

House Maid Volume 3 

I awoke from the dream feeling in haze as it was all so realistic. Stretching into my satin pink sheets I calmed myself with an awareness of the new day, allowing the dream to unravel.

Thoughts turned to the day, ah yes that light bulb moment when I remembered that today and over the weekend I was serving two Mistress’s. My Mistress, my wife or perhaps I should say ex-wife, who over the preceding months had turned me into her simpering house maid. A fantasy I had always held but now in reality was going much further than I had ever dreamed. The other a long term friend, Karen, a divorcee, who we had known for decades and had recently been introduced to me in my new role and had delighted in ridiculing my position and piling on the humiliation. Over the weekend Mistress Karen was coming to stay, so for me, the maid, I had two Mistress’s to serve.

That awareness drove me out of bed, as I knew there would be lots to do. With all of the changes that had happened recently (dear reader please read Volumes 1 and 2 to gain an insight into my journey to becoming a maid) I was well aware that my Mistress would probably plan more challenges this weekend. I was not to be disappointed.

Breakfast was served later on weekends as Mistress liked a lie in. Hearing her come down stairs I poured the coffee and popped the bread in the toaster.

Standing in the corner I curtsied as Mistress entered. “Good morning Ma’am.”
“Good morning maid,” she said taking a seat at the table. 

I fetched her toast and returned to the corner as she ate. I was only allowed to eat after Mistress had finished her food and I was only allowed to eat in the kitchen.

I stood there dressed in my plain grey housecoat which was a button down dress, hem just below the knee, short sleeves, white cuffs, white collar, full apron. My underwear was plain but always with stockings, tan in colour (now Mistress required me to shave my legs), some body control garment corset or pantigirdle. Black flat pumps. This was my day to day uniform, very functional, not particularly feminine. Although a plain white ruffled headband was always place, which clearly signified my role.

I had a more formal black maids dress for evening service, but still quite discreet, although I was allowed to wear more frilly underwear, with a lace headband and two inch high court shoes. My final outfit was a very very sissy maid pink satin outfit, but more of that later.

I looked down at my exposed right arms, where the redness was starting to abate. I could clearly see the three word tattoo which Mistress had arranged a few days before. “Property of Mistress.”

As Mistress finished her breakfast she looked at me. 

“We are going to have a fun weekend are we not maid?” There was very little flexibility in my answer to this rhetorical question.

“Yes I’m sure we are Ma’am, although I am a little apprehensive.” I did not lie.
“Well that is good,” she said, “I like to feel my maid is on her toes unsure of what is going to happen to her.”
“Yes Ma’am,” I said.
“Mistress Karen is due around midday, have you prepared the spare room?”
“Yes M’am” I replied doing a quick bobbing curtsy.
She smiled. 

“As Karen likes you in your full sissy maid outfit that is what I want you to wear. I expect you to look very sweet, simpering, servile and pretty. I leave you to sort your underwear, just make it very sissy. Understood?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I replied feeling the excitement rising.
“I’ve decided, with Karen’s help,” she added, “that this will be a maids discipline weekend.”
I swallowed hard. 

“You should view this as part of your training programme. We intend to push you further as a maid. But I want you to understand that we are not doing this because you have misbehaved or failed to perform, the very contrary, I’m pleased with how you are developing.”

“But I and I know Karen certainly gets pleasure at seeing you suffer, making life difficult for you. So that is what we are going to do,” she laughed.

“Oh and just so you know, as I like to prepare you for somethings,” she added. 

“Karen asked me if she could cane you, apparently she’s always wanted to cane a guy. So of course I have said yes. How many strokes you get and how hard she hits you, well that is up to her. So I suggest that you are very diligent in how you respond to Mistress Karen over the weekend, but whatever happens at some point you will be caned.”

My heart was racing fast.
“Right go up to my room and bring down my glass of nectar,” she instructed.
Christ I thought I nearly forgot, I hurried upstairs.
Back standing in front of her, she indicated that I drink. 

I was getting used to this daily ritual, drinking Mistresses pee first thing in the morning, it was disgusting, usually still warm, but was just another reminder through the day of her absolute control over me.

Finishing the glass she said. “You nearly forget then.” I nodded. 

“Any other day that would have resulted in a punishment, but the whole weekend is to be a feast of discipline, l will let you off,” she chuckled.

“Right you have two hours to get ready, I also want you nicely made up and wear some of the jewellery I gave you, but most of all, you must be dressed and presentable as the simpering sissy maid you are, off you go.”

With a flurry of her hand I was dismissed and trotted upstairs. 
Chapter 2 
I was so excited, tense and frightened all rolled into one. 
Two hours would pass quickly. 

My first action was to get undressed. I stripped, carefully hanging my house coat dress and putting away all my underwear. I stole a glance in the full length mirror in the corner of my bedroom. I had certainly lost weight, which was Mistresses objective when she put me on a diet over a month ago and at the very least that would make my pink dress easier to get into and more comfortable, especially if I was wear it the whole weekend. That said the ever constant chastity belt locked reflected in the mirror was a constant reminder of my lack of self determination, the visible fact that Mistress controlled my sexuality.
Panicking slightly, knowing I must not be late, I decided the best thing to do was select exactly what I was going to wear as the first step, get partly dressed, do my make up and hair, then put on the dress and accessories. A plan.

God I was nervous. Mistress Karen had already seen me twice, first time a few weeks back was excruciating when she dropped over and completely ridiculed what I had become and then a few days back when Mistress hired me out for the day and I spent many hours cleaning at her house. She was certainly bossy and enjoyed the role of taking a male down a peg or two. Equally she was fascinated on how I had let myself become so subjugated and I knew that this weekend she would relish her authority over me and make the most of it.

First I removed the pink satin sissy maid dress from my growing wardrobe and laid it with reverence on the bed. It was both absurd and gorgeous. A dropped neckline with ruffled short cuffs, full zip at rear, tight waistline and a short circular skirt all trimmed with white lace. Fabulous.

I took out an array of undergarments and started to get dressed. 

First a short white satin waist clincher, with steel stays, front clips and rear lacing. I knew Mistress would expect to see it tightly laced. I clipped it around my waist and started pulling on the laces. On each exhale I breathed out and pulled. Having taken a few inches off my waist I wrapped the laces around my waist and tied them off at the front. I hoped it was enough as the dress was tight at the waist, when previously Mistress had supervised wearing it she pulled in the laces very tight and tied them off at the rear in a complicated knot that I could not undo.

I looked in the mirror, fine I thought, with my recent dietary weight loss I looked quite slim. 

Next a full cup bra. Bright pink with embroidery edging. I adjusted the straps and inserted the breast forms, wriggling my chest a bit so they sat right.

I could feel the excitement mount as I picked up each item of clothing, equally as I dressed the restrictions on my movement grew, my uniform was both made to impress, to make a huge statement, it screamed “sissy” but also to confine and control the wearer.

The suspender belt next. Always a core item that firmly existed only in the world of femininity. This one had six suspenders, all white so it would contrast with the panties. The belt was heavily laced with three rear clips. I deftly attached it around my waist and stole another look in the full length mirror, feeling a degree of urgency to pick up the next items, as suspenders cried out to be attached to stockings.

I opened a new pack as I wanted to look my best on this special day. Carefully unfolding shear white lace topped stockings. They were the type a bride might wear, but today they were for a sissy. Sitting on the bed crossing one leg I slowly rolled up the silky stocking, savouring the moment when I crossed over the line and wore what only women wear. Pointing my toes and enclosing my foot in the softness I unrolled the stocking up my smooth leg. The excitement of such an act had never diminished, each time I did this, electricity charged through my body. Attaching the suspenders to the lace stocking tops, I repeated the process with my other leg.

I stood, again another look in the mirror. I was getting increasingly narcissistic, my look and the attention I gave it was becoming obsessive, all consuming.

One more item before I started on my make up. Knickers. I knew the pair I would be wearing as they matched the pink bra, as a set. These were not knickers to be kept hidden they were effectively for show, as I was well aware that any bending down whilst wearing the dress would expose them. Stepping into them I paused as I pulled them up my legs and pulled out a package from the nearby draw. Pulling off the protective strip from the pantie liner I placed it into the crotch of the panties and pulled the knickers up.

Mistress required that I always protected my panties with a liner everyday and she often checked I was wearing one. As whilst the chastity device prevented any erection, I would often leak pre cum and stain my panties.

Another look in the mirror. The knickers were a real statement of over the top feminine wear. Bright pink they matched the bra, lots and lots of ruffled layers on the backside all trimmed in lace, they were more not small, so they exaggerated my bum. With the white suspenders and stockings, the white clincher and bright pink bra and panties I was an array of colour, with frilly affectations of lace. Much of the underwear was to make the wearer feel good, which it did. Equally the level of constraint, the straps on the shoulders, the pull of the suspenders, tightness of the clincher, all designed to increase vulnerability, hamper movement and to constantly remind the wear of who they were. A sissy effeminate maid.

Next make up.
Sitting at the dressing table, I pulled on a hair band to keep my face clear of my now long hair. 

I was getting far more confident and proficient at applying make up. That said I could feel my hand tremble with nerves, which would hamper applying eye liner at the best of times. Mistress had stressed that I must look good, so applied more eye shadow than normal blending in the shades. Lips were well lined with bright red lipstick and gloss. I pouted at my reflection several times.

I was keen to get the dress on and ensure I was not late. 

Make up was not perfect but I was content with it, moving over to the bed I picked up the dress. Carefully stepping in I pulled it over my shoulders. Next came the big question, would the zip easily glide up. Phew it was fine as I quickly pulled it up to the neckline, where there a couple of loops through which a small padlock could be placed render the dress impossible to remove.

Only a few more items. 

Pulling open another draw I withdrew a gorgeous petticoat. Again quite impractical but it served its purpose very well. White three layers of white organza, lace trim and ribbon tie at waist. It was quite short. I stepped into it pulling up the skirt of my dress firmly tie it off at the waist. Smoothing down the skirt the desired affect was immediate as the skirt flared up revealing the petticoat and providing very little discretion to either my lace stocking tops or if I bent my pink knickers. It was so so girly.

Next some shoes. I stepped into a pair of stiletto court shoes in patent pink with a thin ankle strap and pin buckle fastening. They were set off nicely with the white stockings but I knew with a three inch heel they would be uncomfortable after any period of standing.

Nearly there I thought, worried that time was ticking on. What was next? 

The apron of course, an essential ingredient in any maids uniform. The one which went with the dress, was like everything else I now wore completely over the top. White organza full apron with wide ribbons. I tied the bow behind my back.

Lastly I slipped on a pair of lace trim maids cuffs, each elasticated with a large bow knot pink ribbon. 
Oh my god I thought what do I look like? 

What else, what else, I’m missing something as I frantically looked around the room scared I was running out of time. Ah yes a head band, my crowning glory. I quickly picked it up and then I heard the bell ring! I was summoned. Heading downstairs with the headband still in my hand, I knocked on the lounge door and entered.

Mistress was standing, she turned and I curtsied.
I averted my eyes downwards as she stepped towards me. I could smell her perfume.
She gently brushed her fingers along my cheek.
“Good, excellent in fact you look just right, I’m pleased,” she said.
I smiled. 

“Mistress Karen is on her way, she will be here in a few minutes, let’s have a good look at you, do a twirl, slowly,” she ordered.

As I stepped around she lifted the hem of the skirt and checked my stockings were straight.
“Very good and your make up is not bad. Just a couple more things and you’ll be ready.” 

She took the headband out of my hand and gave me one I’d never seen before. It was black satin white lace with pink piping and a small pink rose in the centre.

“Put it on.” 

“Thank you Ma’am,” I said slipping on the most girly headed band I had ever seen.
Mistress the told me to turn and tied a matching maids choker around my neck, again white lace and pink pipping but with two small bells on the front. Oh the embarrassment of having little bells ringing every time I moved.

She turned me around to face her. 
“That should do,” she smiled. 
Standing back she looked me up and down.
“God you look beautifully ridiculous,” she laughed. “What have you become?” It was a rhetorical question. 

“We’ll certainly no longer a man or my husband for that fact, but you make a wonderful simpering little maid, which I guess you were always destined to be. Now go and get the box of bondage items.”

I retrieved the box and returning to the lounge Mistress had a rummage, as I stood there wondering what next. 
She pulled out a pair of steel handcuffs connected with a long chain. 
“Wrists,” she snapped.
The cold metal cuffs were quickly locked in place and Mistress slipped the key into her handbag. 

“Through this weekend you will always be in some sort of bondage or restraint. It’s important that you are constantly reminded that you are no longer free, you are a kept person, controlled by me or whoever I lend you to. “This,” she went on, “will be a challenging few days for you, Mistress Karen and I are going to take you to places that thus far have only existed in your wildest fantasies, you’ll be made to suffer, you’ll feel shame. Mistress Karen will cane you, I will tell you things that will be hard to hear. The irony is whilst you will struggle with what lies ahead, each step we take will give me great pleasure.”

She paused. The front door bell rang and my ordeal was about to start. 
Chapter 3 

Karen entered the hall after I had opened the front door. She smiled broadly as she quickly gave me a glance and walked into the lounge, I followed.

The two friends gave each other a hug and affectionate peck on the cheek. 

I took the opportunity to absorb what they were wearing. Mistress had on a lovely flora dress with flowing skirt and her black high heeled boots. Karen had on a light brown leather jacket and jeans which were tucked into suede boots.

They turned to me, then smiled to each other. 

Mistress said addressing me, “go to your place and shut the door.”
I quickly curtsied left the lounge shutting the door and stood in the hall facing the wall.
My head running wild as to was going to happen next. I knew they were plotting behind the closed door. I could hear lots of giggles.

Before long they both stood behind me. 
“Go and get my long brown coat,” Mistress commanded.
I did as instructed.
Holding it for her as she slipped her arms in. Thinking that they are going out, I wondered where. 

Picking up her handbag Mistress stepped to the front door and waited for me to open. They both walked through, Mistress stopped, turned and said to me.

“Come on then, we are all going for a little ride.” 

My heart was in my mouth. I had not anticipated going out dressed like this. Mistress had already said I looked ridiculous, I knew I looked ridiculous, what would people think. She could see the shock on my face. I paused in the door way.

“Don’t make me cross,” she said sternly. 

I had no choice, there was no turning back as I stepped out into the drive.
They both walked to Karen’s car and I tottered towards the rear passenger door with chains rattling and the small bells around my neck jingling. This was so embarrassing. “No, you are not going in the car with us, I can’t have my maid sharing the same seats as her Mistress, we have standards you know,” she said looking over at Karen who leaning into the drivers seating flicked a switch and the boot slowly opened.

Oh the indignity. 

No more words were said as I lifted one foot and rather clumsily managed to get into the boot. It was not large, so the only the way that the boot lid would shut was with me curled up on the floor, which I duly did. Mistress lent over and before she shut it, she patted my arse, “good girl, not a sound from you, or I’ll leave you here all afternoon,” with that she pressed a button and the lid closed. I was in darkness.

The journey although not long was uncomfortable, as any movement was difficult to brace myself against the sides of the boot. The car stopped and engine went off, I could hear both doors open and I waited.

The boot lid opened and light streamed in. I blinked a few times and eased myself out. Looking around, I was back in the supermarket car park and straight away I knew where I was going to have to go.

Both Mistress and Karen were standing close to me readjusting my dress and apron after having spent time in the boot. Mistress relocating my headband, whilst Karen took some photos on her phone.

I saw a few people looking. I was a sight for sure dressed in a bright powder pink very short maids outfit. But my shame had only just begun.

Mistress took out cash from her purse and handed me a note. 
“I want you to go into the supermarket, look at the note find and buy the things on it and come back to the car.”
I looked mournful.
She responded. “You know you want to make me happy?”
“Yes Ma’am,” I replied. 

“Well I find it exciting to see you humiliated, to see you suffer. I love bringing you down to where you belong, so be a good little simpering maid and go and do the shopping,” as she shooed me away.

I walked as smartly as I could, there was no point in trying to hide, I was exposed in every way. 

Entering the shop, I paused and looked at the note, which read one packet of condoms and some ky jelly lubricant. Mistress was clearly determined to extract every gram of embarrassment she could out of my predicament. I headed off to the isle where medical items were displayed. I tried not to look anyone in the eyes and just maintain focus on my destination, although I could feel everyone looking at me. My shoes demanded short noisy steps, which became quite clipped as I hurried along. I tried to gather up the chain connecting my wrists, so it was less obvious, but it was all a bit hopeless as the little bells around my neck let out a shrill tingle with every step. And of course visually there was no missing me.

I could see ahead a group of teenage girls. I pressed on. But once they saw me from a distance the giggling started, pointing and derogatory comments. I was not in any position to argue back I just had to take the humiliation. Once past them I could hear them following me.

I just pressed on, there was no alternative, I had no alternative but to do as Mistress had instructed. 

I found the items and headed for the check outs, along the way a few whistles were made and the teenage girls were still following.

I picked a check out with no queue. The lady at the till was kind enquiring whether I was performing for some film or theatre.

The three teenagers were now right behind me and were becoming bolder in their comments. Fortunately a security came over and they moved on.

I walked back to the car clutching my bag of purchases. But to my horror they were not there, no sign of them and the car was locked and needless to say I had no key. I stood next to the car very self conscious and feeling very exposed. The skirt of my dress was so short, but then that is what it is meant to be. For it exposes the wear and I certainly felt exposed. I wondered would those teenage girls come out of the shop, see me and make fun or someone else make advances. I was helpless and just had to wait and as in the shop I avoided any eye contact and looked away if I noticed anyone staring and there were several shoppers who had a good gawk.

After what seemed an age, I spotted Mistress and Karen walking across the car park from a nearby coffee shop. They were arm in arm as girls sometimes do, laughing and chatting.

Karen pressed a button on her key fob and the boot opened. I knew what I had to do, in fact it was a relief to get back into the relative safety of the boot.

Back at home I told to prepare a late light lunch and serve it in the conservatory. Mistress had me stand in the garden, whilst they ate. Once everything was cleared I was told to go to my place.

Standing in the corner the two Mistresses retired to lounge and I could hear Karen taking some more pictures on her phone.

After what must have been an hour the bell summoned me. As entered the lounge and curtsied I immediately spotted the electrical charger and dildo that went with my chastity belt. I shivered.

The two friends had so it transpired been talking about men and how to satisfy them. Mistress said that she thought that a good maid should be able to act as a fluffer to keep the boyfriend aroused prior to the Mistress having sex with him and that the best way for the maid to do this was to give head to the boyfriend.

Therefore it followed that the maid should be trained to suck cock.
“Go and get a dining room chair and bring it in here,” commanded Mistress.
I did as instructed and was told to sit on it, in front of them both. 
“Would you like to do the honours Mistress Karen?” Said my Mistress.
“Delighted,” said Karen picking up some wrist and ankle cuffs that were on the sofa. 

She took o ff my wrist cuffs and long chain and roughly pull my arms behind me, attaching my wrists through the bars of the back of the chair. Similarly she locked the cuffs around each ankle and between the uprights of the chair, so I was effectively bound to the chair.
Sitting back down, Karen got out her phone ready to take more pictures.

Mistress stood with a familiar ball gag in her hand, which was deftly slotted into my mouth and tightly buckled it. She took the opportunity to explain to Karen the benefits and weaknesses of a number of gags, which she then tried out on me. Most of which I was familiar with. The inflatable butterfly gag was very unpleasant apart from being extremely effective and uncomfortable with it fully pumped up breathing became difficult. Mistress knew this so delighted in making me wriggle whist she maximised the pressure and then released the valve only to do it again a few seconds later.

The last gag was a new one that I was not familiar with, it was a penis gag, but very long with a ball gag at one end with the two sets of straps and a realistic but long phalanx on the other side.

Mistress showed it to me, whilst I still was muffled with the butterfly gag.
“You’ll not like this one my little maid,” she said. 
I muttered into the gag. 

Mistress showed it Karen and detailed that it was a training gag, especially to help woman with the gag reflex so they could get used to taking the cock into the throat rather than just sucking the shaft within the mouth. It’s what most men find gives the greatest satisfaction, so it’s only right that we help the maid she said looking at me, to deep throat. It will completely mess up her make up though as she will gag and that’ll cause her eyes to run, but it’s important that she’s trained to the highest standard.

With that she unbuckled the butterfly gag, let the air out and pulled it from my mouth. 
I looked up at her and shook my head, “please Mistress don’t put that one on me.” 
She looked across at Karen, “are you recording this?”
Karen nodded holding her phone in my direction. 

“It’s good to see a maid pleading for mercy, in the knowledge that it does not matter what she says or asks for as her Mistress has decided what best then that will happen.”

She gently pushed the tip of the gag between my lips. I opened feeling it slide in. Holding it part way in she paused and bent down so she was looking directly into my face.

“Remember what I said to you about this being a challenging weekend?” I nodded. “This is one of those challenges. It’ll be very unpleasant, you will gag and choke, but it will thrill me to see you suffer like that and you want to please me don’t you?” I nodded again.

“I am told that some sluts who train to be good deep throat whores can keep this in for over half an hour. I’m going to be kind to you today and put a ten minute limit. Do not panic,” she said sternly, breath slowly as best you can and remember you are only here to do one thing. That is to please me and seeing you suffer pleases me.”

She pushed the gag fully into my mouth. I choked and wriggled.
“Hold still.” 
As she buckled the two straps behind my head. 
This was horrible I tried to stay calm. I watched her sit back down with Karen and set her phone. 
“Ten minutes,” she said.
I gagged, coughed, spluttered. My eyes starting watering. I could manage only a few seconds before I wretched again. 

I tried instinctively to push the gag away with my mouth, but it was a clever design for once the ball part was in position held by the straps there was little scope to manoeuvre it and the phalanx kept touching the back of my throat and so I gagged again and again.

Karen was clearly enjoying my plight and was videoing it all on her phone.
Mistress looked at her phone. “Three minutes gone.”
I thought I was going to be sick. I continued to splutter. I moved as much as I could feeling increasing distress. 

I shook my head. Moaning into the gag. Mistress stood up and stroked my hair. “There, there little maid, suffer for your Mistress, I want you to learn to suck cock and do it well, so when I bring my boyfriend around you can help to keep him happy.”

I spluttered even more into the gag, spit and tears running down my face. Was Mistress trying to distract me from the horrible sensations or had she really got a boyfriend?

I shook my head even more. It was all I could do. 

“If I remove the gag before the 10 minutes is up, you will disappoint your Mistress and that will result in consequences. Remove it, yes?”

I nodded vigorously.
Mistress sighed but unbuckled the straps. The relief was intense as she pulled out the gag. 

She sat back on the sofa. Karen said “that was pretty extreme, but I can see why it’s a good training device and taking cock into the throat is not something a Mistress should have to contemplate especially when she has a maid.”

“Exactly,” said Mistress, “I was disappointed she did not manage it for longer but it’s a start, next time will be longer.”

“Look at the state of you,” she exclaimed. I was aware that my face was covered in spit, my mascara had run and the top of my lovely pink dress was soaking.

Mistress told me as she released the cuffs to go upstairs and get cleaned up, redo my make and return in an hour. 
I stood relieved to be released. 
As I curtsied leaving the room, I thought I’d ask what Mistress wanted me to wear when I came back. 

She snapped with a curt reply. “Oh ffs maid use your initiative, you should know by now what I like to see you wearing, now get out of my sight.”

Ouch that hurt. 

I ran upstairs feeling that I was about to cry. The last few hours had made me realise just how cruel Mistress could be. She had, however, warned me that the weekend was going to be difficult. I just felt that when she was with Karen any degree of care vanished and I was at their mercy to do with whatever they wanted.

I composed myself, an hour was not long and looking at my reflection my make up was a complete mess. I stripped off all my sissy maid outfit leaving on the clincher, and bra.

Quickly going to the bathroom I washed my face. I could hear them downstairs laughing. 

Returning to my bedroom I reapplied my make up and combed my hair which I always found quite soothing. As to what to wear I guessed as I am the maid then that is what I should dress as. Most of my wardrobe was only made of various maid outfits. So I picked out my evening uniform, black button up dress, with white cuffs and collar. I fastened on a black suspender belt and rolled up some fine 25 denier stockings making sure the seams were straight. I slipped on a pair of black panties with rows of white lace. A white full petticoat, with the dress and apron I squeezed my feet into a pair of low heeled black court shoes, lace headband on and I was ready.

Heading back down stairs I knocked gently on the door.
“Wait,” came the quick response.
I stood by the door, apprehension running through my body.
“Enter” 

As soon as I stepped in I did a curtsy to my Mistress and Mistress Karen, although my eyes were drawn to the cage placed on the rug in front of where they both sat.

I had seen the cage previously in the garage. I had never been in it, for which I was thankful for as it was small and would demand that the captive was in a constant crouch position with little room for movement. Clearly the two of them, whilst I was upstairs had carried it inside and I knew I was finally destined to spend time in it.

They both sat there looking at me in silence. I wanted to say something, to apologise for not being able to tolerate the horrible penis gag. Muttering anything would not have helped my plight. So I stayed silent and bowed my head.

Mistress leaned across to the armchair and picked up the electrical attachments for the chastity belt.
I sighed. 

“I was just going to put you in the cage,” she said, “but following your failure,” she stressed the last word, “to please me with the gag you are going to have this in your arse at the same time,” she brandished the metal dildo.

“Besides Mistress Karen wants to see you wear your electric dildo, she’s keen to give you a buzz.” They both laughed.

“And you want to please Mistress Karen, don’t you maid?”
“Yes Ma’am I do,” I said. 

“Right the first thing you can do is take o ff your apron and dress, I’m not having them creased while you are in the cage.”

“Also that petticoat and your panties, you’ll not be needing them,” she said as the two friends smiled at each other.
I stripped as instructed carefully folding my cloths and placing them on a nearby chair. 

Mistress handed me the metal dildo and some lube. No words were said. Karen watched in fascination as I covered the dildo in the lube and also lubricated my sphincter. Spreading my legs slightly I push it in. Feeling that sense of being violated balanced with the desire to be used, possessed.

Mistress told me to turn and spread my cheeks.
“God that is gross,” said Karen. 

“What we do next, come closer maid,” she instructed, “is attach this curved section to the rear of the belt and fix the other end to the base of the dildo, like so.”

“That way the maid or anyone else can’t remove the dildo without the key.”
“Very ingenious,” said Karen.
“Then this charging unit clips onto the belt, like so and these two wires go in here.” 
“Magic,” said Mistress, “it’s a bit complex, bloody expensive but very effective,” she said addressing Karen.
“Go and stand over there by the cage and face us,” she instructed. 

Continuing her explanation to Karen, Mistress showed her the app on her phone which meant through Bluetooth that the device could be controlled remotely, with five different levels of electric shock, first being more of a tingle and last like a taser. 
“Awesome,” said Karen.

Mistress continued you can also set it to shock at set intervals from every minute to every hour.
“Would you like to give it a go?”
“Oh yes please,” said Karen as Mistress handed her the phone.
I watched in fearful anticipation. 

“Shall I press this one?” Mistress nodded. An intense pain shot through my backside. She pressed it again, I yelled and muttered “please no.”

Mistress look across at the phone the setting was high so she dialled it down.
“Wow what control,” exclaimed Karen. “What does it feel like maid?” She asked.
“Painful Mistress Karen.” 

“I guess it must,” she said, “but what I meant what does it feel like to have a dildo up your arse, how does it make you feel?

I pondered for a few seconds. “It feels right, feels like I am being used.”
Mistress then interjected, “do you like the feel of a dildo up your arse?”

I stuttered a bit, “Yes Ma’am I think I do.”
“There’s no grey areas here, yes or no maid,” she demanded.
I looked down, “yes Ma’am.”
Karen then joined in. “Do you want to be fucked by a man?”
Oh god I thought this was getting so personal, so direct. 
I looked up. “Yes Mistress Karen I do,” I said. 

They both looked at each. “Well it just confirms what we already know she is just a sissy prissy simpering little cumslut,” said Mistress. “She was never any good in bed, in fact she was crap at sex, all those years I wasted.”

“Well at least you can have payback time,” said Karen, “get her to do all the chores, whilst you have lots of fun.”
“Absolutely.” 

“The thing I have also discovered is how much I like seeing her suffer,” said Mistress. “I know now she’s a real masochist but I get really turned on seeing her being uncomfortable, the shame on her face, it’s a real joy. Right enough of all this chatter,” she said clapping her hands. “Put those cuffs and collar on maid,” she said point to a collection of things on the chair next to the cage.

I buckled leather cu ffs on each wrist and then cuffs around my ankles, finally a leather collar with four D rings. They both watched me in silence.

Mistress then passed a head harness to Karen and asked her if she would like to do the honours. Within a nano second she up and pushing the gag into my mouth. She tightened the straps very tightly and I could see from her face that she was really enjoying this. I was beginning to appreciate the trouble I was in for the rest of the weekend with two Dom’s who clearly relished in my suffering.

Mistress then stood and opened the top of the cage telling me to step in. She put her hand on my shoulder gently pushing me down into a kneeling position. There was a clipping sound as she attached the wrist cuffs behind my back. Then another gently push on my back and I bent down further.

The lid of the cage was then slowly closed and two small bolts slotted into place. Mistress attached the ankle cuffs to the sides of the cage spreading my legs.

I looked across and Mistress was a holding a long bar that she started to thread through one side of the cage near the top. This went under the top of my arms pushing my body down further so that I was looking down at the floor. The wrist cuffs where attached to the back of the cage. Finally two short chains were attached to the collar on either side and clipped onto the cage bars. 
I was completely immobile. Looking at the floor. Silenced. Frightened.

I could see two pairs of boots in front of me and nothing else.
“Good job,” said Mistress Karen. 

“Yes she not going anywhere and this time she has no chance of escape by pleading, as we are going out for a drink,” said Mistress triumphantly, “and no one will hear her cries.”

“What about the dildo,” asked Karen. 

“Yes I just thinking about that, I’ll set it to level three, that should keep her awake,” they laughed, “and a blast every 10 minutes.”

A few seconds later a spasm of pain shot through my arse. 
They left the room and the door shut. 

A few minutes later. Mistress swept back into the room. I could see her boots and that she had on her long brown coat as she stood in front of me.

“We are o ff now, not sure how long we will be, but I’m sure we will find you here when we return,” she said sarcastically. “When we come back I have some things to tell you. And just remember ever time you receive a shock you are making me happy, you are giving me pleasure and that after all is what you wanted, so enjoy it my little maid.”

And with that she was gone and the front door was slammed shut. 

It was not long before discomfort and pain became my constant companions. Any real movement was impossible. My clincher bit into my core as I was doubled up bending down onto my thighs. Shoulders ached as my arms were held up. My jaw was feeling stretched into the mouth gag. I could not move my head in any direction as the collar with chains attached limited any movement and I was dribbling.

All that paled away when the next shock came searing through my backside. Breathing heavily I tried to relax after the spasm knowing another 10 minutes would pass until the next one. However, I had no way of telling the passage of time, so I tensed far too early waiting for the next shock.

I started to try and count the shocks to gauge how long I’d been the cage, but my mind wandered and I kept losing count. I imagined Mistress out enjoying herself, I tried to take ease from what she had said about her enjoying the pain I was going through. That advice was quickly zapped away at each shock and the gaps in between were now overlaid with a chorus of aches and pains across my body. I did, however, keep coming back to that passing comment she made about telling me something. What I wondered.

How long could I stand this? A meaningless question, as if I felt I could not tolerate it any longer there was absolutely nothing I could do. I just had to suffer.

It was starting to get darken. Must be late afternoon.
Then I heard the front door and voices.
Please god I thought let me out please please please ....
More noises from the hall, footsteps, then nothing. I think they must have gone into the conservatory.
I started to panic, had they forgotten me?
The lounge door opened. I could see Mistresses boots.
Nothing was said. 

She sat down on the carpet in front of me, her skirt riding up slightly so I could see her thighs encased in silky hosiery. I so wanted to touch her, kiss her thighs.

Her hand moved between the bars and she slightly lifted my head so we had eye contact.
“I see you are still here, little maid, awwwww,” she said mockingly.
I heard Karen laugh behind me.
“Do you remember I was going to tell you something on my return?”
I nodded as best I could and mumbled. 

She withdraw her hand and I looked down again only able to see her boots, legs and hem of her skirt. Quite an apt view for a maid.

I could smell the alcohol on her breath. 

“I want you to listen very carefully to what I’m about to tell you. It’s appropriate that you fully understand where our relationship is going and with you all trussed up now would be as good a time as ever.”

She went on. “I mentioned the C word ages ago, one of your strongest fantasies as I recall. Cuckold.” 

She then detailed what had been happening over the preceding months, what was current and what might happen in the future. But first she reminded me what I was.

I listened intently, scared, even terrified but so excited. 

Mistress reinforced the fact that I was a submissive who gained pleasure out of being humiliated, degraded. I was a masochist who needed to be controlled, given demeaning tasks and generally used. I was not fit to be a husband in the normal sense of the word and I was a pathetic lover.

She was pulling no punches. The words hurt but they were true.
I was told that she had needs that I could not fulfil, yes I was a good maid but was no longer her husband or her lover. She revealed that the weekends she often spent away were in the arms of a man a real man.

She had not started out looking for anyone, but she was attractive lady and men would hit on her. After several flings, Dan came into her life. He was tall dark, a bit younger than her, very much the alpha male but also had a very caring and protective side. She went on detailing his character and what he did.

Each word hit me like and arrow. 

She said their sex was fabulous he aroused her like no other man. After several dates she told him about me, he was curious at first wanted to know more, so he has seen lots of pictures of “the maid”. As they became closer over the months he was keen to ensure that you were only the maid as he wanted me all to himself. He’s quite possessive she said, but that was a quality that she likes in him.

Their relationship has progressed and is becoming more intense. She revealed how she missed him in the week and was always looking forward to the weekends. The next words pierced my heart, when she said she was beginning to fall in love with him.

Tears were streaming down my face I looked longingly at her boots trying to lift my face. She went on quickly seeing my distress.
Even if I do fall in love with him and he with me she said, I will always care for you and protect you. But that my dear little maid comes at a price. The only way you will continue to play a part in my life is as my maid. If and it is an if, if Dan and I were to move in together you can only be part of that household as a maid. He would be your Master and I your Mistress. You would serve us both equally, we would use you, mock you, deride you, ridicule you. Your life would be only one of service. You may even be allowed to serve us in the bedroom and watch us as we have sex, adding that she would find that exciting seeing me degraded in such away. But my role in the household would be very much to obey and serve.

She concluded by saying that she be arranging for Dan to visit in the not too distant and this would be a test of how the relationships would develop.

By now I was sobbing. 

“Now, now,” she said. “Try not to be more pathetic than you already are. You accepted months ago that your role was to make me happy, well I am happy in the arms of another man and that is something you have to accept. For as my maid you have no choice and hearing you say earlier that you wanted to fucked by a man, well that just sealed it for me and you have my little maid sealed your own fate by those words. You were never really a man or a husband, you were born to be a simpering sissy maid, no more, no less and the decisions that were taken months back have now led to those dreams, those fantasises becoming a reality.
With that she stood up.

“I will release you now. You are dismissed for the rest of the evening and can go to your room. Karen and I have a lot to talk about and you have a lot to think about,” she said.

“There is no discussion to had on what I have just said, this is the way it’s going to be and I am in the driving seat now, I hope you have fully understood that,” she said with a degree of finality.

My mind was running in a riot of confusion and fear. The reality of what I had just absorbed was overshadowed by the relief of being free of the cage, free of the dildo.

I stood nervously in the doorway, my face streaked with running mascara and tears. As I was just about to crusty and leave.

Mistress said, “sleep well maid and don’t forget that tomorrow you are going to be caned by Mistress Karen.”
“Yes thank you Ma’am,” I mumbled, 

Karen added, “you need to know maid that I intend for you to suffer tomorrow, you really are a pathetic little wretch and the most hopeless example of manhood I have ever seen. Your Mistress deserves much better than you and I intend that you’ll never forget the pain of this weekend.” The venom in her voice was chilling.

I curtsied and hurried upstairs. My nights sleep was restless. The day had, as Mistress predicted been challenging. The pain and discomfort of the cage were horrible but it was what Mistress had said about her boyfriend and lover, that really hit hard.

I was up early and decided to wear my black maids dress rather than the grey housecoat as we had guest. 

Breakfast was served in the conservatory where Mistress informed me that she and Karen were heading out for a walk and a coffee and that I was to prepare lunch for 2.00pm.

It was a lovely sunny day as the front door shut. I felt a bit jealous that they were going out in the sunshine, although I felt quite content that I had a task which I knew would please Mistress, so I got stuck into preparing lunch.

Keeping busy was always a helpful way to calm my nerves and yesterday with Mistress finally confirming she had a boyfriend something that I had suspected for months, when she said she was falling in love with him, it felt like my world was falling apart.

I tried to keep such thoughts from my mind.
They returned after 1.00 pm and I served them cooled white wine in the conservatory. 
Lunch was to their liking, which pleased me. 

I stood in the corner of the conservatory. Both took the opportunity to tease me. 
Mistress talked to Karen about her pending date with Dan next Friday stressing how much she was looking forward to being in his arms. They were planning a romantic meal. She talked in detail about what she was going to wear, something sexy was key. As spoke she looked up at me savouring the degradation on my face.

Karen spoke with increasing excitement that after lunch she was looking forward to me a caning me. They discussed whether or not I should be tied down for the punishment. How many strokes I would receive. They decided they would ask me whether I should be restrained.

That felt a rather strange conclusion, as I was never usually asked to make a decision about my punishment. 

I cleared everything away, washed up, had a small sandwich and reported back to the lounge where both Mistresses were sitting awaiting my return.

A long cane was laid across Karen’s lap.
I stood before them, head bowed.
Karen asked. “Do you think you deserved to be caned maid?”
Not sure what to say I muttered “it’s not my decision Mistress Karen.” 

Mistress shouted angrily, “answer the fucking question, do you think you should be caned?”
My nerves started to flutter, I knew from past encounters that when Mistress got angry I needed to do exactly as I was told.

“Yes Ma’am,” I said quickly. “I do think I should be caned.”
“Why?” Karen quickly added.
I paused, knowing I only had seconds to respond before Mistress would really get annoyed.
“Because I am a sissy maid who needs regular correction to help me focus on being a better servant,” I said quickly. 

“Good,” said Mistress. “So in accepting you need to be caned there is no need to restrain you. I thinks she’s all yours Mistress Karen.”

Karen stood up, cane in hand. 

She slowly walked around me. A look of distain on her face. The contempt she felt for me was palpable and she was about to administer corporal punishment.

Tapping my backside with the cane she said “lift up your dress and petticoat, pull your panties down and bend over the arm chair.”

I did as instructed. 

She tucked my petticoat into my suspender belt. I waited very still and very tense.
“I’ve read up a lot about caning,” she said. “This is the first time I’ve caned anyone so I wanted to get it right. It is suggested that you paddle the area first as that helps circulation and leaves less marks and hurts less. But I want this to hurt and leave lots of marks so there will be no warm up.”

The anticipation was building. 

“You will get 20 strokes to start with, if you scream or shout out or move I’ll add more and keep you head down, you are being punished for your own good just remember.”

I heard the cane cut through the air..... Then. Nothing. She was just flexing her arm.
I relaxed a little. Big mistake. 

Thwack. The pain was searing. It penetrated through every fibre of my body. I was struck in quick succession no pause, as she used all her force. My head was buried in the cushions of the armchair.

As quickly as it started it stopped.
My breath was coming in heavy gulps. “That’s ten she said.” And recommenced with the same ferocity. 

This time on each stroke she was told me how pathetic and useless I was and how I had no one to blame but my self. She was really taking out her distain for men on me. It stopped again. I was now sobbing into the cushions.

I heard Mistress get up as she came around the other side of the chair and commanded, “look at me.”
I look up through a fog of tears. 

“You are such a little submissive, quite pathetic. I still love you, but only ever as a maid. I did tell you this weekend would be hard for you, so Karen is going to give you five more strokes and I’ve asked her to aim those as the reddest areas, you’ll end up with some nasty welts for sure, as a reminder of what you now are. Mistress Karen five more please,” she said.

I clenched my jaw, knowing pain was coming. I was besides myself as I lay over the arm of the chair. Thankfully the last few were over quickly but the pain in my backside was so intense.

In between the sobs, Mistress told me to stand. I did so facing them both as they had now reseated themselves on the sofa.

“Compose yourself maid,” Mistress said, “and what do you say to Mistress Karen?”
“Thank you Mistress Karen for caning me,” I said in between a few sobs. 

I was then dismissed and told to go and stand in the corner in the hall and calm myself down. I did as instructed letting my petticoat and dress fall back into place.
“No,” said Mistress, “keep you dress and slip tucked into your suspender belt, we want to see the results of all Mistresses Karen’s hard work, no off you go, I will ring the bell when I want.”

“Thank you Ma’am,” as I did a curtsy and left the lounge. 

My backside was so tender, I just wanted to gently sit in a cool bath. But I stood in my place. The thought of getting anymore punishment was too horrible to contemplate. Although it was a lesson to me that Mistress was more than happy to involve anyone she trusted in correcting me.

After what seemed an eternity, I heard the lounge door open and two lots of footsteps headed towards the kitchen. A minute later Mistress was standing one my one side, Mistress Karen on the other.

“We have kindly decided to ensure you don’t get any infections in those welts. So Mistress Karen and I will rub some salt into your wounds. That as I’m sure you know will hurt but it’s for your own good, so no moans or you will get more strokes of the cane. Ready?”

“Yes Mistress” I said meekly bracing myself.
They each rubbed a handful of salt into each buttock, as Mistress whispered into my ear to stay calm. 

The pain was intense. I wanted to cry, but kept my mouth shut. Just.
“I’ve checked online and the salt should be left on the wounds for at least and hour. So we can’t waste that time watching over you”, she said, as she buckled a collar around my neck.

“Wrists” she commanded. I put my arms out behind me as they fastened leather cuffs around each wrist and without further ado each wrist was attached to the neck collar.

“You’ll now stand here for at least an hour, while Mistress Karen and I enjoy the summer sun in the garden. Don’t go anywhere!” Mistress chuckled as their footsteps faded down the corridor.

The pain was stinging, really horrible. I so wanted to shower my backside and remove the sensation which the salt was causing. But I stood still not daring to move not able to touch my buttocks.

Minutes slowly passed, the hour felt like hours. Mistress returned released my wrists and instructed me to get glasses of wine and prepare dinner. She also made it clear that I was not to wipe off the salt which covered my rear.

The rest of the evening was uneventful. I cooked and served the two Mistresses. They took delight in rubbing my bottom every time I was nearby knowing the burning sensation it caused.

Mistress Karen was staying another night and they were both setting off early in the morning for their respective jobs, so I was dismissed after dinner was cleared away as I had to be up early to serve breakfast.
After showering and washing the salt off my sore bottom I was so tired and fell into slumber quickly, but awoken through the night when I turned onto my back and the tender backside reminded me of the days events.

I served breakfast as usual. They both looked stunning in the work, power suits with tight fitting skirts and heels. Having helped them on with their coats and curtsied they both were heading down the drive to their cars, not before Mistress Karen had said she hoped to give my bottom some more attention in the future and Mistress said she would be home by 7.00pm, dinner for 8.00pm.

The next few days followed the now well established pattern. Mistress off early to work, home late and I as her maid taking care of all household duties. Everything thing from cooking, cleaning, laundry was my responsibility, as the Mistress and head of the household she did nothing around the house other than give me orders.

Mistress was her usual commanding self but also enquired as to how I was feeling after my punishment weekend and looked over my backside to ensure it was healing. It was very sore in the days that followed my flogging.

She took the opportunity to ensure that I knew I was loved and would be cared for by her, but she always added the rider that would only be as her maid, not her husband or lover.

The times she sort my personal services seemed to diminish, although I was always offered the chance to massage her feet at the end of the day, which I became adept at. If she felt I had done a good job she would allow me to kiss her feet, with the heady smell of a day in heels and the luxurious feel of her hosiery on my lips I took every opportunity to show how much I wished to serve her.

As the next weekend started to loom she announced that she would be away on the Saturday night. This time there was no vagueness as to where she was going or who she was seeing. She took delight in mentioning her lovers name and the fact that they were staying in a five star hotel.

I now understood that the physical pain of being caned or confined was nothing to the mental anguish and torture that I felt at the knowledge that my Mistress was now seeing another man. I had to try and get into my head that I was no longer a man, but a sissy maid who was fortunate enough to serve the woman he loved.

To drill that into my head, in the days running up to the Saturday Mistress enjoyed teasing my with lots of comments about what she might do with Dan, both socially and sexually. It was so hard to hear, but it was right that Mistress took every chance to remind me of my new status and that shame and lack of dignity were things that I must constantly carry.

When Saturday arrived I was a usual nervous. More so as I knew that she was now seeing someone and I would be alone. She was being picked up late afternoon and said I could help her pack and get ready.
After showering she sat on her stool in front of the vanity mirror applying make up. As she worked I was to pack her bag.

I took out her hold-all from the cupboard and put it on the bed, she said, ”in the en-suite you’ll find a pair of my dirty knickers on the floor, bring them to me maid.”

I picked up a very Lacy pair of knickers and took them to her. She always knew when to tug on my submissive strings, when to exert her dominance over me. Taking the knickers she turned slightly and beckoned me to come closer. Taking the crotch she held them against my nose. I smelt her heady scent.

“Open.” She slipped them in my mouth. “Now you are close to your Mistress whilst you help her to get ready to see her lover, what a lucky maid you are.”

I mumbled “yes.” 

“Now I want to wear my black pencil skirt and red mohair jumper, you can select a sexy bra and pantie set plus a pair of silk hold up tan stockings, ones with lace tops and my patent black court shoes. I need to look alluring when Dan picks me up and I know he likes me to wear a skirt as his hands may stray in the car,” she chuckled.

I set out what she required and returned to stand nearby as she continued with her make up. 

“Right you can pack my little black dress for tomorrow night, the off the shoulder one, my black strapless bra and some matching panties, pale black tights as that hemline is just too short for stockings,” she tittered. “For Sunday, as we may go out for lunch before he drops me off, my pale blue jeans, light blue silk blouse and the fancy leather jacket, you know the one.”

I mumbled, “Yes Ma’am.” 

“Oh I’ll leave you to sort some more underwear, nothing frumpy though, I need to look and feel sexy. My light brown suede boots. Now anything else,” she pondered. “My silk short nightie, the dark blue one and matching robe. Don’t take long.”

I hurried to my task. Feeling the weight of humiliation as I helped my wife prepare for her weekend with her lover. 

With everything neatly packed, I handed her the cloths she was wearing today, watching in awe as she got dressed. She looked amazing, so alluring, so desirable and so sexy. The pain which stabbed me was the fact that this was all for another.

She told me to remove her now soaking panties from my mouth and follow her downstairs and to bring her bag.
I helped her on with her beautiful long black coat and she turned to face me. 

“This will be a challenge for you,” she said looking into my eyes, ”especially as this has been the first time I’m away and you know that I am with another man. But this was always going to be how our relationship would develop and that has now accelerated with you becoming a full time maid, my maid. I want you to know I will care for you and protect you, you will always be part of my life and I love having you serving me and being my maid, you have bought a lot of happiness into my life and if your Mistress is happy you should be happy.”

“Yes Ma’am I am happy and thank you saying those kind words, your pleasure is very important to me,” 

“Awww bless you,” she said giving me a peak on the cheek, “you are very sweet and you make a lovely sissy maid.”

With that a car horn beeped outside, her lover was here. 

She headed for the door, “you’ll probably not hear from me until I return to tomorrow, work hard on your duties, bed by 10.00 pm and I’ll look in on you with the cameras and you can think of me getting fucked,” she said with a smirk.

“Byeeeee,” and she was gone. 

The next day was a challenge as she had said, for no matter how busy I kept myself, my mind constantly returned to what she was doing. All those thoughts reinforced my submissive need to serve her. I would have loved to be able to play with myself but the wretched chastity belt put pay to that. Again the fact that I could not come amplified my subservience. She knew me so well, as we had talked around world of fantasies for years, my inner desires had been laid bare. That of course was in the past, the present was where those fantasies had become my reality and unlike the past I could not turn off switch and return to normal life. I was now trapped in every way, living every hour of everyday, as a subservient sissy cuckold maid, where shame and humiliation were my rewards.

I was conflicted. In that the life I was now living was a dream and one that many like me would crave. One the other side the intensity was extreme, the emotional toll huge as I saw my marriage unravel and a very different future than what I planned be revealed.

Thoughts both positive and negative rumbled around my head for the rest of the weekend. Mistresses return late Sunday afternoon bought some respite.

She looked radiant positively glowing. I knew that meant she had had a good time with her lover.
She was kind to me in the evening, asking how I was, letting me sit by her feet as we watched the telly. 

Just as I was relaxing, she said switching o ff the box as a programme finished, “I’ve a few things to tell you.” My heart rate quickened.

“I’ve been talking to Mistress Karen and Dan about you and we’ve decided a few things.” 

It was like I was now chattels, goods e ffectively where not only my Mistress but her friend and lover decided what should happen in my life.

I looked up at her, as she gently stroked my hair. “You did well at Mistress Karen’s house the other day and I’m conscious that you spend most days cooped up in this house and you do need to get out more. Also you’ve done well with the housework here and you are performing like the perfect housemaid you were always meant to be. So we have been talking to other friends and I’m going to start to hire you out at least once a week to other households for cleaning duties, they may also have other tasks in the future but we will start with cleaning. It’ll be a good experience for you to get to serve other people and help with improving your humility.”

“Yes Ma’am, thank you I said.” Wondering who these other households where. 

“And next weekend we are going to have a party,” she smiled at me. “Well to be specific I’m going to have a party and you are going to serve.”

I swallowed. 

“There will just be six, so I’m sure you’ll cope. Karen and her friend, who I don’t think you’ll have met and another couple, you may know her and Dan will be accompanying me. It’s about time you met him, he’s certainly looking forward to meeting you. He will be staying over, so he also gets to spend some time here on the Sunday. I’m keen for him to see how submissive you are and that you are not a threat to him. I will not seek to embarrass you amongst my friends, although you know that will happen if I don’t think you have behaved well and performed your duties to a high standard. Is that understood maid?” She said taking on a slightly firmer tone.

“Yes Ma’am, I fully understand, I’m eager to serve you and your friends,” I said. 

“I have decided,” she went on, “to get you a new uniform for the occasion, it should arrive this week. Your pink one is so very very sissy to bright for serving at dinner, as you’ll just be a distraction and your evening one, as you have now is a bit too plain. So I’ve ordered a full French maids dress and some fabulous petticoats, with some fully fashioned seamed stockings to show off your legs, I hope you’ll like it. Oh tut,” she chuckled, “there I go slipping into old habits, as it does not matter if you like it or not, it’ll be what you are wearing as that’s what I want.”

She smiled down at me and I smiled.
She was still stroking my hair. Was there more to come? 

“It’ll be the first time you meet Dan and the first time he stays over, but it’ll be good to cross that line and you can lie in your maids room knowing that a few steps away I’m having sex with my lover, that’ll be a delicious thought for me. Maybe one day you can be part of our bedroom games, it would make it so shameful for you, but it’s one of my fantasies,” she said. “To be fucked and look over to my pansy ex-husband wallowing in shame and humiliation. That would make for sensational sex,” she muttered sighing to herself.
“Still something for the future. For this week there will be lots of preparation for the weekend. We will chat tomorrow night about the menu for the weekend, right glass of Merlot maid, chop chop.”

The week that followed was busy and went quickly as there was lots to do. 

Mistress was busy in work, so after she had decided on the menu for the meal I was charged with sourcing ingredients and preparing everything.

My new dress arrived on Wednesday. It was beautiful black taffeta, off the shoulder, tight waist with flared circular skirt. This in turn was uplifted by a petticoat with layers of white crinoline, so that the hem of the skirt rose up my thighs and any bending made it impossible not to expose my stocking tops. Shorter than what I had imagined but Mistress liked it.

I could feel the excitement rise as each day passed. 

On the Friday night Mistress supervised the weekly un locking of the chastity belt. I had become quite used to by now and it certainly stopped me playing with myself. She teased me whilst I showered and cleaned it.

“So maid how long is it since you last came?” She enquired.
“Several weeks Ma’am,” I said looking down at my shrivelled cock.
“Would you like to come now?” She asked. “Oh yes please Ma’am,” I said enthusiastically.
She smiled at me. 

“Not the right answer maid. Just shows me how much you want it and therefore as your Mistress I must not let you have what you want. So put your belt back on. I may let you play with yourself, if you perform well over the weekend.”

Crest fallen I picked up the belt, placed the steel band with neoprene padding around my waist, slipped my penis into the pouch and clipped that onto the crotch plate with the chains already fixed to the rear. Pulled it all into position at the centre of the belt, fitted the lock into place, which was always the fiddly bit. I looked across at Mistress who was watching dispassionately. Manoeuvred it together pressed the padlock into place and click, I was locked up again.

It was a clever device, as it allowed me to fully perform my bodily functions whilst denying access to my genitals. I was getting quite used to it having worn it for several months. I handed Mistress the padlock key which was on a silver chain which she put on her neck.

“It’s a funny world maid,” she said thoughtfully. “You now have no access to your little cock, no sex in fact, whereas I am having the best sex in my life. I’m enjoying this, having a lover is a real physical boost and knowing that you are denied and shamed I find an incredible turn on. So my dear maid although you are suffering and I can see that you are happy in the knowledge that you are giving me, your Mistress pleasure through your discomfort. Funny old world,” she repeated.

As I stood there in my chastity belt I said, “anything I can do to make you happy is my pleasure Ma’am.” 

“That’s good to hear my little maid, you have come on so well, I knew you would. Still long way to go! Turn around let’s look at your backside after your beating from Mistress Karen.”

I did as instructed. 

“That’s looking good, as she ran her hand across my backside. Karen said afterwards how much she enjoyed doing that. I will let her beat you again, you need to be aware of that, but not just yet as I want to see your bottom fully recovered first.”

I felt a lot of relief at that. 

“I’m going to have a little relax before dinner and you can come and join me.” I followed her to what was now her bedroom and watched in awe as she slowly took off her work cloths.

She indicated that I pick up her cloths. I hung up her suit and put her underwear in the laundry basket. Sitting at her vanity table she looked across at me.

“You do look a bit exposed there maid,” standing as I was with only my chastity belt on. “I don’t like seeing you without any female cloths on, go and put your nightie on.” I quickly collected a pink nightie on from my bedroom slipping it on and returning I found Mistress was lying naked face down on her bed.

“Be a good maid and lick my arse, it’s been a busy day in the office, so I’m sure it’ll be a delight for you.” 

I did not hesitate in getting to my knees bending over the end of the bed and burying my head in the cleft of her buttocks. Some people may see this act as the height of debasement. That might have been my past view, but life had changed so much as my overriding desire was to serve my Mistress to give her pleasure and I took the act of serving her in anyway she wished as a privilege.

When she was satisfied I was dismissed and changed into my evening formal uniform to serve dinner. Bed soon followed for both of us, as always in separate rooms. We both had a busy day to follow.

I arose early dressed in my day uniform, grey housecoat and full apron, usual plain underwear and black stockings. My evening attire would be very different and I was already get excited at the thought of wearing it and being shown off to others, equally I was nervous at the thought of seeing Mistress with her lover. Keeping busy was always a tonic so set to work preparing breakfast and get everything ready for the evening. Table to be set, house all neat, clean and tidy. Mistress also wanted help in the afternoon to dress and I needed to time to get into the new uniform she had purchased for me.
Early afternoon she took a quick inspection of how the table looked and a quick tour of the house. She was keen to see that her bedroom was very neat, as clearly she and Dan would be sharing the room that night, a thought which sent my tummy a flutter. Satisfied with the house I was left to continue preparing the meal. Three courses for six as well as all the serving was quite a task. Although over the last several months with being given responsibility for all cooking my culinary skills had definitely improved. Mistress now took part in no activities in the kitchen, other than I had to get her weekly approval for the meal plan.

By late afternoon I was summoned to her bedroom where she had just come out of the shower and was wrapped in a towelling robe.

“I know you are not really a lady’s maids, but I intend to train you to that position, but as my housemaid you have an intimate knowledge of your Mistress and I want to explore that now in relation to what I should wear tonight. So you know my boyfriend will be here tonight, what do you think I should wear?”

I was shocked, didn’t know what to say. Apart from the fact that I had been rarely asked anything over the preceding months I was conflicted. Should I suggest something sexy and provocative for an evening with her lover or something more sedate trying to dampen and hide the fact that my wife, my (as things now were) ex-wife was seeing her new man this evening and that fact was gnawing away at me. Also what was her expectation, what would she want me to say?
My mind flashed through options, I said, knowing what I would want if I was in her place. “Something revealing Mistress that had a hidden element to it, but flashes of sexuality, perhaps the long red dress dress with high split up to the to the thigh.”

As soon as I uttered these words, I questioned myself. Why was I suggesting making my Mistress more attractive? 

“Good girl,” said Mistress, “I appreciate the suggestion and more so as you are helping to make me more desirable to my lover, as a helpful cuckold should, well done.”

I was happy to have pleased her but that satisfaction was tinged with shame in helping her to look better for another man. Looking down at how I was dressed, how I was behaving just drove home again the fact I was not a man, I was her sissy maid.

“Stop gawping girl and get the dress out, plus my finest black bra and pantie set. I’ll have to wear tights as that slit is quite high I recall, some fine denier ones light tan should go nicely. Oh and I’ll wear my red patent heels, be a good girl and give them a clean.

I knew instantly which shoes Mistress, so having retrieved and laid out on her bed the lingerie and a new pair of tights I took the shoes down stairs to ensure they were absolutely as clean as new. They were gorgeous, slip on, with four inch spiked heels and patent bright red leather. I knew they would look sensational with the dress. 
Returning to her bedroom, I could see she was busy attending to her make up. I placed the shoes on the floor. She looked across at me and then checked her bedside clock.

“Right time is moving on, you need to get ready. I want you downstairs in your dress and all the frills, nicely made up in hour and half. I want you to look immaculate maid, remember you are representing me as your Mistress so that reflection needs to be first class, not only in terms of how you perform tonight but how you present. Go on off you go,” I was dismissed with a wave of her hand.

Curtsying I hurried to my room and quickly took off my housecoat and underwear. 

I had already laid out on the bed my new dress and petticoat. They were fabulous as I stroked them gently with my finger tips, feeling the excitement rising that I would soon be serving several guests dressed as the most mincing and dare I say it sexy maid imaginable.

First my underwear. As I had already given this some thought in the preceding days I knew exactly what I was going to put on. A waist clincher was a must, as Mistress would expect me to wear some garment which constantly reminded me of feeling controlled. With my weight loss, due to Mistress placing me on a strict diet my waist line had definitely slimmed, but a clincher always added that extra bit.

Clipping the front I pulled the laces fairly tight, without making it too uncomfortable. I was after all going to have a busy evening. Next came a suspender belt, black like the clincher with clips at rear and six suspenders as I was keen to ensure the fine stockings Mistress had bought me stayed taught all evening. The belt had a high waist and I clipped it together at the tightest setting.

Just three more items and then make up. I was feeling so excited and so nervous I hoped I could keep my hand steady.

Mistress had been kind to buy me a black strapless bra, as the dress was off the shoulder and she was keen to expose my shoulders without straps showing. It fitted very tightly with elastic which stretched to hold a small pair of breast forms in place. Not like real breasts for sure but it gave me a figure.

Penultimately my stockings. These were exquisite. Fully fashioned nylons, black with a seam. Carefully unwrapping the packaging I rolled them up my long legs. The pleasure of wearing nylons, even more so beautiful nylons was something that only a trans person could really embrace with such a thrill. These articles of femininity were the symbol of womanhood, showing off in their silky feel the beauty of a lady’s legs, whilst a trial to hold in place, with fiddly suspenders running down the thighs.

I adjusted the seams a few times, checking in the mirror to ensure they were straight, as I knew Mistress would check. 

And to panties. I pulled out from my knicker draw a pair of black ruffled panties with rows of white lace along the backside. These were made to be seen not discrete in anyway, but I figured if Mistress did put me on display and in front of guests told me to lift the skirt of my dress at least they would have something to stare at.

As I pulled up the panties I just remembered to place in a sanitary pad, as I certainly would have been punished if I forgot that.

Sitting in front of the vanity mirror I applied my make up. I had taken note of all the instructions Mistress had given me and had become far more proficient at making myself look reasonably feminine. Blending I learnt was so important so there were no quick changes in shade, it was all subtle. I paid particular attention to my lips, as lining was so important to give a bow kiss shape, with gloss at the centre of bright red lips.

A pair of hooped silver rings into each ear and I could move onto the thrill that was stepping into my new dress. With a zip at the rear which I managed to do with ease I was encased in the taffeta black maids dress. Stepping into the petticoat I pulled it up to my waist tying the ribbon tight and smoothed the skirt around it. The crinoline petticoat “did what it said on the tin.” With several layers it pushed up the dress skirt and as I looked in the full length mirror I could see that any bending would reveal my stocking tops. But then that is what I was a sissy maid, on display for others to humiliate and make fun off. If I was truthful to myself those feelings run solidly through my very being. I was being what I was always meant to be.

I quickly tied a small white apron around my waist which clearly signified my role, edged as it was with white lace. Stepping into patent black court shoes with a three inch heel, there was just my maids headband again full of white lace.

There I was ready. 

I looked in the mirror several times. My emotions were running everywhere. I was to serve a party for the first time at which my Mistress would be with her boyfriend. I would be treated with indifference as a maid dressed in humiliating finery. My thoughts and concerns were unimportant, I would be used, mocked and shamed. All this was about to happen, but I needed to be treated as the total submissive I was, I loved the gorgeous cloths I now wore and had an overwhelming desire to be humble, obedient and to give pleasure to others.

I snapped myself out of my musings and returned to Mistresses room, curtsied and saw my most beautiful wife putting on her jewellery and getting ready to go downstairs. She looked stunning and even more so as her beauty was not for me but her lover, the man who would now have every part of her.

She told me to do a twirl and was pleased with what she saw. I took the opportunity to tell that she looked amazing, she smiled.

Following her downstairs I watched in awe as every other step her long leg flashed out from the split in the dress. 

There was about half hour before the first guests arrived. Everything was ready. Mistress sat in the lounge and requested a sherry, she also said I could have one, so I returned with two glasses, she told me to sit on the armchair, something that I had not done in her presence for several months.

I sat down carefully making sure the dress did not ride up albeit the petticoats pushed the skirt up, my outfit was really not made to sit in.

She took a sip of Sherry her long fingers with manicured red nails encircling the glass. She smiled at me.
“We have both come a long way, you and I,” she said.
“Yes Ma’am,” I responded. 

“I never thought it would be so easy to convert you into my maid,” she said, “although now I look back all the ingredients were there it just took that step that took us both from our cosy worlds of fantasies into the world of reality.”

She took another sip of sherry. 

“Thank you Ma’am for helping me make that change, I do so love being your maid, it’s everything to me,” I said with all the sincerity I could.

“Yes it’s working out well. I think when you signed all assets over to me that was the turning point. I had expected some resistance, but no you were your naturally compliant self, just wanting to serve and bring me pleasure, which you do,” she added.
“It did feel that was very significant to me Ma’am but also felt the right thing to do. Not only do I serve you but I am owned effectively by you and I like that,” I said.

“Yes I do need to encapsulate all of that into a binding contract that is irreversible, I’m still giving that some thought. But this my dear little maid is by no means the end of the journey as I intend to like tonight for example push boundaries and fashion you into the the most effective maid any Mistress could have.”

“I’m giving thought to getting more piercing done, should be fun and gives more options for restraint. Maybe some permanent eyeliner, well you are full time maid now,” she said emphatically. “Actually I’m talking to Dan about that, as he some very creative ideas as to how to punish you.”

I shuddered, more at the mention of his name rather than the thought of more forms of punishment. 

“We’ve been debating making your life harder,” she continued. “I’ll not go into details now, but to wet your appetite and to ensure some anticipation, Dan thinks I should make you wear a hood, a bondage hood, whilst you are doing your housework. Basically so he and I don’t have to look at your face and it would depersonalise you. I do like that idea, also making you wear chains to make the days work harder, as I don’t want you getting complacent. What do you think of that idea?” She asked.

“If that pleases you Ma’am then of course it would please me,” I replied.
“I had a look as some bondage sites last night,” she continued with her theme, “the range of hoods is tremendous and of course they are all lockable. In fact Dan suggested that I have you wear one all week day and night! We shall see in good time. They are, however, expensive.” She paused. “Which brings me onto another thought Dan and I have been discussing.”

The mention again of his name sending a barbed arrow at my heart. But then that was the objective, as Mistress knew the distress it would cause me, so she would keep reminding me of her lover.

“All these fine female cloths I am having to buy you,” she glanced up and down at my beautiful uniform. “They are expensive. So Dan suggested that I hire you out to friends to do housework to earn some cash, but he went further and proposed that we pimp you out for sex, he says he’s a few friends who would like the use of a cock - sucking whore - his words you understand,” she exclaimed laughing.

I shivered. 

“I quite like that thought,” she said, “even more so with the irony of you earning cash whilst on your knees, so I can then buy more bondage gear to make you suffer - what a neat circle of actions, don’t you think.”

It was not a question, but I muttered “yes Ma’am.” She continued. “I may even one day see about getting you some proper boobs,” she smiled. “Still that’s all in the future, tonight comes first. When my guests arrive I will be focusing on them and of course Dan. You will very much be a secondary consideration, so if I seem distant and off hand, well you’ll just have to get used to that, as you are only the maid, after all. I’m sure you’ll get teased and humiliated that of course just goes with the territory. Tonight with be a big challenge for you that I’m sure and knowing that I’ll be in Dan’s arms all night is again something you’ll have to get used to, but I’m sure you will perform well and not let me down,” with those words she stared intently at me.

“I will do my best Ma’am.”
“Make sure you do,” as she said that the door bell rang.
I quickly jumped up. “Shall I let your guests in Ma’am?”
She gave a slight nod. I curtsied and headed into the hall. 
Excited and terrified as the next chapter of my journey was about to unfold. 
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