (housework)!

That said she did not want to deprive me of seeing others or for that fact entertaining others. Although the only way for that to happen in the future, would be as her maid.

She went onto to say she was proud of what she achieved in training me to be a proper sissy maid and that as such she wanted to show me off.

My heart was thumping.

She planned when the time was right to introduce me to some of her close girl friends, so that I could get used to serving others, and also come under scrutiny from a wider audience and to present me to our friends, old and new.

I was then told that she had already shared lots of pictures of me serving as her maid and being punished with some of her friends, who in turn were fascinated to see what I had become and to take up any opportunities to help her in training me.

Mistress acknowledged that this would be a challenge for me, it would be humbling and hugely humiliating, although in turn it would be very useful training and that as the maid I needed to get used to serving all of Mistresses friends.

She then painted a scenario of my duties, welcoming guests, taking their coats, offering drinks, serving food and waiting on everyone. To increase my desire and excitement she outlined what I would wear, making it clear that I would have on only my prettiest outfit. She laughed at how guests might ask me to show my frilly panties and may even take it upon themselves to pinch my backside. Of course as a good little maid I would have to accept whatever any guest did, providing of course Mistress approved and needless to say I would need to obey my Mistress as she instructed.

She clapped her hands at the story and exclaimed what fun it would be. My levels of anticipation were so powerful. I could just imagine how I would feel on the day, evermore so the weeks before. I felt both terrified and excited at the same time and Mistress knew it.

She then paused for a minute. Looked down at me and said.

“The other thing I need you to know is what I may do to satisfy my own needs, which you can not provide for.”

I drew in a long breath. I felt in my heart this was coming. I had sought to sweep such imaginations under the carpet, to ignore them. This though was a moment of truth in our relationship a fundamental redress of the balance of power.

She told me with unequivocal certainty that I was no longer the husband she had married. In fact I was never much of a husband. She quoted the few times we had had sex. My tongue was a pleasant product of having me as her maid, but I could never satisfy her as a proper man could.

I was still her soulmate, she still loved me but not as husband and wife, for we were now maid and Mistress. This was the life I had chosen and this was the life that she now intended to live.

She paused for a minute looking into my helpless face.

As you have properly already guessed I am going out and enjoying myself. Another pause. Guys, real men give me want I need. I swallowed hard.

“This is something that will continue to explore for as long as I wish.” She said. “If I do introduce some he would not be replacing you, don’t worry. As you can not give me what he does. So this is something you will now have to get used too, Mistress having boyfriends.” She smiled.

“You are a pantie waist, a sissy maid, you are not a man in anyway.” She said emphatically. “You may want to serve me, worship me, which is all well and good, but it is not the same as a man wanting my body, needing to possess me, that is what I have missed and I shall no longer be denied that pleasure.

She had not finished.

“It maybe with time that I will introduce you to someone special and you can serve us both. It maybe with time that I will require you to watch, whilst we have sex, which I know will be hugely humiliating for you, but I’m aware.” She went on. “That that is one of your long held fantasises, so I’m taking care of your needs and mine, which is thoughtful of me.” she chuckled.

“Just imagine me astride him, his cock inside me, whilst you are licking my arse. What degradation.” She said loudly. “Perhaps that is a thought I should leave you with.”

“So little maid there it is. You’ve been very good and not interrupted me, so is there anything you would like to ask?”

I swallowed. Knowing that any sort of protest or complaint would get short shift.

All the same, this news was very emotional, I could feel myself welling up, tears forming. I just didn’t know what to think, I needed to move to stretch, but of course I was completely trapped, which I guess is why she decided to tell me these things whilst strapped in the bondage bag.

“Oh do I see a tear? Don't cry little maid, Mistress will look after all your needs. You know that.”

“Yes thank you Ma’am.” I muttered. “There’s just so much to taken in, my life has changed so much.” I blurted out. “The thought of you with another man.”

“Yes I knew that would be hard for you, but it is not a thought, it’s really happening. You my little maid are no longer a man, any lover will not replaced you, because you can not do for me, what he does. It will be a challenge for you, to say watch us have sex, but I know you’ll find that exciting and terrifying at the same time. This though is the life you have now made for yourself. You have no rights over my body, well largely you have no rights over anything. I though as your Mistress will look after you, make sure you are always safe and secure, you are my property after all.” She concluded.

“Now is there anything else you want to say?

“Thank you Ma’am.” I said. “I am so grateful for everything you do for me, I will try and improve and be a better maid, to make you proud of me.”

“Good, that’s good to hear.” She said, kissing me gently on the forehead.

“Now I will come and release you fairly early in the morning I do not want you wetting anything. Tomorrow we will have a lovely day, so more changes planned, but ones I’m sure you will like.”

“Just before I put this hood on you, I’m going to put in some ear plugs, so you’ll be completely cut off with only your thoughts for company”

She then took two ear plugs out of her pocket and firmly placed one in each ear. Next she unzipped the leather hood. Lifting my head slightly she pulled it over my face and zipped it up at the back. There were no eye holes and I sense a few holes near the mouth for air. I felt her pull a buckle together under my chin as she did it up she patted my head. The light went out and I was alone.

Totally secure and completely her sissy maid. 
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