

VOLUME TWO

Chapter 1

Two months had passed since Mistress told me about her plans to use me beyond the confines of the home. Two months had passed since I was told she may have taken a lover. It was that fact more than any other struck at my heart, made me fearful. The pain of humiliation was intense, intoxicatingly so but it was the fear that I might lose her to another was the single most troubling and recurring thought that I had.

Mistress had reassured me many times that she had no plans to abandon me and I was comforted by her kind words. Equally the position in many ways had the desired impact, as I tried my utmost to be the best maid I could be, so she would have no reason to entertain leaving me.

So far so good.

Over the last few months things had not really changed much, in that I had so far not been introduced to anyone else and Mistress had not mentioned anything else about another man. Other than once a week, usually on the weekend she would go out for the evening looking absolutely amazing and sometimes did not return until the following day.

After the initial shock the first time she stayed out all night, I was now growing accustomed to the fact that this was part of the new normal. Further as her maid, it was certainly not my place to question where she was going. My previous out burst was very much in the past and I knew when to bite my lip and only speak when spoken too. I did not wish to return to the cage!

She was, however, always on her phone messaging. Who? I always wondered. If she made a call I was quickly dismissed and never given any opportunity to overhear the chat. My phone, of which I had been very fond have had been locked away, as Mistress did not feel it appropriate for the maid to need such things. I knew where it was, in her study, but since my becoming her maid she had taken to locking a number of the cabinets in which our paperwork and documents had been kept and I no longer had any access too.

I had though become well practiced in all home duties, my cooking skills had definitely improved and the house was spotless. Mistress allowed me to go out only once a week to do the food shopping, which was my responsibility, although she was very clear what she wanted. I always had to wear some female finery under my male cloths, which was now the norm, but it never felt embarrassing as it was undetectable.

The rest of the week I was always dressed and served as the maid. I recalled that Mistress had said she did not wish me to no longer see friends, but that when I do see them it would only be as her maid. That thought still terrified me. But thus far no further mention had been made of taking things further.

Largely these last few months had consolidated our new relationship. Which I guess is what Mistress had planned. To ingrain into me, that there was no going back, our future lay only as Mistress and Maid.

Chapter 2

“When you have cleared up the kitchen and dinner things, which was excellent by the way,” she said. I was inwardly pleased, holding onto any praise that she offered. “Come into the dining room, there are some things I need to go through with you.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said giving a little curtsy as I took her clean plate.

Anything out of the normal always troubled me. As I filled the dishwasher and wiped down the work surfaces my mind was racing, what was it that she wanted to talk to me about. The possibilities were endless and I was still very aware that taking the whole concept into reality of involving others in our lifestyle had been taken no further, was that about to change?

“Good”, she said. “Stand there.” Pointing to the a spot in front of the table were she sat, glass of Merlot in one hand and her left hand resting on a folder of papers.

I stood as instructed, as always feet together, hands clasped in front of my apron, head slightly bowed.

“You may look up,” she said.

I did so.

She took a drink of wine.

“I am pleased with how things have been going these last few months, you have done well.”

“Thank you Ma’am,” I said.

She smiled and went on.

“You have become proficient at being a housemaid. You work hard, you are obedient and diligent in what you do and importantly you don't complain. But that all said, we both have a long way to go in this journey and I now plan to make some more changes.”

I knew there would be a but and so far she was being vague as to what would change.

“Yes Ma’am,” I said swallowing hard.

“Throwing a dice each week to determine your punishments has now run its course and will cease.” She announced. “You know anyway that I will punish you as I wish, with good reason or for no reason. In fact I quite enjoy punishing you just because I can!”

“Next,” she went on. “We are going to sort out all your male cloths. You hardly wear any now and I intend to be be a bit more specific as to what you wear when you appear in guy mode. We will do that tomorrow, so get ready for some sorting. Okay?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said again.

“In here,” she patted the folder on the table. “Are a number of papers I want you to sign. I will tell you exactly what they are, so you understand what is happening.”

She went on. “You are now my maid, are you not?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said rather meekly.

“Yes what”, she said with a degree of deliberation.

“I am now your maid,” I said.

“Good and this is what you wanted is it not?”

“Yes Ma’am, this is what I wanted.”

“And as your Mistress I own you, do I not?”

“Yes Ma’am you own me as your maid,” I said.

“Good. So it follows that I therefore have responsibility for you and I have to care for you and ensure you are safe and protected and that I for my part I will not abandon you or ask you leave as long as you perform as my maid, is that not so?”

“Yes Ma’am.” I said with a huge degree of relief as it was always my greatest fear that she would divorce me or go off with another man, as our relationship had changed so much over the preceding months. So it was reassuring to hear her say these words of commitment. At the same time I could feel she was painting me into a corner.

“Good, then as your Mistress, as your owner and with that promise to look after you it is only right that I take over responsibility for all matters of your care. That means all finances, this house and powers of attorney.”

This time no answer was required and she was pushing ahead her argument.

“I will over the coming months get a properly, legally binding contract drawn up in respect of my position as your owner, but these documents represent the first step in that process.”

“Do you understand?” I swallowed hard and before I could say anything, she added. “I am giving you the opportunity to comment on what I have said, but any back chat or tantrum will not go well for you,” she warned.

I stood for a minute, gathering my thoughts. What should I say? Should I protest, even argue. That would not have a pleasant outcome. Could I try and seek a compromise. I knew from experience that once her mind was made up there was little variation in direction. Could I throw the whole thing up air, stop being her maid. That would probably end in divorce and I would loss the woman I loved and would loss the role I was always made for.

I took a deep breath.

“Could I just ask Ma’am what does that all mean?” I felt I needed to be clear as to what she was telling me.

“That is a good question maid and deserves a very clear answer. I will be very direct with you for the sake of clarity and to ensure there is no misunderstanding.”

She looked at me directly and said. “The house and all our assets and liabilities (we still had a small mortgage) will become mine, you will no longer own anything. You will have no financial accounts and any monies you do have will be transferred to me, together with any future pensions that you have will go into my account and finally I will have power over your future care and you will not be able to enter into any financial or legal arrangement without my express approval. I think that about sums it up. Is that all clear and do you have any other questions, maid?”

That final word just nailed into place our relative positions and the fact that Mistress was not anticipating any other questions.

Wow I thought, my head was spinning.

I blurted out how much I loved her, how much I loved being her maid. The only thing I asked was that she did not leave me, that was all I asked. As I said it I could feel tears welling up.

She took pity on me and stood up coming over to where I was standing and me gave a long hug, as I buried my head into her shoulder.

“I will never leave you,’ she said comfortingly. “You are my maid, now and for always and I am your Mistress, now and for always.”

“Thank you thank you”, I muttered through the sobs. “That means everything to me.”

“There, there,” she said stroking my hair.

Standing back she took out three sets of documents from the folder and laid them on the table.

“Three things for you to sign. The house will be transferred into my name, your bank accounts and credit card accounts will be closed and I will have sole power of attorney over any future transactions and your personal care. So sign here, here and here”, she said pointing to the papers and passing me a pen.

Taking the pen I signed where indicated, my heart thumping hard.

“Good, they have all been sorted with the lawyers, so that is binding and as I was saying earlier, I will seek a contract to draw everything together, so that legally I own you.” She smiled.

“Well done, that was not too hard, now was it?”

“No Ma’am.”

“Now wipe away those tears, go and get me another glass of wine and then you can stand in your corner and think through what you have just done. Oh and just for a bit of humiliation whilst you standing there, tuck your skirt and slip into your apron bow I want to see those pretty knickers exposed when I walk passed.” She laughed.

I did a curtsy and went to the kitchen feeling very uncertain as to what had just transpired.

As I stood in the corner, knickers exposed I could hear Mistress on the phone in the lounge chatting and laughing. As usual the door was shut, so I could not really make out any part of the conversation. Was she talking about me, about what I had just agreed to? And for that unanswered question, who was she talking to? Oh I so wanted to sit and talk to someone, anyone who would listen. I needed to hear words of comfort, someone to tell me it would all be okay.

Just then as if on queue, the lounge door opened, as Mistress said “Byeeee”, into the phone. She walked straight passed me to the cloakroom. Returning she stood behind and softly stroked my knickers.

“You did well, it will be fine, I’ll look after you.” Words I needed to hear were whispered in my ear. “Well after all you are my property.” She patted my arse.

Peeking me on the cheek, I was dismissed, off to my room, noting that the bolt was set in lock in 15 minutes, so I needed to get a move on.

I turned curtsied and trotted up the stairs to my pink room, just in time to go to the bathroom and shut my bedroom door before the bolt locked and the lights went out.

As was often the case I fumbled around in the dark hanging up my dress and putting away my underwear. Naked except for my constant companion of the chastity belt I found my nightie and slipped it over my head I pulled up the duvet and snuggled into my pillow.

Looking up I watched the regular red blinking light of the infra red cameras that Mistress had installed to monitor me at will whilst I was locked away.

I could hear the television downstairs muffled by the floor, but still a constant reminder that my wife was downstairs, probably chatting on phone to her friends or lover, sipping quality red wine, satiated with a fine meal, whilst watching a film.

Whilst I was locked away in a dark bedroom, with no lights, no telly or phone. My penis forever captured in a neoprene and steel device with the feel of a silky satin nightie on my body, knowing that tomorrow, as the day before, serving and maid duties would await me on waking. All this was overshadowed by the fact that I had, this evening signed away so many things that I had worked hard for, effectively I had given, my wife, my Mistress control over my very being.

Those thoughts jumbled around in my head. Matched by the undeniable desire to serve, to be subordinate, to be used. And those mortal words popped back to haunt me. “Be careful what you wish for.”

Chapter 3

I felt as though I had been awake all night, when the automatic clunk of the door bolt releasing raised me from actual slumber.

God I was tired, as I plodded to the bathroom for the normal morning rituals. After the events of the previous evening I was struggling to remember what was happening today.

I was fairly sure it was a weekend, which meant Mistress at home all day, but what else? Oh yes she wanted to sort through my male cloths.

That I recognised needed doing as there were cupboards and a wardrobe full of my male attire. All my maids cloths were in my pink bedroom. I relaxed a little, thinking it would not be a particularly arduous task. How wrong could I be!

Having served breakfast as usual and tidied up I started on some laundry which was next on my list. I just loaded the washing machine in the utility room, when I heard the bell ring. I brushed my apron down and smoothed the skirt of the dress, hurrying off to the conservatory.

I curtsied as I entered the room and stood with head slightly bowed and hands clasped in front of my apron. Mistress sat crossed legged on the sofa, her outline cloaked in a white bathrobe of towelling material, within which she looked very relaxed and chilled.

Replacing the small bell on the side table she took a sup of coffee from the mug which I had bought her after breakfast.

“I’m out tonight,” she announced. “So you can help me get ready, as usual.” That was three weeks on the trot I thought to myself.

“First as promised we are going to sort out all your male cloths. That back bedroom is such a mess.” She stated.

Since becoming a maid I had moved into one of the side bedrooms, which Mistress had had decorated in pink with white furniture, also the automatic door lock and camera. She had retained the main en-suite bedroom and in doing so all my old cloths had been moved and were now stored in the third bedroom.

“What I want you to do first is bag up stuff that you no longer wear and that can go to charity and then come back and let me know when you have completed that task and I will inspect what you have left yourself with. Do you understand?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said doing a little curtsy.

“And I want to see lots of bags, you don't need many male cloths now you are my full time maid.” She emphasised the last word to reinforce the point.

“I shall do my best Ma’am,” I said.

“Of course you will.” She smiled at me. “Off you go and don't take all day about.”

There was a wardrobe full, and two sets of draws. I started on the task. A lot of my male cloths I had not worn for sometime, so they went straight into bags for charity. I kept a suit, shirts, jeans, jumpers etc a few of each. I thought I would please Mistress if I threw out all my underpants, as I now only wore panties, not matter how I presented.

Phew there were over a dozen bags. It had taken me longer than planned, but it was a task which needed doing and I hoped she would be pleased.

In the past I would have called downstairs, but that was no longer appropriate in my new role. I gently knocked on the conservatory door entered, curtsied and waited, head bowed.

Mistress was reading the paper and paid me no attention for what felt like several minutes.

Folding up the paper. “Have you finished?” She asked.

“Yes Ma’am,” I replied.

“Right,” as she stood up, “follow me and lets have a look.”

In the room she started to look through the items I had left. She was clearly pleased that I had thrown out lots of items.

“All your underpants gone then?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I answered, smiling to myself.

“Why have you kept all your socks, you don't need them.” She was scolding me.

I was about to answer.

“You can pop socks or tights under your trousers from now on, they can all go.”

She pulled out the draw containing my socks and tipped them on the carpet.

“Yes Ma’am,” I said feeling rather sheepishly. This was not going well I thought.

Looking through the wardrobe and the rest of the draws Mistress paused and looked at me.

“I think you have been getting off lightly with shopping, you are too masculine,” she said. “Now is an opportunity to change that.”

She went onto to say that in future when I go out wearing male clothing, I need to look more androgynous, neither one thing or another. I want people to look at you she said. I want you to feel embarrassed, not relaxed. I watched you go off shopping last week and thought that it gives you too much of an opportunity to return to your old male ways. That I can no longer allow, she announced.

You need to feel humble at all times, with no dignity, with no respect. The sole and continual reminder is that you are a maid, my maid your purpose in life is to serve me, make me happy and nothing else. So I need to ensure you are constantly reminded of that position, not just inside the house, but also when I allow you to go out. You need to be aware of your status and there is nothing like a degree of shame and awkwardness to reinforce that. I’m going to ensure you are self-conscious at all times. So a bit of tweaking of whats left of your male cloths should do the trick.

She looked through my draw of trousers and jeans.

“These are just too male.” She exclaimed.

“I’m going to order a few ladies slacks, perhaps with a side zip. Something that will generally pass, but a woman looking at you is likely to notice that you are wearing ladies trousers. Subtle but significant.”

She chuckled.

“For the time being you can still wear these jeans, but when the slacks arrive they are off to the charity shop.” She was clearly pleased with how the process was unfolding.

I watched as she ran her hand along the few hanging shirts that I had left in the wardrobe.

She smiled and turned to me. “What colour bra are you wearing?”

“Black, Ma’am,” I answered.

“Good, slip off your dress.” She commanded.

I undid the apron bow and placed it on the bed, quickly undoing the buttons of my grey housecoat, I let it slip off my shoulders and also laid it on the bed.

I turned and stood still, feeling exposed in just my petticoat, bra and panties, suspenders and stockings.

“And the slip,” she said dismissively with a degree of irritation that I had not removed that as well.

I did as instructed.

Taking a white shirt off the hanger, she thrust it in front of me, telling me to put it on. Once I had buttoned it up, she told me to do a twirl, slowly.

“Mmmmmm,” she said to herself, pulling another white shirt off the hanger and telling me to try that one.

“Twirl again,” she barked.

“Thats much better. I want you to wear that shirt and a black bra when you do the food shopping tomorrow.”

I suddenly realised where this was going, as I looked across at the wall mirror, as the outline of the bra was clearly visible through the lightweight shirt.

“And no jumper or jacket, understood?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said giving a little bob.

Mistress certainly knew how to press all my buttons, she was relentless in tightening the vice like grip on my every action, my every feeling. I was both excited and fearful.

“And wear some black tights under your jeans.” She smiled. “So if anyone looks down they will see hose covering your ankles. Oh that’ll be delightful and so humiliating.” She laughed clapping her hands together.

Laughing more she said. “In fact I might even follow you around the store to watch your disquiet.”

“Anyway those changes should do for starters until I order some more unisex cloths for you to wear. Thinking about it I’ll source some female loafers as well, so you can do away wearing male shoes and they will also ensure your ankles are more exposed. Oh I do love this,” she said with glee.

“I’m having so much fun, with you being my maid. Hope you are enjoying it as well,” she said. “On second thoughts it does not matter whether you are or not.” She laughed again.

Turning to leave the room she said. “Right tidy everything up, put the bags in the utility room and make me a tea.”

Just as I was reaching for my dress, she said, “wait, let me look at you.”

I stood still again, head bowed, as she took a step directly in front on me.

Giving my stomach which of course was now exposed a gentle slap, I could feel her mind working away.

“You need to lose some weight,” she said.

“Yes Ma’am.” She was right. Although a corset helped with getting into my sissy maid dress, I knew I was putting on the pounds. Whilst busy with household duties through the day, I was not doing any serious exercises, whereas Mistress was still going to the gym two or three times a week.

“Your cooking skills have definitely improved maid.”

“Thank you Ma’am.”

She went on to say, “but I guess that is helping you to gain weight and I need you looking trim like a proper maid.’

“I will give the matter some thought,” she said ominously.

Turning to leave she said, “tidy up this mess then and bring me that tea, chop chop.” Clapping her hands.

Chapter 4

No cooking was required this evening as Mistress was going out, earlier than normal as she informed me that she was also dining out, so I only needed to cook for myself.

The bell went just as I was taking the ironed laundry upstairs. I left the items and the bottom of the stairs and hurried to the lounge.

Mistress was still in her white dressing gown, she was definitely having a lazy day I thought.

I curtsied and waited.

Looking up she handed me a piece of paper.

“This is your new diet,” she announced.

I looked at what I was handed, there was not much writing on it.

She continued. “Basically, as I said your cooking is getting much better, but I think its making you fat! Especially as you alone in the kitchen and finish off whatever is left, which can be quite a lot, cant it?”

“Yes I suppose so Ma’am.”

“There is no suppose so about it,” she said sharply. “Hence forth any food that is left from your serving to me is be put in the freezer for a later date. You are not allowed to eat it or enjoy it. And with my hand now firmly on the finances of this household, it is right and proper that I look at the costs of keeping my maid, especially as I’m buying you lots of nice cloths,” she empathised.

“Also,” she went on. “A maid should not be enjoying the same food as her Mistress, correct?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I replied thinking how hard it would be to cook delicious meals and not share in any of them.

“So on that paper is a list of what you are allowed to eat. I’ve had a good look online and over the next two weeks that should shed some fat off you. You can eat as much as you like of oats, fish, fruit, boiled veg, tea, but no fats, no meat, limited diary, nothing sweet and of course no alcohol, she said firmly.”

Mistress went on to say that she would review things in a few weeks time and decide if more changes needed.

“Equally I do not want to see any reduced standards in what you cook for me, remember your core role is keeping me happy and your cooking to date has been good, not excellent but good,” she said as usual leaving a little barb in the comment.

She then handed me another piece of paper with a list of specific items she wanted from the weekly shop, which I was due to do tomorrow. Also added at the bottom of the list were several items of sanitary ware and feminine hygiene.

“I know you have been buying your own pantie liners and personal items for me from the supermarket, but on your next and future trips you are to get them only from the small chemist around the corner, you are to go in and ask for them, as they have counter service there.” She smiled. “And I want to see the receipt,” she added.

“An bit of extra discomfort for you maid. I wonder whether anyone will notice you wearing a bra under that white shirt? I shall look forward to hearing all about it tomorrow.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said softly.

Getting up Mistress headed for bathroom saying she was going to have a long soak and would be expecting to see me, in my formal maids dress, in her bedroom ready to assist in getting ready for going out.

I curtsied and headed back upstairs picking up the laundry I had left on the stairs. Hearing Mistress in the bathroom, I put all the cloths neatly away in her wardrobes and draws. She was very particular about what went were and I had learnt over the last few months how important it was to ensure everything was ironed, folded and put away exactly as she liked.

When I was happy with having sorted all the laundry I went to my room. The pink room as Mistress called it and it certainly was pink and very feminine.

Taking off my grey house coat and hanging it up I removed my slip which I folded and put away. I pulled out the full maids petticoat which gave the skirt of the dress a bit of a lift. It was lovely to feel the soft silk against my skin and although this was now a constant feature of my life the feel was always so exciting, so sexy even. Next I took the black maids dress off the hanger, it had a button front with a tie back and the hem was just below the knee. The dress had white collar and white edging to the short sleeves, in many ways it was very plain, but just screamed “maid.” The small apron tied at the waist with a large bow. The last item to finish off the outfit was a small lace headband, again very feminine and signified that who ever wore it was there to serve. Perfect I thought as I looked in the full length mirror.

I returned to Mistresses bedroom and waited.

Chapter 5

She entered the room, hair in a towel and another towel around her middle. Without out any acknowledgement she told me to get her small case, so she could pack some over night things. I was then told what to lay out on her bed ready for her to wear, Her favourite black dress, very short and very sexy, black silk slip. Some gorgeous silk underwear, all black. Hold up silk stockings and black patent leather high heeled shoes. She clearly was out to impress tonight and my emotions were running everywhere.

Staying out most Saturday nights had been a huge challenge that I was finding hard to bare and she knew that. Yet she would taunt me with little comments about how she needed to look for good and fit men in her life and that I was no longer a man but just a maid.

Mistress was content with me watching her get ready, applying her make up, handing her the various cloths she desired and just being there knowing that she was dressing to please others or another.

Having completed her make and hair she slowly put on the silk underwear, watching me as she did, knowing that I was feeling inner turmoil, as my wife was dressing for a night out, without me and potentially with her lover. That not knowing was a constant nagging question, who was she seeing?

She slipped into her dress, which was tight fitting and I was told to pull up the rear zip.

I then watched as she selected various other items of clothing and cosmetics and placed them in her overnight bag.

When she buckled up the bag she looked up. “Come here,” she commanded.

I took a few steps forward and stood in front of her, feeling pathetic and inadequate.

“I know this hard for you,” she said, “but my pleasure comes first and with my busy job and having to look after you I deserve a weekend of fun. I’m not sure when I will be back, it maybe tomorrow or Monday.”

My heart skipped a beat, as this would be the first time she had potentially stayed away for two nights.

“I shall return when I’m ready and don't worry I’m not leaving you. I am appreciative of you signing those documents, you have been a good girl,” she said seeking to smooth my fears. “And when I’m back we will have a chat about a few more things that need to change.”

She went on, “in the meantime do the shopping tomorrow as instructed, and I will want to hear all about how you got on,” she said smiling.

I bowed my head.

“Oh don't look so sad, here have this as a little reminder.” With that she deftly raised her skirt and pushed her right hand into her panties. I watched in awe as she moved her fingers in and out of her vagina. She removed her hand with the instruction, “open.” As she pressed her fingers into my mouth and I could taste her femininity as I licked and sucked whilst staring into her smiling face.

God this woman knew me inside out.

As quickly as she pushed her fingers into my mouth she withdrew them and soothing down her dress, commanded me to bring her bag down to the hall, as the taxi would be here in a few minutes.

Chapter 6

I watched from the lounge window as the taxi pulled away, the image of Mistress in her gorgeous long coat and short black dress sashaying down the drive to the waiting car imprinted on my memory.

Returning to the hall I quickly totted up what household duties I had that evening. Not too many fortunately as I had had a busy week and apart from being in my pink bedroom by 10.00pm, which was the time Mistress had said I must retire, the rest of the evening was mine.

That said tonight would be hard, as jealousy crept into my thoughts gnawing away like the irrational beast it was. For every doubt, for every fear I had, it was matched by an overwhelming desire to be who I had become, a simpering maid, incapable of making decisions, capable only of obey orders.

I loved my role as her maid, it started out as being fun, great for our sex life, but now it was at a completely different level.

I felt powerless, helpless even. Especially when I was not serving her, as my role then felt redundant. I was unquestionably happiest, when she was happy and more so if it was something that I had done.

For a while I sat on the lounge chair, something which if Mistress was present would certainly not be allowed. I pondered. No conclusion came. No alternative popped up. This was now my life, a life of servitude, a life where decisions were made for me. Where I was punished for no reason, where I was made to suffer for the amusement of another, my mistress. Balancing that I was free, free from having to take responsibility, free from everyday worries, I could just concentrate on the small things in life, live for the happiness of another, live to serve dressed in lovely girly cloths.

On balance my life was pretty good and knew that other subservients would give a lot to be where I was.

Getting out of the chair I pressed on with what still needed doing around the house, making sure I was tucked up before 10.00 pm and pushing to the back of my minds imaginations as to what Mistress was doing.

The following day went quickly. My weekly shop was heightened by the fact I had to wear items specified by Mistress, black bra and the white shirt she picked out. Black tights under my jeans and no socks. I got ready fairly early in the hope that the supermarket would not be too busy.

It did cross my mind that as Mistress was not at home I could get away with not wearing the tights or bra. But she would know if I lied, she had a way of seeing right through me. So I dismissed that thought. She could have demanded that I go shopping in my pink sissy maid uniform, there would have been no hiding then. That of course would be more like theatre, what she was subtly doing was making life awkward for me, bit like a woman wearing a short skirt as that is what is expected yet she is constantly battling with the hem of it to stop it riding up and exposing her underwear.

The supermarket was pretty empty, only once did a woman look back at me and I noticed her say something to her friend and they both glanced back at me. But folk frankly didn’t mind what others wore, so there was no problem. The significance was how it made me feel. Just a bit uncomfortable.

Shopping in the chemists was more of a trail. The young and rather attractive assistant seemed to take forever gathering the items and bagging them up. Mistress had underlined on the note that I must ask if they had a sanitary belt and pads. I had heard of them but not sure what they were. I took a deep breath and asked the assistant. She looked at me a little confused but not flustered as she turned to her older colleague and asked her. She in turn shouted back that they had not sold any for years and slightly shook her head as she looked directly at me. I’m sure she noticed the outline of the bra. This was of course what Mistress wanted and I in turn just wished the floor would open up and swallow me. I could feel my face redden as I averted my eyes from the young assistant, paid with the cash Mistress had given me and quickly left the shop.

Having put away all the shopping I changed into my formal maids dress and underwear. I had no idea whether I would see Mistress today or tomorrow. Apart from the household phone, all other communications methods had been removed. My phone had been taken and Mistress had had started using the lock on the study door, where the computer was kept and as usual when she was at work or away the door was locked. At the same time she had some work carried out in the garage, I had no idea what and the garage too was now always locked. Albeit my desire to go in there was much diminished after my horrible experience in the cage months ago. That was a salient lesson learnt in that answering her back would not be tolerated and would be punished.

I tried through the day to keep busy with house work and I started to prepare a meal which could be served today or tomorrow.

I jumped at the rare sound of the phone ringing. I quickly walked into the hall and picked up the receiver tentatively saying “hello.”

“Good evening maid,” purred Mistresses voice. “Are you keeping busy, have you done the shopping as instructed?”

Pleased to hear her voice I detailed exactly how it all went, especially the chemists, she laughed down the phone.

“And are you now dressed in your maids dress?”

“Yes Ma’am and I’m preparing dinner, will you home this evening?” I asked.

“No I will not my dear little maid, I’m away tonight as well and will go directly to work in the morning and come back home around 6.00 ish normal time.”

I paused.

“Are you okay Ma’am?” I asked with a feeling of trepidation as I rarely asked her any questions since I became her maid.

There was a pause before she responded.

Her tone was kindly not harsh, as she informed that she was fine, very well in fact, but she did not elaborate.

“I want you to eat before I get home tomorrow and have my dinner ready for 7.00pm.” She then told me in some detail what she wished to see me wearing when she arrived home and reminded to be in my bedroom by 10.00 this evening before the door locked, she wished me good night, with no more conversation she hung up the phone.

Chapter 7

The next day went slowly. I was anxious about the evening, very keen to see Mistress but unsure why she wanted me to eat before her and wear specific cloths.

I had an early dinner, bland as always. The delicious smells of what I had cooked for Mistress highlighted how ordinary my diet had become.

The afternoon was ebbing away, as I returned to my bedroom and stripped, apart from the ever present chastity belt, which was only removed once a week, under supervision so I could shave my pubic area and throughly wash. The rest of the time it was in place 24/7 allowing all the normal bodily functions but preventing any erections and thereby no satisfaction. I did still leak a bit of pre cum which is why Mistress insisted I wear pantie liners so as not to stain my knickers.

I took the various items Mistress had listed out of the draws. The black long line bra was tight and with the breast forms generated a constant reminder across my chest. I loved the feel and the forms gave my dresses the right shape.

Next came the most extreme item a long corset with steel stays. I purchased it years back, when cross dressing was my hidden pleasure. Mistress had placed it on me several times as as a punishment, as when tightly laced it was very uncomfortable and hampered movement.

I loosened the laces as much as possible and managed to clip together the front fastenings. I was never by myself going to pull the laces to the level of tightness that Mistress could achieve, but I did my best. Breathing out and pulling on the laces several times as she had instructed me. I then tied them off in a bow at the front.

Then a pair of dark tan fully fashioned silk stockings. They were gorgeous and I could the wetness in my chastity belt as I rolled them up my legs attaching them to the six suspenders hanging from the corset.

Penultimately came a very fancy pair of knickers. These like the corset were something I had purchased years back. Black with lots of ruffled lace on the rear, they accentuated the bottom when worn under a dress. I stepped into them and wriggled them up my legs.

Finally shoes. Mistress had picked out a pair of high heeled black court shoes, which she had bought me at the start of my transition to becoming a maid. They were not very suitable for household duties, so I had only rarely stepped into them. Their unique feature was at the rear of the shoe was attached a wide strap and buckle to go around the ankle. So that once the strap was fastened the shoes were impossible to kick off.

It was a bit of a struggle to do them up as bending in the corset was hard.

Still I was dressed as required. Although of course what was circulating in my mind was why had she wanted me to present this way?

I carefully returned to the hall, noting the hall clock was heading towards 6.00 pm. I had a quick look in the kitchen to ensure dinner was fine and returned to the hall. Kneeling down near the door as I was required to do, so that I was demonstrating my position as soon as Mistress arrived from work. As always I bowed my head, for I was forbidden to look up until I was spoken too.

I waited.

Within minutes I heard a car pull up. She had returned. My heart raced.

Car door slammed and pulled away and the sound grew of the heels on the footpath to the front door the key turned.

Chapter 8

My view was of her shoes, as she dropped her case nearby. Nothing was said as she stood right in front of me, I knew what was required.

Bending slightly I rained several kisses on the shoes. I could smell the leather, smell Mistresses feet. I wanted to please her, more than anything.

“Enough,” she said sharply. “Stay there I’ll be back in a moment,” as she headed down the hall to the cloakroom.

Upon hearing the flush she returned to where I was kneeling.

“Dinner smells nice”, she commented. “Have you eaten?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I replied.

“Good, stand up,” she commanded.

I slowly got to my feet.

Mistress was wearing her navy blue work suit, with pencil skirt and white blouse, as always her make up and hair were immaculate and she looked stunning. I breathed in her strong distinctive perfume.

“No need for you to eat anything else this evening, open.”

With that she pushed her panties in my mouth. She had obviously just removed them in the cloakroom, I could smell her strong female scent. She made sure they were fully in my mouth and told me to close my mouth.

I was silenced.

“Now get your bondage box from the cupboard.”

This was a box were Mistress kept various bondage items, cuffs, tape, gags etc. She had not delved into it for months, so my excitement rose further as I removed the box from under the cupboard under the stairs.

As I held the box, Mistress pulled out a few items, telling me to return the box.

“Hands in front,” came the command as she fastened a pair of handcuffs on my wrists.

“I’m going to pinion you, so turn around.” I did as I was told.

As she pulled my elbows together behind my back the rope she used bit into my arms. She tugged hard as it felt like my elbows were touching. My upper body was well secured.

I kept thinking what had I done wrong, why was she binding me. Even if I had felt brave enough to ask, her panties would curtail and recognisable words coming from my lips.

She spun me around to face her.

The last item, she had removed from the box was some gaffer tape. Pulling some away from the roll she pressed it firmly against my lips and wind it several times around my head, pressing it down with her hand and ripped the roll off, so that the panties were not going anywhere.

Putting the roll back on the hall side table, she pulled some keys out of handbag and said, “ follow me.”

We headed for the garage.

My heart thumped. I knew pain and discomfort were going to be my companions.

Opening the side door she ushered me in.

I noticed some changes since my last visit, which sent a shiver down my spine.

I could see that the tall cage had now been attached at the top to a chain fixed to the roofing beam. Also that a much smaller cage was located in the corner of the garage.

She gently nudged me towards the tall cage. Opening the door, her hand stroked your my cheek. She could tell I was frightened, upset.

“I bet you are wondering why you are going in the cage?”

I nodded.

She smiled back at me.

“You have done nothing wrong, I am very happy with you as my maid. Your work has been spot on. But you must remember that I may decide to punish you just because I can and because I enjoy it. You want me to be happy, don’t you? She said.

I nodded again.

“I know you don’t like the cage, so that is the reason you will spend this evening in it and after my lovely weekend,” she said smiling. “I felt I needed to re establish my position and make you suffer.”

“With those shoes on,” she said glancing down, “the corset and bound so you can’t provide yourself with any relief by hanging onto the bars. I’m sure your feet and calf’s will soon start to ache, you may even get cramp. Ouch that would hurt,” she said taking pleasure at the possibility.

“Besides giving you a caning is hard work for me,” she laughed.

“You’ll see”, looking up “that the cage is now attached to a chain, I’ll show you how it works in a tick. Also I’ve had another cage delivered and assembled over in there,” she pointed. “You are lucky your not in that one, as I can imagine it’ll be worse, but I will save that for a special occasion.”

With that she softly pushed me back into the cage so I was standing on the metallic floor, which was no more than a square metre in size. The full height cage door was shut, small bolt pushed across which in turn was secured with a padlock. Mistress put the key in her jacket pocket.

I watched as she moved across to the side wall and turned a small handle, the cage slowly was raised off the ground. She kept turning until the cage was a few feet off the group.

She returned and stood before me, looking up she pushed the side of the cage, it swayed I swayed, but it was very difficult to balance myself.

“I was so impressed when I saw the attachment, just allowing the cage to hang gives the captive that added sense of insecurity. If you move the cage moves, makes it all the more fun for me thinking of you secure but completely insecure.”

With that she pushed the cage again and spun it around slightly. This was horrid as I attempted to stay upright I gave a muffled cry.

Allowing me to slowly spin, Mistress then told me that she had some news, good and bad, which she would detail when she returned.

Oh God I thought what fate awaited me now? But of course dear reader in becoming a maid, a owned slave in everything but name I had relinquished any influence over my future or my fate. My Mistress now held that firmly in her hands.

“I’m going to shower and enjoy the lovely meal you cooked me, don’t go away,” she said with a chuckle and left garage switching the light off and closing the door.

The pain in my insteps did not take long to surface. Of course I could not kick off the shoes. My calf’s quickly followed. I tried to move the weight from one side to the other but the cage wobbled and made it worse. If I was left in here for long I would cease up.

Time ticked on, the discomfort increased.

My only solace was that I had done nothing wrong to cause my captivity, this was Mistress exercising her control over me, control which I had readily given her. That returned me to the position that the pain I was suffering was my fault!

Suddenly the lights were flicked on. I blinked several times. I had no idea how long I had been hanging there and I could not see Mistress as I was facing away from the door. I tried to look around but the cage just swayed more.

She came into sight and stood before me. Glass of wine in one hand, she took a sip and looked up at me.

“Still hanging around then,” she said with a chuckle.

I mumbled as loudly as I could, seeking to indicate my distress.

Any pleadings fell on deaf ears.

“Oh stop moaning or I’ll leave you in there all night.”

That shut me up.

“So two things to tell you, as I said, one good one bad. Let’s do the bad one first. This week I’m going to introduce my little maid to the outside world. Don’t look so alarmed, you always knew this would happen one day and we can’t live forever in glorious isolation.”

“I have been having lots of chats with Karen.” Mistress announced.

Karen was a long standing divorcee friend of us both.

“I’ve been telling all about you over the last few months and how you have been transformed into my maid. She has seen lots of pictures of you in all your finery and is fascinated to see you, no longer as my husband but as my maid. So the bad news is you’ll have two ladies to serve. I of course will always be your Mistress but I expect you to treat Karen with total respect and deference.”

“You of course know how caustic and sarcastic she can be, so I’m sure she will mercilessly tease you, which I shall enjoy watching that.”

“So two Mistresses, that’s the bad news. Want the good?”

I nodded and the cage swayed.

Mistress took another sip of wine.

“As I plan to slowly reveal you to the world I don’t want to be embarrassed by how you appear. I am now far more confident as to how you will perform but it is important to me that you make me proud as my maid, as what you do reflects on me.”

“Therefore you are going to start wearing make up. We also definitely need to something with your hair, perhaps some discrete jewellery as well.”

“I want you to at least appear feminine even if those you meet all know of your status, as a male maid. So Karen is going to help me in this endeavour over the coming weeks.”

“There you have it. Nothing to say maid?”

She laughed, giving the cage another spin and telling me she would be back later, as the light went off.

I was left pondering that the news could have been a lot worse, as I still had no idea if she was seeing another man and it was that which frightened me the most, in fact it terrified me. That said exposing me to others would be a challenge, I knew Karen from many years back, she was feisty, took no bullshit and I’m sure she would revel in my predicament.

That was all in future as all I currently felt was pain, aches pulsing through my limbs, as my stress position continued.

Again after an interminable time the light flashed on. I blinked several times.

Mistress quickly stepped up to the cage.

“Oh I am sorry,” she blurted out. “I can’t find the key to the padlock, looked everywhere, but I can’t find the fucking thing, oh dear,” she said in exasperation. I could tell she was not happy.

I last saw it as she put it in her jacket pocket. That’s where it was.

She was looking around the garage and I was mumbling away trying to tell her, but coherent words were beyond me with my mouth stuffed with her knickers sealed with gaffer tape.

I started to shake the cage, mumbling as loudly as I could.

She stopped looking around and faced me, looking directly into my eyes and said.

“I’m really sorry, but if I can’t find the key you’ll have to stay in there tonight and I’ll get someone to cut off the padlock in the morning.

I screamed into the gag. Nooooooo.

I looked at her imploringly, I could not spend the night locked in this wretched cage. Tears started to stream down my cheeks.

She paused.

Then burst out laughing, actually getting into fits of giggles, looking at me laughing then looking away, until I saw the key in her hand as she tossed it in the air caught it and unlocked the padlock.

Chapter 9

The next few days were a blur of normality, in that I rose early, sorted breakfast, Mistress left for work leaving me with household instructions. I worked through the day to ensure all was ready for her return. There was little conversation in the evening after I had served dinner and I was packed off to my pink bedroom, door bolted shut at 10.00pm.

I had no inclining as to when I was to be introduced to Karen, when on the Thursday evening just after I had served Mistress her evening meal the door bell chimed.

Nervous tension streaked through my body.

“That’ll probably be Karen,” Mistress said in between mouthfuls. “Go on welcome her and bring her in.”

I stepped into the hall, fully dressed in my formal black and white apron maids uniform. There was no hiding place.

I opened the front door recognising Karen immediately, with my training kicking in I muttered. “Welcome please come in, Mistress is in the dining room.”

Karen marched past me, giving my presence only a cursory glance.

I reentered the dining room taking up my discrete position in the corner awaiting any instructions.

The two friends were already laughing, clearly at my expense.

“Get our guest a glass of wine,” Mistress barked.

I curtsied. Karen laughed.

Returning with the wine Mistress indicated that she had finished dinner and that I was to clear away. Which I did in haste happy to return to the  kitchen as the two of them were in fits of laughter.

Just as I finished loading the dishwasher the summoning bell tingled. I quickly returned to the room.

Karen looked at my intently, smiling, it was difficult to know what she was thinking.

“Your Mistress tells me you little cock is locked away, permanently, please show me,” she demanded with a little snigger.

“Karen,” interjected Mistress, “you never need to say please or thank you to the maid. There is no need for politeness, she is there to just obey.” Adding. “If she gets treated with respect or consideration that implies she is at the same level as us, which of course as a maid she is clearly not.”

Karen nodded. Wanting to understand more she asked. “Does she have a name,” looking across to me.

“Nope, I did consider it, when I first made her into a maid, but it would confer an identity on her beyond her role and as her sole reason for being is be a maid, that’s all I ever call her is, maid.”

“Fair enough,” said Karen. “Can I add something to that?”

“What,” asked Mistress.

“Pathetic, pathetic maid.”

“Oh yes delightful,” said Mistress.

“Well from what I have seen so far she pretty pathetic, all dressed up looking like a bloke in a dress, doing housework all day, that is rather pathetic in my book,” said Karen.

I bowed my head a little lower.

“Hopefully you can help me make some improvements in that area, now where were we?”

Karen in a commanding tone said, “pull up your dress maid, now.”

She was clearly getting into this I thought.

I looked across at Mistress who imperceptibly nodded.

The shame came in waves as I exposed my knickers and holding up the dress with one hand pulled them down to reveal the chastity belt.

“Wow,” said Karen getting up to take a closer look. “That looks extreme.”

“It’s pretty effective, turn around maid so Karen can get a good look.”

I did as instructed with Karen just repeating various expletives.

“How long is it maid since you last came?”

“Over two months Ma’am.”

Mistress smiled.

She went on, “sadly though she leaks a bit so has to wear pantie liners to stop her knickers getting stained.”

Karen laughed loudly placing her hand across her mouth.

“That’s hilarious.”

“In fact she’s due today to have the belt removed for cleaning, which I of course supervise, so if you want you can watch?”

I let out a little moan.

“Did you say something maid?” Mistress said sharply.

“No Ma’am,” I muttered.

“That would be great fun,” said Karen. “I’d be delighted to help.”

“Great. Let me show you the other changes I’ve made, her bedroom is a great success and stuff in the garage is brilliant, plus various gadgets which you’ll find amusing.”

As Mistress got up from the table and stepped into the hall heading upstairs with Karen.

She shouted out. “Maid tidy yourself up.” For I was still standing there holding my dress up and knickers around my knees. “Finish whatever you are doing in the kitchen and go to your place, I shall call for you in a bit.”

What followed was hoots of laughter from upstairs and lots of chatter. Next they headed downstairs and out to the garage, by which time everything was sorted in the kitchen, so I went to the hall, faced the corner, hands clasped in front of my apron and awaited whatever came next.

It was not long before they returned, Karen asking what I was doing, which Mistress explained only to illicit more laughter from Karen. God she was enjoying this. I just felt waves of shame, as this was the first time I had been shown off.

We had known Karen for years and after a messy divorce she and Mistress became quite close, regularly meeting up for girls nights out and forever chatting on the phone. I always had the feeling she had disdain for men in general as her husband treated her badly. I was  hoping that she would not now see me as an opportunity to inflict a bit of vengeance.

Chapter 10.

After a while the bell was rung and I presented, with a curtsy to Mistress, who was sitting comfortably on the lounge sofa. Karen was sitting beside her.

With instructions to get glasses of wine, I was told to go to the bathroom, strip and await their arrival, at that Mistress dangled the little key for the padlock which held the chastity belt in place and dismissed me.

What followed was hugely embarrassing, shameful even as Mistress supervised the removal of the belt, not normally a big issue but having an audience as I cleaned it dried it, shaved, washed myself, all under the gaze of an old friend was totally degrading. Karen had now fully seen what I had become. She watched intrigued, sipping her wine and muttering “pathetic maid.”

When the belt was re secured with a click of the padlock, I was told to put on an old petticoat and wait in my bedroom at the dressing table.

Mistress and Karen then bought in a number of bags contains cosmetics and as promised went to work on my face to make me at least appear vaguely feminine.

Cleanser, foundation, contouring, blending, consealer, plucking, mascara, eye shadow, eye liner, blusher, lip liner, lipstick. The full works. They were very adept with a life time of experience at applying make up.

I sat in silence as they talked over me, adjusting the make up, experimenting with different colours and shades. I watched my reflection change in the dressing table mirror. They did not wish to go too over board but were keen to give me a transformation to something that at least looked female. This of course was not for my benefit as Mistress had previously been very clear that how I present reflects on her.

Mistress was keen to emphasis through this process that I must watch and learn as in future I would have to apply my own make up.

My hair had not been cut for the last three months, so they brushed it out to give a more female look and sprayed it.

Karen commented that I should spend sometime at the local hair saloon and also have my ears pierced.

I shuddered.

“Oh I have a few plans already along those lines,” Mistress said.

They finished and were defiantly pleased with the results. I glanced in the mirror. I certainly looked very different, my face had changed and I looked quite girly.

Whilst I found all the attention exciting I knew in my heart that this was all geared towards exposing me to more people, which in turn would bring me more shame.

It was getting late but Mistress had one more “treat” in store.

“As a way of thank you to Mistress Karen for helping with your make up, she would like to see you dressed in your pink sissy maid outfit. So we are going to go downstairs have some more wine and will see you shortly.”

“Yes Ma’am, “ I said knowing that my humiliation was not yet over.

The outfit was extreme in every way. Pink satin with very flared short skirt, puffed sleeves all trimmed with lace, white bra, corset and stockings, layered petticoat, pink ruffled panties white stockings and white Mary Jane court shoes.

It was designed to humiliate the wearer and exaggerate their status.

Mistress purchased it for me, soon after I initially became her part time maid. As she found lots of photos of pictures of sissy maids on my phone. It was soon after that she confiscated my phone.

I had worn the outfit a few times, but never in front of anyone else and it was that fact which made me feel incredibly nervous as walked down the stairs towards the lounge door feeling the sway of the petticoats against my thighs.

Heart in mouth I gently knocked and entered when I heard the word “come.”

Mistress Karen was besides herself laughing, Mistress joined in. I just stood there, wanting to cry.

“Twirl.”

“Now curtsy, and again.”

“May I,” asked Karen pulling her phone out of her back pocket and switching it to camera mode.

“Be my guest,” said Mistress and I watched in horror as she took lots of pictures of me from loads of angles.

“I could certainly blackmail her with this lot,” said Karen triumphantly putting her phone away.

“No point, she’s now got no money,” said Mistress, and they both laughed loudly.

Karen stood in front of me frothing up my petticoats.

“You really are quite pathetic little maid aren’t you.”

“Yes Mistress Karen I am”

“Well you are certainly reaping what you sowed. I never thought I’d see the day when you as a man would allow yourself to be used, shamed and humiliated like this. You really are quite a pathetic little wretch and you deserve all that’s coming you way,” she said with scorn.

She continued.

“I think you should be very grateful to your Mistress for indulging you like this, you are a very lucky, pathetic little maid.

I turned to Mistress, “thank you Mistress for making me your maid, I am very grateful.”

Mistress just smiled, stretched back on the sofa.

Without any further ado she dismissed me for the evening.

As I walked upstairs I could hear them laughing.

Chapter 11

I had a dreadful nights sleep, fitful, restless.

Yesterday had been a huge step. I was unprepared for it and had not appreciated how intense it was being shown to someone else. I was ashamed, humiliated and felt I had lost any dignity.

Karen’s mockery of me hurt and Mistress had not intervened or supported me in anyway.

Further I was aware this was just one person, what about the rest of our friends, how would I feel seeing more of them, dressed as a maid. For that fact how would I feel if I had to meet people I did not know.

And there was always that nagging doubt in my mind, where did Mistress go most weekends, was she seeing someone else. No mention was ever made of that. I was totally in the dark.

As I kept mulling things over through the night. It was dawning on me that being punished physically hurt, but the emotional pain of humiliation and mockery was far greater and really hit hard.

What was I to do? What could I do?

At breakfast as I stood in the dining room having served Mistress her breakfast. I felt compelled to say something.

“Ma’am,” I said, “may I please say something?”

She just looked at me and took a sip of coffee. “What is it,” she said.

I blurted out all doubts and fears, not very coherently, as I was worried as to how she would respond.

Had I crossed a line.

She carried on finishing her breakfast, looking directly at me and said. “I’m off to work in a bit, we will talk tonight.”

Without she left the table and got ready to go to work.

I cleared up and was washing the dishes, when I heard the front door slam and I was alone.

I went and sat in the lounge put my head in my hands and sobbed loudly, letting out all the tension I felt since last night and Karen’s visit.

It took a while for me to gain any composure. I felt so alone, desperate to please the one person who was not here and had probably left upset with what I had said. The thought of Karen’s photos from last night being circulated to all our friends struck dread into my stomach.

I had wanted to be a maid for as long as I could remember, however, this was no longer a passing fantasy but my reality, our reality.

We had been chugging along reasonably well I had thought over the last few months, I was adapting to full time house maid and there were so many parts of my new life that I cherished. But the recent changes of signing everything over to Mistress and in particular the humiliation of last night had made me wonder whether I could continue.

I sobbed again.

Eventually I pulled myself together, did some house work which always made me feel better and before I knew it was the afternoon.

I thought I’d try a redeem myself, so having changed out of my grey housecoat I sat at Mistresses dressing table and did my best to apply some make up, just a little, so that she would see that I was trying.

Buttoning up my formal maids dress, I slipped on my black shoes, which with a two inch heel they were pretty comfortable, tided on my apron, smoothed the dress down and went down stairs.

The next few hours dragged. I was nervous. Would she be in a temper, oh god I hoped not. Time ticked on.

The car headlights pulled into the drive at the usual time. Heart raising I knelt down in the hall and waited.

She marched straight past, no words exchanged.

The lounge door shut, loudly. Oh ..... she was upset. I heard her on the phone, the conversation didn’t last long.

She came back into the hall and said, “you can get up and put your coat on we are going out.”

I did as instructed. I only had one female coat, which I occasionally put on when hanging laundry. My hands were shaking as I did the buttons up.

She looked at me and there was a glimmer of a smile as she marched down the drive, I followed quickly pulling the front door.

I was terrified. I had never been out femme before, my heart was in my mouth and I had no idea where were we going. I decided putting a question would be bad idea.

She drove across the town, and at a main roundabout pulled off into a nearby supermarket car park. Parking in a bay, she turned to me and barked, “get out.” The car was still running.

My mouth dropped. I could see in her face that anything than obeying the order would be met with fury. I unclipped the seat belt, opened the door and got out. Within a second of shutting the door, she drove off.

I could feel the colour drain from my face. I was alone, dressed as a maid, no money, no phone, in a supermarket car park, fortunately it was dark, but I no idea what to do next.

I stood like a statue, feeling like tears would well up.

Minutes ticked past.

What to do?

Just as quickly had she drove away, her car pulled up beside me and she indicated that I get in.

She was laughing, “bet you were scared?”

“Yes yes Ma’am, I didn’t know what to do, I thought you had left me. I’m so so sorry about this morning please forgive me.”

“Oh stop pleading or I will drop you off again!” Then her tone changed.

“We will go home and you can eat with me tonight and we will have a chat about where next. I can see you are upset, so don’t worry, we will work this through as Mistress and maid,” she said placing a comforting hand on my knee.

Back home Mistress showered and I finished preparing the meal. We eat together sitting at the table, it was lovely to share social time with her. I was not allowed any wine, but eating the delicious food rather than my bland diet was a treat.

We retired into the lounge Mistress sat on the sofa and I stood not sure where to go, she indicated that I kneel at her feet.

She encouraged me say what I felt, to express my feelings and fears, which I did, peppered with lots of apologies. She sat and listened. Sipping her wine occasionally.

There was silence when I finished as she pondered.

“It was Karen I rang when I came in and she suggested taking you for a ride, which was a good idea, it just proved to me I can do anything with you, but equally you are very vulnerable and precious.”

“We walk a fine line my little maid and I do not wish to abuse you, but I do wish to push our boundaries - yours and mine.”

“I need to ensure you are cared for, that you feel you are cared for and protected, by me, your Mistress.”

“Thank you Ma’am.”

She went on.

“The last few months have been a consolidation for us both. It’s taken a lot of adjustment, so I was keen to take it slowly step by step. For I have lost a husband and gained a maid and you have lost a wife and gained a Mistress. It’s a huge and fundamental change.”

I nodded looking up into her eyes.

She continued.

“It has meant new ways of living and on a practical front it works with my job taking off and you having taken early retirement, so you can look after the home and I put the money in the bank.

I love of course playing the dominant bitch and your submissive side has been allowed to flourish.

That said I have without your knowledge, as frankly I don’t feel I have to consult you anymore, told many of our friends that you have been away travelling, so you have not been missed. Also taking possession of your computer and phone gave me insight into what you have been viewing, so I knew with even more confidence that I could push the arrangement a long way. Frankly we have both now gone so far there can be no going back, don’t you agree.”

I wasn’t surprised by the what she had done re our friends, she was just managing the situation and taking control.

“Yes Ma’am,” I said softy, “we can’t go back, I just get frightened as to where this will lead,”

“On a voyage of discover my dear little maid,” she replied, with a broad smile.

She went on.

“But we have been somewhat isolated over the last few months, especially you and that is not healthy or sustainable. Which is why the next step is presenting you as my maid to the wider world. We can’t go back, so if you are to have a role outside of this home and beyond just seeing me, then I need to step by step, expose you to the world, so to speak.

With Karen’s help I have planning that for the last few weeks, which is why as one of our closest friends I needed to confide in her and I guessed she would love being involved and take part in developing you and helping to train you.”

She took a pause and a sip of wine, “is there anything you wish to ask at this juncture.”

“No Ma’am, thank you for explaining things to me.”

She smiled.

“Good, I shall continue.”

“I equally realise that showing my maid off to the wider world will be very very hard for you, the emotional toll will be high. That sense of shame, humiliation, embarrassment, mockery and even ridicule are all things as humans we seek to avoid. But you will be receiving them in bucket loads. Just imagine if I sent you to the shopping in your pink sissy maid outfit. I would love to see that and watch you squirm.”

“Oh Mistress,” I moaned.

“And of course you would find that very humbling and it diminish any dignity that you have left. But I see those as essential ingredients to fully integrate our relationship into our everyday life’s. So that for example if I want to have several friends old and new around for a party, that will happen and you will be the maid, serving and doing whatever guests want, for that is your status. I would add,” she paused for a second, “that I would not let anyone take advantage of you, unless I approved it. If one of the ladies or men wanted to see your knickers then if I approved I would require you to lift your skirt, if nothing else to amuse my guests at your discomfort and show others the power I possess.”

“So you are going to be revealed to the world my little maid. It’s matters not what you think in this respect , what always matters is what I want, understood?”

“Yes Ma’am.” As I dropped my lips down onto her foot and kissed them, feeling that overwhelming rush of submission and I knew she liked having her feet licked.

She stretched back on the sofa and pushed her toes between my lips. I sucked and kissed for all I was worth I needed to please her and show my devotion.

“Mmmmmm” she purred.

After a minute she stopped me.

“There is one last thing that we need to share, the C word. Cuckolding.

It was my queue to stop kissing I pulled away and looked up at her, my Goddess. She knew that this was an issue which excited me more than any other, whilst terrifying me at the same time. We had talked about it many times before I became her maid but nothing (to my knowledge) had ever happened. There was also a nagging question in my mind as to where she went most Saturday nights, was she seeing someone. My heart fluttered.

Looking down at me she said, “my happiness must always be forefront in your mind.”

I nodded.

“You want me to be happy, yes.”

“Of course Ma’am”, I replied.

“Do you accept that you are now only a maid, my maid.”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes what?” She said sharply.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Do you acknowledge that a maid and Mistress do not have a sexual relationship?”

“Yes I do Ma’am.” I could feel myself being painted into a corner.

“Then it follows that for a Mistress to be happy she must free take a lover, if she so wishes.”

I sighed. “Yes Ma’am.”

She smiled broadly and went on.

“You and I are no longer husband and wife, that is already settled and there is no way we are going back to where we were. We are Mistress and maid. A Mistress must be free to do as she wishes and a maid just has to accept that and be happy for her Mistress.”

“I am increasingly seeing that in you, as I think you now get a lot of pleasure out of seeing me get pleasure, am I correct?”

“Oh yes Ma’am, it gives me great joy to see you happy and relaxed.”

“Good, well it plays to your submissive side, but I also need to play to your masochistic side. So it follows that as it would make me happy and relaxed,” she emphasised the last words, “you would welcome me taking a lover getting a boyfriend?”

She look intently into my eyes.

I guess I always knew this day was coming and I always knew what the answer would be, “yes Ma’am if that is what you want, just please don’t leave me.”

“No silly, I’m not going to leave you, why I should I, you’ve giving me everything I’ve ever wanted. But we will only ever be Mistress and maid, not husband and wife.”

“Let’s be fair,” she went on, “you never were much of a lover, you never wanted to have sex with me, fuck me and whilst your tongue has been nice and will continue to be so, a woman occasionally needs a man inside her, firm arms to hold her.”

I shuddered at her words as it drove home the fact that that person would not be me.

“I am not going to tell if I’ve already taken a lover or not. It maybe that one day I’ll introduce you to someone special, you’ll just have to wait and see. I may decide to take it further and fully cuckold you. I’ve been reading up a lot about female led relationships and how some ladies require their slaves to watch or even take a submissive role in sex relations with a lover.”

“Just imagine that, you standing in the corner, made to watch your Mistress get fucked by her boyfriend, oh the humiliation, you would feel worthless, useless, as Karen so rightly called you, a pathetic maid. That makes me sooooo hot,” she concluded.

I looked up at her, my face imploring, “oh Ma’am I’ll do anything you want, obey your commands, anything, anything,” I repeated.

With that she quickly got up, turned and said “kiss my arse, maid.”

I buried my head into her buttocks.

“Under my skirt,” she commanded.

Lifting the material I could see she had no knickers on, the scent was heady and strong. As the hem of the skirt fell around my head I was in darkness I felt her hand pushing the back of my head between her buttocks.

“Lick my arse hole maid, for that is where you belong,” she said.

As my tongue pushed into her most private parts I revelled in the opportunity to please her, to serve her, for that was my sole aim in life, as her maid, nothing else mattered.

When she pulled away I stood.

“That was nice,” she said softly smoothing down her skirt. “Always feels very sensual and I love that fact that my ex-husband, now my maid is kissing me down there, makes me feel powerful.”

That was the first time she had used the term ex-husband, but then it fitted as I was certainly no longer her husband.

“You can fill my glass, I’m going to make a few calls and watch the telly and you may then retire.”

After having refilled her glass and saying good night, I walked up the stairs feeling much better than the night before. Equally I could hear her on the phone, laughing. There would be many challenges ahead I thought.

Chapter 12

Having arisen as soon as my bedroom door released, I did my bathroom activities and dressed in my usual underwear, bra and pants, plain suspender belt with opaque stockings, ordinary white petticoat, grey housecoat, which was a step in and concealed front buttons, hem just below the knee, short sleeves, with white cuffs and collar. The full white apron and flat black slip on shoes.

My day uniform was very plain, as dictated by Mistress, it was not supposed to look smart but functional, as household duties where my days tasks.

I served breakfast as usual in the dining room and returned from the kitchen with the coffee having heard Mistress come down stairs.

As always, even first thing in the morning she looked resplendent in her navy blue satin dressing gown. She always showered before breakfast and then changed into her work cloths which usually comprised of skirt and jacket combination of which she had many sets.

“Good morning maid, I trust you slept well,” she said buttering some toast.

“Yes thank you Ma’am, much better nights sleep and I hope you slept well too?”

She nodded, taking a bite of toast as I poured her coffee.

On the table I noticed an additional glass, containing coloured liquid, the contents of which were not hard to guess.

“Yes a good nights sleep is always refreshing and I think our natter did help to clear the air. Although I did say there would have to be consequences,” as her finger tapped the glass.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“I think it is fitting that a maid be used as a receptacle for her Mistresses waste,” as she looked at the glass. “So that through the day, as you carry out your work a bit of Mistress will always be with you, inside you.”

She took a sip of coffee.

“It’s very fresh, in fact I will make my first task of the day,” she said. “I’ll pee into the glass before I shower. This will become a daily ritual, so from tomorrow you can collect the glass full of my nectar and bring it to the breakfast table, as I will always supervise to ensure you drink it.”

I knew what was coming next.

“Go on then,” as she looked at the glass and across to me.

I picked it up. It still felt vaguely warm.

I could feel a gagging sensation, which I knew would be severely frowned upon.

How was I going to do this? In one go or taking sips. I went for the former and quickly swallowed the contents.

The taste is difficult to describe and I just wanted to wash my mouth out.

She smiled. “And no you may not go to the kitchen until I have finished breakfast, I want you to stand there and savour the taste,” she said with a little chuckle.

After a few minutes she asked “how does that feel?”

The word appropriate popped into my head, so I said.

“Appropriate Ma’am.”

“God you are so submissive. Karen was right, truly pathetic.”

Finishing off her breakfast and standing, she said, “that will be a daily activity from now on, although I’m not sure what I’ll do when it’s my menstrual cycle, but I’ll have a think about that.”

“I will be home slightly later than usual, as I’m going shopping for cosmetics, these will be for you. I can’t have you dabbling at my dressing table. We will do some more make up practice this evening,” she announced. “As you will be expected to wear make up everyday, it is an essential part of being femme and when I show you off more widely I want you looking presentable. After all you wear female cloths, you must look female.”

“Thank you Ma’am.”

The day passed quickly, one task led to another and I kept busy. Each room was cleaned weekly from top to bottom, there was always a pile of laundry, ironing and cooking of course.

My bland diet was difficult especially whilst I was having to prepare tasty meals for Mistress, but it was paying off as I had lost weight, which I was pleased about and of course it would help my figure.

The garage and study remained locked and I knew Mistress took the keys with. She had mentioned again the other day that she was considering installing cctv cameras in every room so that she could monitor constantly what I was doing.

This lady was magic I reflected, she certainly was taking to being a real Mistress. It also felt right that I was able to look after the home as her career was blossoming and promotions beckoned.

Thoughts of spending the day as Karen’s maid kept floating into my mind, plus I was very anxious as to how being presented to friends would play out, although the greatest fear I had was Mistress taking a boyfriend and how I would handle that.

I changed late afternoon as usual into my formal maids uniform. Mistress had recently required that I regularly shave my legs so rather than the opaque stockings I wore with my grey housecoat I rolled up some light tan stockings and attached them to the suspenders belt. Also rather than the plain knickers I had on through the day, my evening attire included a fancy pair of black panties with lots of white ruffled lace on the rear, apart from being pretty they had the effect of exaggerating my bottom.

Before donning the black maids dress, I changed my petticoat to a white satin one, with a lace trimmed hem.  Mistress had purchased extra  maids dresses, so I always had a clean one each evening, they were all of a similar style made by Simon Jersey and used by staff in the hospitality business. Quite formal with front button fastening and a front split skirt, just below the knee, which gave a glimpse of my petticoat when walking and adjustable rear belt. Some had detachable collars. The  aprons were waist tied and again formal in shape. The outfit overall was nothing like the pink sissy maid dress I also had. This was much more functional, neat and made me feel much more presentable as a maid.

Mistress had been emphasising that she required me to look neat and tidy at all times, as that reflected on her.

The one extra item which she always required me to wear as a key accessory was a maids headband. It was very much the final statement making it clearly visible as to my role. I placed the band on my head, it fitted neatly and was covered in white lace ruffles. I loved it. As well as completing my outfit it helped hold my hair back, which had now become quite long.

I was looking forward to try out cosmetics after dinner and I happily walked down the stairs and took up my kneeling position awaiting for Mistress to arrive.

My heart always fluttered as I heard her car pull into the drive. It always did.

Keeping my head bowed as she entered. Having dropped a few shopping bags inside the hall door I could see her boots directly in front of me. I knew what to do.

The taste of leather was never particularly attractive but the ritual had become very part of reestablishing our relative positions. Me kissing her feet as soon as came home and she standing over me.

I could tell she had on her most gorgeous black high heeled boots that contoured her legs up to the knee.

“Enough.”

I stopped and looked up, she was smiling, my heart leapt, as it was always good to see her in a happy mood.

“Good evening maid”, she said, waving her hand for me to rise.

I did a curtsy as I stood and said “Good evening Ma’am.” She looked as stunning as ever, very smart in her dark purple skirt and jacket. My mind flashed to the past where I would have given her a kiss when she came home, we would have hugged, but now those gestures were a thing of the past.

“You can take those bags up stairs, to your room, lots of cosmetics in there for you.”

“Thank you Ma’am I am very grateful,” I said.

“I have to do some work in the study this evening, busy day. So you may serve my meal in there. Once you’ve unpacked your make up, bring me a glass of wine.”

I curtsied and retrieved the bags heading upstairs.

There was a huge selection of make up and a lovely set of brushes, Mistress had obviously spent a lot of money. There was also a couple of woman’s magazines, which I put on the stool and headed back to the kitchen.

Mistress spent most of the evening in her study on the computer. I took her meal in on a tray, which she ate at the desk. When I returned to clear it away she informed that work was going to manic over the coming weeks and she would have to devote a lot of free time to it. Telling me that I would have to amuse myself most evenings, which was effectively what I had been doing. My embroidery skills were coming along and Mistress was happy for me to spend time on that activity provided all chores were done and that I did it in front of a long mirror so I can constantly be reminded what I had become.

“Are you doing food shopping tomorrow,” she asked.

“Yes Ma’am, I replied.

“Good take a look in that bag, a few more things for you,” she said indicting to a shopping bag on a side chair.

I removed a shoe box with a pair of black ladies loafers and a couple of black ladies slack.

“As promised, some more gender neutral cloths, well they are woman’s cloths but hardly pretty. So you can throw out your old jeans and trainers, you’ll wear these tomorrow for shopping and of course hose and the black bra under a white shirt. The slacks have a zip along the one side, I doubt if anyone will notice,” she said.

“Thank you Ma’am.”

“Well it will add a bit of discomfort to your male mode weekly outing, don’t want any thoughts of you slipping back into what you used to be like, being humble and modest are traits to which you now must always aspire. Besides,” she laughed. “Karen had a brilliant idea of sending you shopping in your male attired but with a very frilly apron on and we would follow you at a distance to watch your humiliation, now that would be a hoot.”

Don’t worry I’m not going to make you do that tomorrow she went on to say.

I was dismissed. It was clear she was under a lot of pressure in her job, then she was very ambitious. I was told that she would not able to spend time with me that evening practicing make up skills, but that in the magazines there were numerous articles that I should read giving practical make up hints and that over the next few days I should experiment and present myself to her each evening for her to judge my efforts.

I retired to bed earlier than normal, as I was intrigued to look at the cosmetics I now had. When I said goodnight Mistress was still in the study working. I was in awe of her, she was increasingly dedicated to her career and I hoped that by giving me responsibility for all household duties it was helping her to flourish

As I sat at my white coloured dressing table in my nightie I laid out all the many items Mistress had bought me and looked through the magazines. I was engrossed in looking at the beautiful woman, their fabulous make up, that I forgot the time as the door bolt went clunk and the lights went out.

I crawled into bed, looking up at the red blinking lights of the two cameras, was she watching me, was she still working, was she doing something else? These were all questions that I was no longer able to answer, they were irrelevant. My status was to obey and not to ask. I allowed myself to drift into sleep with fantasies that had now become reality.

Chapter 13

The next few days, passed quickly. Mistress was working long hours. I focused on the small things in life. What to cook, where to clean next etc.

I did the shopping in my new slacks and loafers. My attitude was to get it done and if folk starred just ignore them. What I was having to wear did make me feel self conscious, that of course was what it was designed to achieve.

I experimented with make up and Mistress seemed pleased with my efforts. Blending was definitely an art as well as contouring but I certainly felt I looked more feminine.

Before I knew it the weekend had arrived again and Mistress had announced she would be going out on Saturday night. I was starting to dread the weekends as I was left alone with bundles of worries as to where she was, who she was with. I so wished to ask, enquire but no, it was not my place.

Helping to get her ready on Saturday afternoon was, however a joy. I did every thing I could to please her, prepare everything and help in anyway. She was grateful and said so, which warmed my heart.

Before the taxi came I was helping her on with her best coat, she turned to tell me that next week would be a busy one for both of us.

I paid attention.

On Monday Mistress had taken the day off and had booked appointments for both of us at a local salon. On Wednesday I am to spend the day at Karen’s as her maid and Mistress would drop me off on her way to work and next weekend Karen was staying over on the weekend and that I would have two Mistresses to serve.

I could feel nervous tension rising as I assimilated all this information. Questions were forming as I heard the taxi, before I knew it Mistress had swept out of the front door and the taxi was pulling away.

So not only did I have my usual worries as to what Mistress was doing on the weekend, added were questions as to having my hair cut at a ladies hairdresser, how would I present? I assumed en femme, but what would I wear, would I be going as a maid? A day at Karen’s would be a challenge as the last time I saw her she was quite acerbic towards me, and kept calling me pathetic, plus then the following weekend two Mistresses.

Wow lots of things to think about.

The one I found most troubling was Monday, being shown off in public, that would be my first outing out if I was required to present as female and I could imagine all the hairdressers having a good giggle at my expense.

I occupied myself that evening experimenting with make up. I thought well if I am going out next week, I should try and ensure I did my Mistress proud.

She returned on Sunday afternoon, looking happy and content. I asked as usual if she had a good time. I received the usual positive response but no detail. I had learnt not to probe or ask more info. As long as she was happy.

As usual when she returned from a night out, Mistress went to her bedroom for an afternoon nap and I continued making dinner.

The unmistakable ring of the summoning bell caught my ear, as I stopped my kitchen activities and headed up stairs, knocking gently on her bedroom door I entered and curtsied.

She was relaxing on the bed, magazine on one side, mobile on other.

“I’d like a pot of tea and one those lovely cakes you’d baked.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said.

“You can serve them here, I’m going to just relax for the rest of the afternoon.”

Returning as instructed, I placed the tray on the side table and poured her tea.

“My feet are killing me after last night and all that dancing.” She left that hanging in the air. “So be a good little maid and give me feet a massage.”

It was always a pleasure not a duty to provide Mistress with any form of personal service. So I retrieved some scented massage oil from a nearby by cupboard and knelt at the bottom of the bed, taking each foot in turn I carefully and slowly massaged her instep, toes, ankle. She purred in satisfaction, in between taking sips of tea.

Looking at down at her feet I so wanted to kiss them, suck her toes, but that enjoyment had not been granted to me.

She snapped me out of my day dream when she said, “I’ve been giving a lot of thought to tomorrow.”

I paused for a second but quickly continued massaging her feet.

“In particular,” she went on, “what you should wear.”

“There were three possibilities. Guy mode, in a new dress or as a maid. Going to to a ladies hair salon as a bloke seems silly, so that is not going to happen. I could put you a new dress,” she mused. I felt hopeful, for a second, she continued.

“But I have spent rather a lot of money on you these last few months and I am of the view that you still very much in the training phase of your development, so you will be dressed as my maid.”

“Thank you Ma’am,” I said feeling nervous butterflies in my stomach.

“It’ll be your first time out as a maid, so I know it will be hard and you’ll be nervous, that said you are going to need to get used to serving in a public setting, so this will be a gentle easing in,” she said.

“You can wear your formal evening maids black dress and make up, our appointment is at 10.00am, so I plan we leave half hour before. Alright?”

“”Yes Ma’am.”

“You may kiss my feet now made and show me how much you adore your Mistress particularly for being so kind to who.”

I did not hesitate to obey.

Chapter 14

I certainly was nervous the following morning.

With breakfast all sorted, I responded to the bell running upstairs as Mistress was in her room. She wore tight black leather jeans and beautiful mohair jumper, I walked in just as she was zipping up her boots.

As she looked up and she said, “let’s have a look at you.”

I instinctively did a twirl in my black maids dress.

“Good you have your apron on, but where’s your headband.”

“I thought as I’m have my hair cut I would not be wearing it,” I said.

“Silly girl, what did I tell you about thinking .... it’s not something you are required to do, now go and get a nice lacy one and put it on. It’s only right that everyone recognises your roll, oh and you can wear these as well.”

She took a step over to a chest of draws and pulled out a small package.

“Now slip those on, get your headband and we will be off.”

The package contained a pair of maids wrist cuffs with large white ruffles and a black satin bow with hook and eye closure. They screamed femininity and servitude.

The journey to the salon was uneventful, apart from the fact I was sure I could hear, let alone feel my heart thumping.

As we pulled into the car park which was just outside the salon, Mistress looked across at me and smiled, “oh look at you all nervous and tense, just relax and enjoy being pampered, but remember you are my maid, come on,” she said opening the car door.

Inside Mistress was quickly giving the booking details to the receptionist and she beckoned for me to take her coat. I removed it and looked around for cloths hook.

The receptionist caught my eye and smiled pointing to where coats could be hung, which I duly did and also removed my own coat I then stood nervously nearby to Mistress who was still chatting away to the receptionist who she clearly knew.

“You are with Yvonne today,” the girl said. Mistress nodded. “And your,” she paused, “maid will be with Samantha.”

I watched as Mistress walked across the saloon with her hairdresser and pointed me towards Samantha.

I went and sat in the chair. Samantha was young, tanned, sculpted eyebrows, flicked up eye liner, false eyelashes and incredibly long bright red finger nails and very gorgeous.

She was very chatty, asking how I was, whether I had been before, she gently removed the headband not saying anything, which I thought was sweet of her and as she rang her hand through my hair and started to talk about styles, I heard Mistress behind.

“Just do the best you can Samantha, anything pretty will be good, as girly as possible would be lovely. Keep as much length, as I like to her hair tied back especially when cleaning floors.” I could see Mistress’s smiling reflection in the mirror as should took the opportunity just to restate that I was a maid.

Samantha was very kind. It felt strange having all this attention as she washed and cut my hair. Small talk followed and she asked me about what I did around the house, where my maids dress came from.

Mistress only had a cut, her usual Bob style with a straight cut to her chin and fringe, she looked beautifully superior and potentially stern. As she finished much quicker than me, she came over to where Samantha was now washing my hair and said she was popping out for a bit and would be back before long.

Samantha was taking a lot of care in styling my hair, I guess this was one of the first times she had ever cut the hair of a sissy maid, I wanted to ask her if it was.

Just then Yvonne came over and she started asking me questions, both of them were genuinely interested having never heard of a sissy maid before. I did my best to explain my lifestyle and the fact that I served Mistress.

“So you are no longer husband and wife?” Asked Yvonne somewhat incredulously.

“We are not husband and wife in the traditional way,” I said, “we still live together but I as her maid and she controls everything I do.”

“Wow,” said Samantha “that’s pretty full on and you do all of the housework?”

“Yes,” I said.

Yvonne added. “I’d love my boyfriend to do more housework, but I don’t think I could every get him to wear my knickers.”

“So you don’t mind being embarrassed then, being ordered around by your wife, I mean Mistress?”

I tried to explain that as a submissive I enjoyed being told what to do.

Clearly they were both fascinated by what I was and the more I revealed anything, the more they bombarded me with questions.

Samantha was finishing my cut, which framed my face with a deep side parting and slightly kicked up at ends.

“That looks amazing,” I said, “thank you so much.”

“Glad you like it, but let’s hope your Mistress approves otherwise she will be spanking your bottom,” said Yvonne as they both sniggered and my face reddened looking in the mirror.

Mistress came back into the salon and walked across to where I was sitting.

“That looks brilliant ladies,” referring to Samantha and Yvonne, “she’s really looking like a maid now,” Mistress exclaimed.

I don’t think it was not lost on the two hairdressers that Mistress made no comment to me or asked did I like the look. Samantha replaced my lace headband and brushed the hair around it, so everything was very neat.

As I stood up and Samantha brushed me down, Mistress said “now thank the ladies for their work.”

I knew what was expected and did a little curtsy.

“Oh that will not do maid, now do a proper one or I’ll spank you here and now.”

The two hairdressers giggled and I felt waves of humiliation.

This time I held the skirt of my dress, lifting it slightly, which caused my petticoat to show, stepped back and bowed lower.

“Better,” said Mistress

“That’s fabulous,” said Yvonne. She looked across at Mistress “could she do it again and could I take a photo to show my boyfriend?”

“Of course my dear and please feel free to circulate the picture, the more people see that some men become simpering sissy maids the better.” She looked across at me and nodded.

By now the whole salon was watching my performance. I so wanted to hide my head in shame but there was no hiding place.

I did a few more curtsies and the girls clapped, my face was crimson, Mistress was smiling broadly.

Outside Mistress said she was pleased as I did exactly what was expected of a well trained maid. That warmed my heart. I started turning towards where the car was parked.

“No we have one more place to visit,” she said ushering me across the road to the shops on the other side.

I could see a few people looking at me. The lace headband was a bit of a give away of someone who was different. My coat covered my dress and apron, ankles exposed in tan hosiery and my feet with functional black court shoes with two inch heel.

Mistress pushed the door open of the tattoo parlour. I followed.

When we returned home both my arm and my ears were rather sore. Having pierced ears was an ambition I’d always harboured. The guy in the tattoo parlour was so quick, before I knew it there was a gold stud in each lobe. He said to leave them in for a week, turning the studs every day and then I should be able to wear whatever earrings I wanted or to put it more correctly, what Mistress deemed acceptable.

I had a nervous minute when Mistress was discussing with him the merits and demerits of nipple piercings, but she decided against those, as she was keen to get the tattoo completed.

I realised that when she had left the hair saloon Mistress had booked the tattoo appointment. She was always planning the next step to keep me on tenterhooks as I never knew what was coming next.

The tattoo was a scroll on my right forearm, so it was very visible and simply said, “Property of Mistress.”

The day had been significant in it was my first public outing, my first public humiliation and I had been permanently marked as being owned. My world was unfolding.

Chapter 15

Next day breakfasts was served as normal in the dining room and as I was about to go upstairs to collect Mistresses glass of nectar she stopped me.

“Last night my period started so you’ll not be required to drink my nectar today maid, but I need you to feel a little of what woman feel, the curse, the monthly cycle of blood letting that we have to go through as a woman.”

My mind was buzzing as to what was coming next.

“Go up to my shower room and you’ll find a pair of my dirty panties from last night, I have left the pantie liner in them, it’s probably still damp. Remove your knickers and wear my dirty ones and the used liner. It’ll feel uncomfortable and smell but you are to keep them day, understood.”

“Yes Ma’am,” just internalising the fact that Mistress was endlessly creative with no boundaries to ensure my constant humiliation. She is amazing.

The next few days went fast. Mistress was keen that the house was spotless with Karen coming over on the weekend. Also with a day out for me I had less time for housework.

Mistress didn’t do formal house cleaning inspections, as was the case when I first became her maid. With time and getting into a routine the house was certainly much cleaner and tidier than ever it had been. Occasionally Mistress would put on some white gloves and quickly tour the house with me in tow, running her fingers over shelves, skirting, window frames etc. It was surprising how often her fingers came back dusty and darkened. She would show it to me each time she was dissatisfied and on each occasion I had to pull up my skirt and petticoat, turn and slightly bend at the waist and receive a hard slap with a long ruler across the back of the thighs. It was enough just to keep me on my toes, as Mistress made it clear that she was very pushed for time with her job and spending lots of time punishing me was something that she found irksome. She did, however, mention that Karen had expressed an interest in using the cane.

The day of my being “hired” out came. I was nervous, especially as Mistress teased me in the morning that she may hire me out to other friends and that I should not expect this to be one off.

We drove across town to Karen’s house and I was dropped off having been told that I was to respond to Karen with every deference and that Mistress looked forward to a favourable report when she came to pick me up.

I knocked on the front door. Standing there in my maids outfit with overcoat on, my lace headband in place, clutching a small handbag which Mistress insisted I now have when going out, to keep make up in.

The door opened widely and Karen ushered me in, directing me to the kitchen and on the way pointing where I was to leave my coat and handbag.

Upon entering the kitchen Karen was already seated supping a mug of tea. It was clear that I was not being invited to sit,

“Your Mistress has said I can use you, however, I want over the day, so I intend to make best of having a pathetic little maid.”

“Cleaning, cleaning, cleaning will be your watch words for the day,” she said.

“You can do a room at a time, I’ll show you were the cleaning materials are in a minute. I also want the windows cleaned at the front, both inside and out.”

Karen lived in a large Victorian terraced house, with the front of the property directly onto the foot way. Four bedrooms, small secluded back garden and cellar.

She directed me to each room in turn, taking every opportunity to criticise my efforts, no thanks or positive comments were made, she certainly knew how to keep me under her heel.

At lunch I made sandwiches. She had hers sitting at the kitchen table, whilst I was allowed to eat mine at the same time but I had to stand. She took the opportunity to question me as I stood there. Why, what where questions followed. I did my best to answer everything she threw at me. She was keen to know how far I would be prepared to go, in particular being owned by Mistress. Also quizzing how I would feel if Mistress took a lover, I guessed she and my Mistress had been discussing every aspect of the new relationship.

That was always the issue which really hit hard as it completes my emasculation and takes my vulnerability to a new peak.

Again I answered as honestly as I could. Knowing that whilst Mistress would care and protect me, consideration as to how I felt about things was very low on her agenda. She had made it clear that as head of the household she made all the decisions and my feelings or views, as her maid were irrelevant.

The afternoons tasks involved going outside and cleaning the front bay windows. This was going to be a bit nerve wracking as the front of Karens house was right on the footpath.

“You’ll need a step ladder, there’s one in the cellar,” said Karen indicating the cellar door at the side of the kitchen. I found the light switch and carefully walked down the wooden steps, Karen followed.

As with most cellars it was pretty forbidding, dark, musty, full of the items that one would never throw out but rarely used. Karen pointed to the corner where the ladders were.

“This would be a good place to keep a live-in maid,” she laughed. “Imagine having to sleep in here, being locked up in here!”

“It would be very unpleasant Mistress Karen, I would not want to spend a night in here.” As soon as I said that I knew I had opened a trap door.

“That just shows then little pathetic maid that it would be the right thing to do. Your Mistress has told me that if you don’t like something it’s a great training tool to subject you to it. You could even be chained to the wall, with just a blanket a bowl of water and darkness, I think there are mice down here, even rats,” she teased.

“Oh Mistress Karen,” I exclaimed looking around at the space, anticipating little beady eyes peering back.

“Maybe for another day pathetic maid. Come on stop dawdling bring the ladders,” she instructed heading upstairs.

“Now I’ve kept this task until last as there are more people about walking along so they will get a chance to see a real sissy maid at work,” she said.

I looked crest fallen.

“Oh don’t look like that maid, if I really want to humiliate you I’ll send you up the ladders with your dress tucked into your knicker,” she laughed.

I whimpered and she hushed me through the front door cleaning materials in one hand and short step ladders in the other. The door was firmly shut.

As I cleaned the windows Mistress Karen stood inside enjoying my discomfort and pointing out bits of cleaning I had missed. In fact I was going over the same sections several times. She clearly was enjoying me being stuck outside in my dress, apron and headband. I did get several whistles and laughter as folk walked by.

Eventually she allowed me back in and I put the ladder away and replaced all the cleaning material under the sink. She seemed pleased with all my work, which was a relief as Mistress would definitely seek a full report of my day direct from Karen.

I was due to be picked up at 6.00 pm and waited in the hall, facing the wall.

As I got into the car Mistress asked me how the day had gone, I replied that I hoped Mistress Karen was happy with my work. I was met with a quick glare and being told that I had better not embarrassed myself or there would be trouble.

When we arrived home I was told to go and stand in my place facing the corner in the hall, whilst Mistress rang Karen from her study, the door of which was firmly shut.

I stood nervously, overhearing the odd laugh.

The door opened and Mistress stood directly behind me, she paused and firmly patted my backside. “That all went well, I’ve been told you were the perfect maid, good girl. I even heard talk of your dislike for Karen’s cellar, now that opens possibilities,” she chuckled.

“Right off you go, dinner at 7.30 I’ve lots of work to do this evening.”

With that I was dismissed and headed for the kitchen, happy that I had pleased both Ma’am and Mistress Karen, whilst wondering what it would be like this coming weekend serving both of them, I feared they would be mischievous, playing off one another at my expense. Still not long to wait.

Chapter 16

Go on you know this was always meant to be, lick it, put your lipstick coloured lips around my boyfriends shaft, make it hard, make him ready to fuck me.

Go on came the command. I knelt I looked down seeing a rising penis, his penis in front of my face. I bent lower, not looking up into his face, knowing my shame was complete.

Lips slightly parted I licked the head, her face near mine watching in delight. Take it in, the words mumbled into my head. I opened my mouth and absorbed his shaft. A firm hand, his hand lands on the back of my head. Pushing me down, holding me down, impaling my mouth on his shaft.

Gagging noises sounded deep in my throat, I hear her laughter. Hold her there, make her take you. Head bopping up and down, the penis hardens, it throbs.

Enough, as I’m pushed away banished to the corner of the bedroom, made to watch. To learn, to understand that my masculinity has all gone, my dignity has vanished. Replaced with humiliation, embarrassment and shame.

Look and learn maid came the laughing comments, look and learn what a real man does. She sat aside him, legs wide and lowered her body as he entered her. My horror at watching compounded by the deep moans of lust. Passion flowing. The stabbing pains of jealousy surrounded by shame.  

What had I become? She read my mind, repeating my maid my maid, as the pace quicken, the lust I saw reaching a conclusion an explosion that nailed my status.

The final indignity was yet to land. Moving off her lover, she spread her legs beckoning me to kneel to lick clean her lovers juices.

I was her submissive maid, her plaything and I worshipped her needing her control wanting to submit in every way humanly possible.

The fog of sleep shook me into consciousness. A second of disorientation, a moment of confusion. I had been dreaming. A terrifyingly exciting dream, but a dream. Or was it a premonition?

I fully opened my eyes, just as the door unlocked on my powder pink bedroom. Jarred into alertness as today I am to serve two Mistresses!

.
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