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Foreword

Sissy maids dream of domestic duty all dressed up in satin and lace, but what a mistress really wants is a submissive servant who’ll scrub her floors and sort out her laundry while she sits back and relaxes. A frilly French maid’s uniform may be fine for fantasies, but when a man has to take care of the chores wearing such an outfit in reality, he soon discovers how difficult it is to stay looking his best without compromising on the cleaning! 

Sheer stockings, bulging bras and puffed out petticoats are just some of the challenges that these male maids have to contend with as they set about their duties around the house, knowing they mustn’t let mistress down when it comes to their domestic service. The husbands and boyfriends in these stories about men as maids have more on their minds than merely mincing about in the most delicious of dresses, expected to look as immaculate as the houses they clean for their wives and girlfriends - after all, they’re pretty maids put to work! 

• In Cooking for Two, Martin finds himself taking on the duties of a kitchen maid, doing everything that’s necessary to prepare a delicious meal for his girlfriend - right down to shopping for ingredients! Thankfully Emma doesn’t expect him to go to the supermarket in his maid’s uniform, only making him wear panties in public, but once he’s back in the safety of her apartment, it isn’t long before her boyfriend’s donning rather more in the way of satin and lace. Slaving away over a hot stove as he cooks up a feast fit for a princess, Martin can’t help being aware of his ever increasing feminization, but will his mistress be satisfied with the fruits of his labour or will she want more from her maid in exchange for him moving in with her as her live-in servant? 

• Joe has fantasies about becoming a fully fledged maid, dreaming of donning a frilly uniform as he worships his wife, but Anne remains unconvinced, v

knowing how easily her husband can get distracted when dressing up. He’ll have to earn his uniform one garment at a time, taking on the chores she hates in the hope of proving his worth as a humble housemaid. Cleaning the toilet and defrosting the refrigerator are all in a day’s work for this would-be sissy maid being paid by the hour, coming to terms with the realities of dirty dishes in just his wife’s apron and a pair of rubber gloves. Can he show her that he deserves a more feminine outfit for his domestic service? Find out for yourself in Earning His Uniform. 

• The eponymous hero of Introducing Mabel is perfectly at home on his hands and knees around the house, but when his wife wants to extend her maid’s duties to include entertaining her friends, his practical cotton uniform is no longer deemed appropriate. Even his underwear gets upgraded when he swaps scrubbing floors for serving tea, with Cheryl teaching her husband about the finer points of feminine frillies as she puts him in petticoats and pads his bra in order for her domestic servant to look his very best. Practice makes perfect for a man anxiously awaiting his début as a feminized maid in front of another woman, but will his training pay off when the doorbell finally rings? 

• Nick leaves the bed as his wife’s lover and returns as her laundry maid, spending the start of Sunday tidying up after the night before. Dutifully donning corset and bra, he sets about transforming himself from man into maid, stepping into a pretty pink uniform that puts him in no doubt as to his new role even before he’s had breakfast! All dolled up in satin and lace, this feminized man encounters ample reminders of his macho alter ego as he makes the bed and washes the sheets, but however passionately he might have pleasured his wife the previous evening, Alison now wants her husband to serve as her maid! Follow the adventures of a man with two sides to his love in Sunday Morning Maid. 

If you’re going to have your man work as your maid, it’s important that he dresses the part - nothing puts a housemaid husband more firmly in his place than an exquisitely feminine uniform, complete with frilly apron and high heels. 

A submissive crossdresser is sure to give his domestic duties the devotion they deserve when he’s all dolled up as a dainty sissy maid, naturally finding himself seeking to please in a pretty little outfit. This collection of exciting erotic fiction about male maids features the best of both worlds, with men getting dressed up and doing the cleaning as part of loving female led relationships - they’re pretty maids put to work! 

vi

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 
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Cooking for Two

The supermarket was bustling with people, such that Martin found himself having to weave in and out of the other shoppers, sidestepping the trolleys inconsiderately parked in the middle of the aisles and dodging swinging baskets along with ambling pensioners. It was lunchtime and half the world seemed to have the same idea, picking up sandwiches or snacks to see them through the afternoon. Even the queues for the express checkouts stretched halfway down the store, but Martin was far from being ready to pay for his purchases, still working his way down the shopping list he clutched tightly in his hand. His nerves were beginning to fray a little, the harried man all too conscious of how his lunch break seemed to be slipping away at an alarming speed. He needed to be back at work on time, but equally, he couldn’t afford not to get everything on his list. One way or another, he would have to get through those queues and out of the door in the next quarter of an hour, or he’d end up returning late to the office. 

Perhaps it was a mistake to have come at such a busy time, he mused, almost jogging down the aisle to where the next item on his list was to be found, but then doing so after work wouldn’t have been any better, not when he knew that Emma would be waiting for him. His girlfriend had invited herself to dinner. Actually, she had invited him to dinner at her place, but he would be cooking it for her, along with taking care of a few of her other chores while he was there. It was a complicated arrangement, one which was difficult to explain to an outsider, and so he found it easier to think of her inviting herself for dinner - that was what he would tell anyone who happened to ask why he was lugging around a basket half full of groceries, after all. Chicken breasts, prawns, a bell pepper, an onion and rice - all the ingredients bar some herbs and spices he would need to cook up a delicious paella, along with the bottle of rosé wine he’d already selected to go with it. Conscious of Emma’s diet, there would be a medley of fresh fruit to follow, or at least, there would be once he got that far down the list - right now, filling his basket still had quite a way to go. 

1

The cleaning products that nestled alongside the foodstuffs would be slightly harder to explain, although it wouldn’t be stretching the truth too far to say that Martin wanted the kitchen to look its very best for his dinner guest, going so far as to give it a quick once over before her arrival. That might account for the cream cleaner, the dishcloths and the rubber gloves, the bottle of bleach and the window cleaning spray perhaps being overlooked among them if anyone were to scrutinise the contents of his basket in any detail. Only the hold-up stockings, deliberately concealed beneath the rest of the shopping, would pose much of a problem were they to come to light, perhaps causing Martin to launch into a flustered explanation of how his girlfriend had asked him to pick them up for her given he would be passing. Even that was true after a fashion, although it wouldn’t be Emma who would be wearing the sheer black stockings - she was perfectly capable of buying her own hosiery, just like her boyfriend was doing now. 

Yes, she’d asked him to buy them, but only so that he had a spare pair in case he snagged the ones he was already wearing. 

Stockings weren’t the only item of feminine attire that Martin found himself in as he scurried around the supermarket, for he was also wearing a pair of black satin panties beneath his trousers. He’d have a matching bra on too by the time he knocked on Emma’s door, because his girlfriend expected her maid to arrive appropriately dressed for duty. If she had her way, she had told him on more than one occasion, he would show up on her doorstep in full uniform, but she recognised that wouldn’t be possible when he was coming straight from work. 

Sooner or later, she’d have him wear the bra to work as well, another article of lingerie to get him all hot and bothered in anticipation for the evening ahead. 

There was no way he could do that, he’d protested, finding it embarrassing enough to have to change into such a feminine garment on his way out of the office, but Emma had just smiled mischievously. Stockings were bad enough, although at least she only wanted him to wear those on the days he was visiting her - unlike the panties, which had quietly taken over his underwear drawer until he now wore nothing else for her. 

Once one understood the dynamics of their relationship, the contents of Martin’s shopping basket quickly fell into place. He wouldn’t be going round to his girlfriend’s apartment to be entertained by her, but rather to doing the entertaining, cooking her a delicious meal with the ingredients he was buying now, then cleaning the kitchen afterwards. Of course, Emma would permit him to share in the fruits of his labours, sitting down to dinner with her boyfriend as though they were just a regular couple, but once their plates had been scraped clean and their glasses emptied, he’d be expected to get back to work again, this time tidying up while she relaxed. Moreover, Martin would be dressed as a maid throughout, the 2

intimate attire he was wearing now acting as only the foundation for a thoroughly feminine outfit that served to put him firmly in his place. He would don the rubber gloves in addition to his apron and dress, then set to work with the cleaners, not to mention more than a little elbow grease, until the kitchen was spotless. 

At least, he would be if ever made it out of the supermarket. Martin swore to himself as his intended route down the aisle was blocked for the umpteenth time, on this occasion by an old woman who saw nothing wrong with pushing her trolley into the gap between two others, the gossiping mothers on either side doing little to move out of the way as Martin fumed behind the slow moving senior citizen. 

Then there were the scampering children who would leap out right into the very spot he was about to step, evidently having a whale of a time as they wove around of the trolleys with gleeful abandon. That was more than could be said for Martin, feeling his blood pressure increase with every moment he remained stuck here, forced to adopt a snail’s pace until he was finally able to make it past the blockage without appearing unduly rude. Why would anyone in their right mind want to do their shopping at this time of day if they had any choice in the matter? He certainly wouldn’t have done so had it not been for the importance of pleasing his girlfriend, although Emma wouldn’t be the only one who would hopefully enjoy the evening - despite their unequal roles, Martin was very much looking forward to the occasion himself. 

Picking up a couple of punnets of summer fruit, Martin scanned his shopping list once more, mentally checking off everything he had already picked up, then racking his brains for anything else he might need. Although the paella he’d planned was reasonably flexible in terms of ingredients, it would not do to be halfway through preparing the meal only to find he’d forgotten something vital. 

Nor would Emma take kindly to her maid being anything other than fully equipped with the necessary cleaning supplies. Indeed, it wasn’t beyond his girlfriend to send him out for anything he’d missed, something he was loathe to do given how she insisted he kept all his lingerie on for the duration - and even that involved begging her to be allowed to change out of his uniform. Wearing not only panties and stockings in public but a bra as well always made Martin very nervous, quite apart from the thought of letting the love of his life down. No, it was important that he got everything right now, while there were far fewer repercussions for not doing so, even if that meant facing the hordes again as he went back for the garlic that he’d failed to pick up. 

♥ ♥ ♥

There must be some unwritten rule that said that no matter which queue one picked, it would always be the slowest, Martin sighed, waiting in line to pay for 3

his purchases. He had at least made it to the far end of the checkout’s conveyor belt now, allowing him to unload the contents of his bulging basket rather than having to awkwardly shuffle it along the floor with his feet. That brought with it problems of its own, however, with Martin’s shopping now on display for all to see - not just the mountain of food, but the cleaning products and the stockings too. He’d tried to hide the latter as best he could amongst the other items, but was sure the woman behind him had caught sight of the packet of hosiery as he took it from the basket. Of course, the smirk on her face as he sheepishly looked round in response to her stifled giggle could have been nothing to do with him, brought on by a private joke or simply the strain of the supermarket showing, a possibility Martin could appreciate all too well. Nevertheless, he didn’t want to meet her gaze again, instead keeping his head facing firmly forward as he surveyed the customers in front of him. 

An older woman was at the head of the line, handing over her card to the checkout operator, her purchases packed in numerous bags ready to be carried away once the transaction was completed. Behind her was a somewhat younger woman, whose motley collection of groceries occupied the front half of the conveyor belt. 

She evidently wasn’t a woman of much culinary ability, or else preferred to take things easy in the kitchen, judging by the assortment of ready meals and pre-packaged snacks that seemed to comprise the bulk of her shopping - a far cry from the mix of fresh and raw ingredients that Martin not only liked but was expected to use in his own cooking. After exhausting the possibilities of the woman’s shopping, Martin turned his attention to her back, for that was all that she presented in way of a profile, idly assessing what she was wearing in terms of his own, personal knowledge of feminine attire. 

On close inspection, there was no mistaking the fact that the woman was wearing a bra, although one had to look carefully in order to spot the twin tell-tale bumps of its strap adjusters - the kind of thing that standing in a supermarket queue gave one ample to time to notice, even if one might otherwise overlook them. 

Of late, Emma had been pointing out such subtleties to her boyfriend when they went out together, along with more blatant displays of bra straps peeking out or showing through, such that he couldn’t help but see such signs whenever they were presented to him. The fact that the woman in front of him was wearing a bra didn’t bother him - women wore bras, after all, just as they wore panties, regardless of whether one could see them or not. No, it was the thought that he might have to do so himself one day that made him shudder, giving the woman standing behind him far more than just his stockings to smirk at. She’d read his bra bumps just as easily as he’d done for those of the woman in front of him, the long queue giving her all the time she needed to confirm Martin’s embarrassing 4

little secret. Thank goodness his panties and stockings weren’t at visible - or at least, he hoped they weren’t. Perhaps that was why the woman had smirked, he wondered, hurried stuffing his hands in his back pockets to disguise any panty line while still steadfastly staring forward. 

The pile of ready meals ahead of him slowly diminished as the checkout operator rang them through the till, and soon Martin found himself packing his own groceries into plastic bags, burying the stockings at the bottom of one of them but otherwise taking care to separate fresh produce and cleaning supplies, not wanting to squash or bruise anything in the process. A glance at his watch while he was waiting for the till to process his card revealed he had precious little time to spare if he wasn’t to be back at work late, quite apart from his desire to escape this awful place with queues of smirking women. He hurriedly snatched up the bags in his hands and made a dash for the car park, albeit not without having to weave in and out of yet more pensioners pushing trolleys on what appeared to be deliberate collision courses. Shopping was surprisingly hard work, but he’d survived relatively unscathed, doing his duty as a maid even in the middle of the working day, saving his girlfriend from having to trouble herself with such matters. Even when they were so far apart, Emma was able to relax as a result of her boyfriend slaving away for her, with him taking on the menial drudgery of supermarket shopping so that she didn’t have to. That was something which filled Martin with considerable pride as he looked forward to the evening ahead, knowing that sourcing the raw materials needed to cook and clean for his girlfriend marked only the beginning of his service to her. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Emma had thoughtfully provided her boyfriend with her spare key fob, allowing him to let himself into the apartment building’s lobby with ease rather than having to suffer the ignominy of calling up for her, or worse, having to track down then engage with the building manager. All too conscious of the bra he was now wearing in addition to his other underwear, Martin was of the opinion that the fewer people he met on the way the better. It had been nerve-racking enough to strip off in a toilet cubicle on his way out of the office so as to be able to strap himself into the black satin garment that marked him as hers, then run the gauntlet to his car in the hope that, under cover of darkness, no-one would notice the tell-tale signs of what he was wearing under his shirt. His encounter in the supermarket earlier had taught him that he couldn’t be too careful as far as hiding his intimate attire was concerned, such that he longed for the safety of being by Emma’s side. While he would be donning far more in the way of feminine clothing once he got to her apartment, his maid’s uniform far more damning than 5

the discreet lingerie he was wearing now, there would be no-one but his girlfriend to see it, and Emma knew all about his alter ego. 

Much to his astonishment, Emma had been only too thrilled to hear that Martin liked to dress up while doing the cleaning, insisting that he do so for her at the earliest possible opportunity. Were it not for the fact that he’d shared his intimate secret with her whilst out on a romantic walk in the woods, she would have had him put on his uniform there and then - as it was, she’d made him promise to bring it with him the next time he visited, practically hooting with delight when she finally saw him all dolled up in the delicious satin and lace confection. From there, everything had moved very fast. They’d only been dating for a couple of months, but already Emma had taken charge of Martin’s penchant for feminine things, having him wear pretty panties in place of more masculine underwear and beginning to hint at her wanting him to wear a bra as well. She didn’t want to risk losing such a gem as him, she told him, because a girl who had a maid for a boyfriend wouldn’t have to do any cleaning ever again. His panties, stockings and, in due course, his bra, would keep him from even thinking about other women, not to mention deterring any competition. 

Finding a woman who was only too willing to go along with his secret passion was a dream come true for Martin, but he and Emma shared far more in common than an appreciation for domestic service. He’d found himself falling in love with her from their very first date, a mischievous piece of matchmaking by mutual friends that had had a decidedly happy outcome, but the more he got to know her, the more he realised that they were meant for one another. That she would accept his desire to dress up and serve as a maid was the icing on the cake as far as he was concerned, an essential part of their relationship but far from being its totality. 

For his part, he was willing to compromise so as to make sure that Emma was as satisfied with their arrangement as he was, which was just as well considering his girlfriend had some pretty strong views on where she wanted to take things. 

Although willing to listen to his side of things, she generally wouldn’t give up until she’d turned her boyfriend around to her way of thinking - something he’d learnt when it came to wearing panties for her, a theme she’d developed from little more than idle musings into an insistence that he do so all the time. The bra would follow a similar course, Martin knew, as would the more formalised service arrangements that this evening typified - not just dressing up and fooling around, as had been the case at the beginning, but a night in together based on the assumption he was her maid. 

Two young women were coming out of the lift as Martin entered the lobby, evidently going out for a night on the town judging by their skimpy designer outfits, one in a sparkly mini-dress, the other in a low cut top and miniskirt, 6

the clatter of their stilettos on the wooden floor audible even over their raucous laughter. Seeing Martin clutching his shopping bags close to his body like a housewife, his arms weighed down by all the groceries he carried, they burst into giggles once more, blowing the burdened man a kiss as they tottered out of the building already rather the worse for wear. What would such girls think if they knew what Martin had in store for him this evening, serving as his girlfriend’s maid while dressed in even more feminine clothing than the lingerie he was already wearing? The thought caused him to blush with shame as he made for the safety of the lift, hoping that the sleek elevator wouldn’t stop at any other floors as he pressed the button that would take it right to the top of the building. 

Thankfully, the lift did just that, and soon Martin was striding along a plush corridor that would soon take him to his girlfriend’s door. If there was one thing that could be said about these executive apartments, Martin thought, it was their resemblance to an upmarket hotel. There were arty pictures hung on the tastefully wallpapered walls of the communal areas, whereas the parquet floor was evidently polished on a regular basis - the hefty maintenance fee that Emma paid for the privilege of living here ensured that, but then his girlfriend insisted on only the very best when it came to her accommodation. She was of the opinion that she deserved to live like a princess, and Martin was in no position to argue with her on that - indeed, he was only too willing to oblige, doing his bit to help her live the life of luxury she so desired. Tonight that would mean cooking her a delicious meal using only the finest of ingredients, then ensuring that Emma’s kitchen was left as spotless as the rest of her apartment, all whilst wearing a uniform just as fancy himself. 

The brass numbers that signified that he’d finally reached his girlfriend’s apartment stood out proudly against the dark wooden panelled door, gleaming as though they’d been polished only that morning. Martin wondered whether that fell within the remit of the building’s maintenance staff or whether, in due course, Emma would expect her maid to stand in her doorway, polish and cloth in hand, buffing up her brass until he could see his feminized reflection in it. Perhaps she would close the door behind him, leaving him standing in the corridor for all to see while he performed this most menial of duties for her, leaving him to explain his satin and lace to whomever happened to chance upon him in the process. He knew many of the other occupants of the apartment by sight now, not knowing the names of the two women he’d passed earlier, but recognising their faces as ones he’d seen in this very corridor, coming out of a door further along it as he reported for duty on a previous occasion. The thought of his earlier encounter with them came to mind, causing him to blush with shame once more. 

Putting down his shopping momentarily outside the door, Martin took the liberty 7

of shrugging his aching shoulders and massaging the palms of his hands where the handles of the plastic carrier bags had cut into them before rapping the ornate brass knocker in a cheerful rhythm. There was a muffled call of acknowledgement from inside, giving Martin enough time to pick up his burdens again before the heavy door swung open to reveal the figure of his girlfriend, her face brightening into a smile as she greeted him. Emma didn’t wait for her boyfriend to get inside, let alone put his shopping down, before planting a smoochy kiss on his lips, but the bulky bags he was still laden with made it difficult for her to express her emo-tions towards him in the manner of the all-embracing hug that ordinarily marked their meeting. Beckoning him inside, she allowed him to cross the threshold far enough for the door to be closed behind them before tackling him again, Martin fortunately having placed his shopping down in anticipation of his girlfriend’s need to get touchy-feely. 

With nothing now impeding her, Emma wrapped her arms around her boyfriend’s body, caressing his back with her hands as she pressed up against him, giving Martin a longer, more passionate kiss in the process. She didn’t let go of him when she finally came up for air, looking up into his eyes with a questioning sparkle. “Have you been wearing it all day?”, she asked breezily, leaving Martin in no doubt as to what she was referring to, her fingers tracing the outline of his bra through his shirt and jacket. “You know you’re going to, one day”, she grinned as Martin shook his head sheepishly, the question of his bra wearing one that was cropping up more and more often in their conversations these days. “You’d better make it up to me this evening!”, Emma laughed, before changing tack, looking inquisitively at the bags by her boyfriend’s side. “What are you cooking for dinner?”, she enquired. “Just you wait and see!”, Martin teased, blocking her cheeky attempt to investigate his shopping by picking up the bags and carrying them into the apartment proper, safe from her prying eyes. Emma might be his mistress, but the shopping was a matter for her maid! 

♥ ♥ ♥

Emma’s apartment was a modern, open-plan affair, with a sophisticated kitchen cum breakfast bar at one end of the large main room and a lounge area at the other, the latter looking out onto a balcony and beyond through double French doors. Playfully fending off his girlfriend’s continued curiosity, Martin put the carrier bags down on one of the gleaming granite work surfaces, knowing that Emma would be sure to rummage through their contents as soon as his back was turned. She made no secret of the fact, intimating strongly at her intentions as she adopted a tone of mock seriousness. “Hadn’t you better be getting changed? 

These ingredients won’t cook themselves, whatever they are. Your uniform’s in 8

its usual place”, she told him, barely waiting for him to put the bottle of wine in the fridge before bustling him off in the direction of the bedroom so as to be finally be able to satisfy her inquisitiveness. 

Emma had commandeered Martin’s maid’s uniform after seeing him in it for the very first time, insisting that she wasn’t going to let her boyfriend be anyone else’s maid but hers. When his own, rather more modest flat, needed cleaning, she would be more than happy to bring it round and watch him work, but only under her supervision. With the exception of his lingerie, which she positively encouraged him to wear whenever possible, Emma didn’t want him dressing as a maid without her, which meant that Martin’s uniform, with its assortment of feminine accoutrements, now lived in her wardrobe rather than his. While Martin had been slightly concerned by this development at the beginning, worried that he wouldn’t be able to dress up as often as he might like, Emma wasted no opportunity to have her boyfriend serve her, albeit on her terms, such that actually their arrangement worked rather well. If nothing else, it saved Martin from the trouble of carting his uniform around with him all the time, something he was mightily glad of when he had enough in the way of groceries to carry without having to worry about the likes of bulky breast forms and heels. 

Like the bathroom, the bedroom was a separate room, leading off the corridor that opened out into the main area of the apartment. Commanding a view almost as impressive as that from the lounge, albeit through a rather smaller window, Martin would have been able to appreciate the benefits of his girlfriend living in a penthouse flat were it not for the fact that he was busy plucking out everything he needed for his evening’s service from her wardrobe and drawers. Already wearing all the lingerie he needed as a maid, that meant finding his satin and lace uniform among his girlfriend’s dresses, its apron and petticoats hung on the same hanger from the last time Martin had worn them. His patent leather stilettos were snuggled up alongside Emma’s rather more expansive array of footwear, just one more pair of shoes in a rack of countless others to the casual observer, but making all the difference to a man’s gait. Finally, there were the twin mounds of silicone that would fill out his bra, currently boxed up in an unassuming position at the bottom of the wardrobe but soon to find themselves giving Martin a bust line to rival any woman’s. 

After laying out everything he needed on the snow white duvet of Emma’s double bed, Martin proceeded to divest himself of his male attire, stripping off his socks and shoes, jacket, shirt and trousers to reveal the feminine underwear he wore beneath. Neatly folding his menswear on the chair in the corner of the room, Martin caught sight of his reflection in the full-length mirror on the wall opposite. Wearing nothing but sheer black stockings and a satin bra and panties, the 9

feminized man found himself feeling simultaneously supremely submissive and yet aroused at the vulnerable state of mind such sexy lingerie engendered in him. It was the perfect foundation for a maid, but far from the only clothing he would need if he was to serve his girlfriend that evening beyond the bedroom - Emma expected him to be appropriately dressed for his duties, no matter how impractical the rest of his uniform might be, and cooking and cleaning in just his lingerie was simply beyond the pale. 

Before Martin could make a start at donning the skimpy dress whose shiny black satin contrasted so sharply against the stiff white cotton of the duvet cover, there was the small matter of his breasts to attend to. They would be anything but small once he’d inserted the wobbly silicone forms into the cups of his bra, the flesh coloured lumps with their realistic nipples giving Emma’s maid a far more respectable bust than the less than an A-cup that he was naturally endowed with. 

The fact that Martin had such an intimate knowledge of bra sizes at all marked him out among other men, preparing him for the time when, like a woman, he would wear such a feminine garment all the time, his girlfriend had told him, causing Martin to squirm at the thought. Nevertheless, he still found himself becoming aroused as he transformed his chest from masculine flatness to having unmistakable feminine curves, playfully giving his newfound bust a gentle jiggle before moving on to the body of his maid’s uniform itself. 

After unzipping the black satin dress, Martin carefully removed it from its hanger and proceeded to step into its shiny folds, working the tight fitting garment up his body until he was able to insert his arms through its short, puffed out sleeves. 

Zipping it up behind his back was always somewhat of a struggle, requiring a variety of gymnastic manoeuvres before Martin was able to finally finish fastening the figure hugging dress, its satin now pulled so taut over his chest as to display a pair of permanently erect nipples, prominently protruding through the sleek material. In contrast to its bodice, the uniform’s flared out skirt hung loosely in folds around his thighs, but that was soon rectified when Martin stepped into the voluminous petticoats that accompanied the dress, pulling the rustling mass up his legs until its elastic waistband clung around his body, pushing out his skirt at a surprising angle in the process. The silky white fabric which, like the body of his uniform, was trimmed with copious amounts of lace, covered the tops of his stockings but only just, giving its wearer a certain provocativeness, forever in danger of becoming indecent. 

A tiny little apron was all that remained on the hanger now, its slender semicircle of white satin trimmed with lace being far from functional as a pinafore, but more than making up in symbolism what it lacked in practicality. Without it, Martin might merely have been a man in a dress - admittedly, a very stylised dress -
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but once he’d tied the long ribbons of the apron around his waist into a neat bow behind his back, he was unmistakably a maid, expected to selflessly serve the needs of others rather than look to his own satisfaction. As such, the apron was possibly the most important part of his uniform despite its diminutive size, such that a man wearing it would know his place even if he were wearing nothing else. Emma had had him do that before now, insisting he keep the scrap of satin on even while he found his place between her legs, his manhood swelling angrily beneath it while he adopted the role of the lady’s maid, setting to work satisfying his mistress with his lips and tongue. 

That only left his shoes, a pair of black patent leather stilettos that were as exaggerated as the rest of his attire. Their five inch heels imposed an undeniably feminine gait, naturally encouraging their wearer to thrust his chest forwards and his buttocks backwards if he wished to remain balanced whilst tottering around in them, forcing him to adopt a dainty mince that was most unmanly and yet perfect for a maid. Unlike many of the other shoes that accompanied them in the rack, there were no complicated straps or buckles to worry about - the stilettos slipped on Martin’s feet with a deceptive ease that was quite out of keeping with the difficulty he had walking in them. They could slip off his feet just as easily, but woe betide Martin if Emma caught her maid in just his stockinged toes while he was working for her - however tempting it might be to take a breather from the fearsome footwear. Martin knew better than to succumb, knowing that Emma wanted him rendered helpless and vulnerable whilst serving her. The stilettos certainly achieved that, he mused, gingerly getting to his feet and trying to find his balance again now that he was several inches taller and distinctly unstable -

even without the rest of his uniform, they’d leave any man at the mercy of the woman who made him wear them. 

Inspecting himself in the mirror, Martin twirled his body, allowing himself a moment of girlish delight as he felt his petticoats and skirt swish around his thighs. 

The resulting gust of air between his legs shot right up his panties, reminding Martin of just how short and skimpy his outfit was. Coupled with the bulging bust that threatened to overflow out of his black satin bodice and the smoky black stockings whose lace tops could just be made out beneath his frilly white petticoats, leading down his legs to heels that were more appropriate for a streetwalker than a professional cleaner, Martin was now thoroughly feminized and ready to serve. Beyond the inherent ludicrousness of such an overtly sexualised outfit, more in keeping with a pornographic fantasy than suited to genuine housework, there seemed to be nothing amiss in his reflection. In the few minutes it had taken him to get changed, Martin had been transformed from a man whose secret lingerie might go unnoticed in the street to undeniably being a feminized maid - not just 11

any maid, but his girlfriend’s maid. As he stepped out of the bedroom, he knew his role this evening was to serve Emma to the best of his abilities, cooking and cleaning in the hope of pleasing her. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Emma had made no secret of her interest in Martin’s shopping, judging by how she’d left the contents of the carrier bags scattered over the sleek black granite of the kitchen work surface. His girlfriend had evidently been more intrigued by the foodstuffs than the cleaning supplies, seeing how the latter remained bagged up, although that at least saved Martin the trouble of separating the two as he prepared to get down to work. Having been through his shopping, Emma had adopted a comfortable seat in the lounge, conveniently choosing a position that overlooked the kitchen from which to read her book, but the sight of her feminized boyfriend beginning his culinary preparations was not one she could resist for long, her reading material soon discarded on her armchair as she made her way down the length of the apartment to join him. 

Despite his girlfriend’s imminent approach, Martin continued with chopping the onion and pepper as though he were alone in the kitchen, knowing that nothing less was expected of him as her maid. Even when she reached her hand up his skirt and gave him pantied behind a mischievous squeeze, the feminized maid carried on his work, only allowing himself to pause from it momentarily to return Emma’s kiss. Placing his knife carefully down on the chopping board and keeping his juice covered fingers at a respectable distance, Martin bent his knees and turned his head to meet hers, receiving her gesture of affection with pleasure as their lips grazed, albeit briefly, before Emma pulled away. Her hand hadn’t left his buttock throughout, groping it in a manner that would have been positively indecent had the two not already been lovers. As it was, the way she felt him up through his panties made it clear that he belonged to her, whether as her maid or simply as her boyfriend, hers to enjoy however she saw fit. The stirring elsewhere in his panties made it clear that this was far from a one sided pleasure, but although turned on by her touch, Martin was secretly glad that his girlfriend had confined her caress to his rear - it would not do to get carried away just yet, not when he had a meal to make! 

“I do like to see a man in uniform”, Emma purred, still cupping her boyfriend’s buttock in her palm as she snuggled up close to his satin clad chest, putting Martin at a disadvantage as he tried to balance both amorous girlfriend and the need to get on with the cooking. “What are you treating me to?”. Now that Martin was fully feminized, it was impossible for him to answer with anything 12

but the truth - the submission that his maid’s attire engendered meant that his earlier flippancy was a thing of the past. It was now Emma’s turn to tease him, making him squirm as her fingers exploring the crack between his cheeks, her hands working their way underneath his panties, lifting the soft satin from his skin as she groped him further. “Paella”, Martin replied laconically, feeling somewhat flustered, but his reserved response didn’t seem to faze his girlfriend. 

“The one with the prawns?”, she asked with evident enthusiasm, beaming when Martin nodded in the affirmative. “Ooh, goody! That’s one of my favourites”, his choice of dish warranting another kiss on the lips before her hand slipped from his behind and Emma departed as swiftly as she’d arrived, returning to her seat in the lounge to watch her maid work from afar. 

As pleasant as it had been, Martin’s brief encounter with Emma hadn’t done anything for getting on with the meal, the half chopped onion only the very beginning of the preparations that were necessary to turn the mass of raw ingredients on the work surface into a meal fit for his princess. There were the chicken breasts to dice, for starters, rice to be weighed out and a clove of garlic to be mashed to a pulp, not to mention the miscellany of herbs and spices that would need to be sourced from Emma’s cupboards. In some cases, that meant standing on tip-toe, exposing the black satin of his panties as he reached up for the tiny glass jars that invariably seemed to have made their way to the back of the shelves. If his girlfriend was still watching him, which Martin knew she inevitably would be, she’d be treated to quite a display as the feminized man showed off not just his stocking tops but his choice in underwear beneath the perilously short skirt of his maid’s uniform. 

Finally Martin had everything he needed laid out, such that he was ready to actually start cooking properly. A splash of oil went in a pan, followed by the click click click of the automatic lighter as the gas ring underneath it caught light. 

Martin waited for it to start sizzling before adding the chicken, turning it over in the hot oil until it was golden brown on all sides, then frying the chopped up onion and pepper along with it, all the while using a spatula to keep everything moving so that nothing ran the risk of burning. Even in such a skimpy maid’s uniform, standing over such a hot pan caused beads of sweat to break out on his forehead, but Martin took it all in his stride, knowing that such exertion was essential if he was to satisfy his girlfriend’s appetite that evening. Soon the hissing pan was ready for the garlic, paprika, turmeric and marjoram that he’d assembled earlier, along with the carefully measured contents of the kettle that Martin had skilfully timed to come to the boil at the very same moment. Now the sizzle of oil was replaced by a gentle bubble as Martin tipped in the bowlful of rice, then added the prawns before setting a timer going so as to ensure the dish would be cooked 13

to perfection. 

Although the pan would require nothing more than the occasion stir for the next fifteen minutes, that didn’t mean that Martin could afford to sit back and relax just yet. The work surface around the hob was littered with detritus from his preparations, the left over utensils needing to be tidied away to make space for him to start work on the side dish of green salad, then the dessert. While both of these required far less preparation than the main course, that didn’t mean that the leafy lettuce and rocket or the strawberries and raspberries would unwrap and wash themselves. Nor would they put themselves prettily in a bowl suitable for presenting to his princess, such that the kitchen maid had plenty of work to attend to even as he kept an eye on the simmering pan to ensure the water bubbled at a sufficient but not excessive rate. That required more than a fair amount of multitasking, something that Emma, had she been in a mood to oversee her boyfriend’s work more closely rather than nonchalantly sitting back watching him from afar, would have commented on as being the mark of a woman - high praise for a man whose femininity was being imposed upon him by his lacy uniform and satin lingerie. 

While they would be eating in the casual convenience of the breakfast bar, perched on the high stools with their sophisticated chrome legs and black leather seats, the sleek black granite work surface which was to pass as a table nevertheless required setting. Martin busied himself fetching the raffia place mats and cutlery from their respective drawers, arranging them neatly so that the couple would be sitting face to face across the breakfast bar and thus able to enjoy the intimacy that resulted. Wine glasses and a carafe of water followed suit, as did cloth napkins, freshly laundered, which Martin took the trouble of folding into a stylish French pleat - something of a gamble, but one that he thought paid off when he considered the end result. It was a trick he’d been practising in private ever since he’d stumbled across the idea online, but the first time he would he’d tried it out for real. Martin hoped that Emma would approve of the extra flourish it would add to their meal, ideally leaving her with the impression of being served in a posh restaurant - especially when he unfolded his handiwork for her and placed it carefully over her lap like a waiter, or in his case, a waitress might, albeit one who would dine opposite. 

Reaching into one of the kitchen cupboards once more, Martin selected a couple of dinner plates, giving them a brief rinse under the tap to ensure they were spotless before drying them off and placing them in the small top oven beneath the hobs. The heat emanating from above would be sufficient to warm the plates slightly by the time it came to serving the paella rather than dishing it out onto stone cold crockery, hopefully helping to keep the meal hot and thus allow them 14

both to take their time savouring it. Conversely, the bottle of rosé wine would have been chilling in the fridge for long enough to bring out the best flavour from it, sure to contrast and yet complement the food in due course. Such details were easily overlooked, but Martin knew he had to pay attention to them if he wanted the meal to be its very best for Emma. 

The ping of the timer signified that the rice ought now be cooked to perfection, but Martin wasn’t willing to leave anything to chance, lifting the lid of the pan to inspect its contents. Most of the liquid that he had poured in earlier had been absorbed by the rice, leaving a much thicker melange that was studded with lumps of chicken, pepper and prawns, the whole thing having taken on a wonderful golden colour thanks to the mixture of spices which had permeated the entire dish, imparting their flavours in the process. There was still a little liquid left in the bottle of the pan, however - enough to ensure that the paella was lusciously succulent rather than overly glutinous. It certainly looked good, but it was how it would taste that counted - it was vital that the rice was neither hard nor mushy and that the chicken was tender. 

Taking a spare fork, Martin carefully lifted a small amount of rice from the middle of the pan, blowing on the still steaming grains so as not to burn his mouth on the piping hot food, before taking it in his mouth and savouring the taste. 

Beyond being still rather too hot for comfort, the rice was otherwise spot on -

the individual grains remaining distinct and yet soft on the tongue, releasing the delicious flavour of turmeric, paprika and marjoram that they had been infused with. Next Martin speared a lump of chicken, noting with relief the ease with which his implement passed through the meat yet didn’t cause it to fall apart. 

Like the rice, the chicken was still steaming as he took it out of the pan, and the morsel of meat required rather more in the way of blowing on and wafting away before Martin felt confident enough to put in his mouth. The wait was worth it, however, with the chicken being just as tender as Martin could have hoped for, cooked to perfection and fit for a princess - which was just as well, considering who would be eating it in due course. 

All that was left now was to dish out the contents of the pan. Taking the dinner plates from where they had been warming, Martin put them side by side on the work surface next to the hob before spooning out the rich yellow mixture, ensuring that each plate got its fair share not just of rice but of chicken, prawns and pepper too. Martin had learnt from bitter experience that the heavier ingredients had a tendency to sink to the bottom of the pan, such that simply pouring the contents out would result in one diner getting most of the meat, the other far too much rice, requiring messy redistribution to even things out. That in turn left the plates looking rather sloppy from where he’d scooped stuff up, which was hardly 15

the image he wanted to achieve this evening. Indeed, the feminized maid took great care to arrange each spoonful, starting from the centre of the plate and working outwards such that each dish was as symmetrical as could be expected given the nature of its contents. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Emma must have been aware that Martin was dishing out dinner, given how she’d kept half an eye on how her boyfriend was getting on from the comfort of her chair in the lounge. Nevertheless, she waited for him to approach her before getting up, insisting that he formally invite her to the table. “Would Madam care for dinner?”, Martin enquired obsequiously, doing his best to curtsey before his girlfriend but feeling rather clumsy as he showed his obeisance to her. “I would be delighted”, Emma laughed, helping her boyfriend back to his feet as his infeasibly high heels imposed themselves upon him. “You really need to work on that”, she chided playfully, before turning her attention to the aroma that was wafting through from the kitchen area. “Mmm”, she purred as she led the way down the length of the apartment, evidently eager to see what her boyfriend and maid had in store for her. “That smells good!”. 

Feeling slightly embarrassed at having fluffed up his curtsey, not to mention rather nervous at the prospect of his girlfriend imminently inspecting his culinary skills, Martin followed Emma into the kitchen, having to adopt a very brisk mince in order to keep up with her on his high heels. It would not do for his mistress to reach her seat before him - after all, it was his duty as a maid to be there to pull it out for her! Thankfully, Emma allowed him to do just that, slowing up as she approached the breakfast bar so as to give her feminized boyfriend a chance to catch up with her, his petticoats swishing around his thighs as he scuttled along in his stilettos, breast forms bouncing up and down in his bra as he abandoned any pretence at keeping his uniform under control. Emma would have chided him for that had she seen him acting so immodestly, but he was behind her now, pulling the tall stool out from under the breakfast bar for the woman he loved before unfolding her napkin and placing it on her lap as she brushed her hand down his satin uniform affectionately. 

Unlike his girlfriend, Martin couldn’t put his feet up just yet, no matter how much he wanted to take a break from his infeasibly high footwear. Taking the bottle of wine from the refrigerator, he presented it to Emma for her obligatory, albeit cursory, inspection before uncorking it in her presence, pouring a little of the rose coloured liquid into her glass for her to sample. Her smile and nod indicated that the vintage met with her approval, giving Martin the signal he needed to 16

fill her glass before doing the same to his own. Next he turned his attention to the steaming plates of paella further down the kitchen, taking one in each hand and gingerly carrying them over to where his girlfriend was seated. Only once the plates were safely on the raffia mats he’d laid out earlier was he able to sit down himself, a process that required him to hold out his petticoats if he was not to squash them, sitting down such that just his satin panties separated him from the black leather stool. 

That had given Emma enough time to scoop up a forkful of the paella, blowing on it just as he had done earlier before placing it in her mouth. He watched his girlfriend intently as she savoured the taste, nodding appreciatively before swallowing with evident gusto. “That’s very good”, she beamed. “What spices did you use again?”. “Paprika, turmeric and marjoram”, Martin explained, inwardly relieved that his efforts in the kitchen had met with his girlfriend’s satisfaction. 

She was helping herself to salad from the bowl he had placed between them, forming a little pile of green leaves on her plate alongside the golden yellow paella with its lumps of red pepper and pink prawns, before pushing the salad bowl in his direction, her hand grazing his as he reached for it, stroking him with her fingers for a moment before returning them to her cutlery. Her unspoken appreciation of his work meant the world to him as he tucked into the fruit of his labours himself, watching Emma eat with delight. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“We should do this more often”, Emma suggested, enthusiastically waggling a forkful of chicken in her hand as she spoke. She’d half cleared her plate now, her initial desire to eat rather than talk having turned into a rather more leisurely mixture of the two, putting the chicken in her mouth and chewing for a moment so as to give her boyfriend an opportunity to respond. “That would be nice”, Martin replied eagerly. “You know I love to cook for you”. Now it was his turn to take a mouthful of rice, the couple taking turns to eat and talk as they slowly but systematically cleared their plates. “I thought you might say that”, Emma grinned. “A girl could get used to having a maid on hand. It makes such a difference not having to do all the cooking and cleaning by yourself”, she told him. Martin nodded, allowing his girlfriend to continue as he took up another forkful. “I could see you doing this every night for me”, she said. “Perhaps even move in with me as my live-in maid. Would you like that?”. 

“Very much!”, Martin exclaimed through his mouthful of food, his enthusiasm towards his girlfriend’s proposals getting the better of his table manners. “Well, we’ll see. There are one or two things you still need to work on first”. Martin 17

wondered if she was referring to the way he’d just talked with his mouth full, hastily swallowing its contents so as to be able to properly apologise for his inadvertent indiscretion, but Emma evidently had other things on her mind. “Your bra wearing, for instance”, she said sternly. “I’d want you to be in one all the time before I’d let you live here, and you’ve still got quite a way to go with that, haven’t you?”. Martin gulped, swallowing instinctively even though this time there was no mouthful of food to clear. She’d put her fork down, her hand reaching over the breakfast bar to stroke his. 

“I know it’s a little scary”, she said softly, caressing his fingers with her own, “but I also know you’re going to be able to do it for me one day. Just like you do with your panties. They’re not so hard now you’re used to them, are they?”. 

Martin found himself reluctantly agreeing with his girlfriend, knowing that she wouldn’t give up until he was brassièred as well as pantied for her on a full-time basis. He was acutely aware of the heavily padded garment that clung around his chest, its bulging cups far too big to ignore, and whilst Emma would surely allow him to wear something a little easier to hide when he wasn’t dressed as a maid, the thought nevertheless filled him with dread. Now, however, there was a new incentive on the table - the prospect of actually moving in with his girlfriend if only he could overcome his fears, with all that would mean for where their relationship went. “I’ll do my best, Emma”, he said weakly, scared to commit himself to anything more, torn between wanting to make her happy and having to live up to his promises later. “I know you will”, she told him, returning her attentions to her paella, still steaming on the plate in front of her. 

Much to his relief, Martin’s intimate attire wasn’t the only topic of conversation as the couple leisurely enjoyed the delicious meal, with Emma curious to know where her boyfriend had found the recipe for the paella, not to mention expressing her amazement that it had turned out so well on his first attempt. While Martin was more than happy to share the details of the cookbook that had inspired him, the rather ironically titled “Easy meals for men wanting to wine and dine”, he was slightly more hesitant about admitting the number of times he’d practised the paella in private, learning from the mistakes he’d made in his own kitchen so as to ensure everything went smoothly when he cooked for Emma. “I might have tried it once or twice”, he confessed coyly, stretching the truth a little, but his girlfriend didn’t mind - it was the end results that counted, she told him, and the paella on her plate was pretty much perfect. “You’ll have to show me what other recipes you’ve got up your sleeve”, she enthused, practically inviting herself to dinner again, much to Martin’s delight. There was nothing he’d like more than to repeat this evening, a thought he expressed to Emma as he topped up her glass at her command. 
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When her plate was finally scraped clean, Emma sat back in chair and emitted a contented sigh. “That really was delicious”, she told Martin, watching him finish the last few mouthfuls with a smile on her face. Her body language made it perfectly clear to her feminized boyfriend that she was in no hurry to move onto the next course, being quite comfortable with savouring the moment for a little while longer as she slowly finished her glass of wine. For his part, Martin was relieved that the first course had gone so well, allowing himself ample time for it to be digested before tentatively reaching forward and suggesting he clear the plates away. His girlfriend’s nod indicated that she was in agreement, and thus Martin got to his stilettoed feet once more, placing Emma’s empty plate carefully on top of his before carrying them to the sink, where they would remain out of sight until it was time for him to do the washing up. In their place, he returned with the two bowls of fresh summer fruit he’d prepared earlier, topped with a little low fat yoghurt in deference to his girlfriend’s desire to stay slim and trim. 

After the savoury, filling paella, he hoped the mix of strawberries and raspberries would provide a refreshing contrast, a light and sweet way to finish off the meal. 

Placing the bowls down on the raffia placemats, Martin once more went through the rigmarole of keeping his petticoats out of the way as he sat down on the stool again, but Emma wasted no time in tucking into the juicy fruit, clearly relishing the first spoonful judging by the smile on her face that greeted him as he looked up from arranging his behind. Soon he was enjoying the delicious dessert himself, so much so that silence fell around the breakfast bar for a few minutes, broken only by the intermittent clank of cutlery against crockery. Only when Emma had scooped the last of the strawberries out of her bowl, then made a point of scraping up as much of the mixture of yoghurt and juices that remained, did she take up their conversation again, complementing Martin on his choice of desserts before moving on to what they were going to do that weekend. 

♥ ♥ ♥

As with the first course, there was no hurry to get up - indeed, with a full stomach, Martin wanted nothing more than to sit back and relax for the rest of the evening. 

While Emma would be sure to have other plans for her maid in due course, for now she seemed quite content merely to enjoy his company across the empty plates and glasses that littered the breakfast bar. The couple chatted away as though there was nothing out of the ordinary about their situation, the fact that Martin was dressed as a maid overlooked for the moment as boyfriend and girlfriend shared the events of their day, their hopes and fears for the future and whatever entertaining gossip that had picked up along the way. Only when Emma started getting to her feet did Martin revert back to his role as her maid, eagerly waiting 19

further instruction from his girlfriend, something which was soon forthcoming. 

“A cup of coffee would really hit the spot right now”, she told him, taking his provision of it for granted as she indicated she would wait for him in the lounge. 

Soon she was comfortably seated in the chair in the corner once more, whereas Martin was on his feet again, this time making coffee. 

Unlike the rest of the meal, where every item of cutlery or crockery had had its double, Martin now only took one cup from the cupboard, knowing that unlike his girlfriend, he did not have the liberty to idly sit around drinking coffee. Whereas Emma would soon be enjoying the rich roast he was preparing for her, the pile of plates that greeted him by the sink as he filled the kettle gave the man serving as her maid an indication of what would imminently be in store for him. His girlfriend didn’t even need to ask, let alone tell him to do the dishes, for Martin knew that clearing up after the meal was just as important a part of his duties as preparing it - indeed, he had the best part of a shopping bag’s worth of cleaning supplies to ensure that everything would be spotless by the time he finished with it. That, after all, was just one of the many, many responsibilities of a maid, and even when he’d finished that, he knew he would be expected to report back to his girlfriend for further instructions. She might require more intimate service from him or simply have other chores she wanted him to tackle - either way, it was not his place to question her. 

For now, however, there was Emma’s coffee to bring to her. Knowing better than to overfill the cup that he would need to carry down the length of the apartment, Martin added a little milk and sugar the way he knew his girlfriend liked it, then gingerly made his way to her side, his towering stilettos making the challenge of not spilling the cup’s contents all the more difficult. He didn’t dare risk curtseying in front of her, instead demonstrating his deference to her with a bow as he presented the cup for Emma to take. “You’d better draw the curtains”, she told him after she’d taken a tentative sip of its steaming contents. “It’s well after dark”. That was something that required Martin to step up to the double French doors that led onto the balcony outside, leaving him feeling incredibly vulnerable and exposed for a moment as he presented himself, fully feminized, for anyone looking up from outside to see. While he knew that no-one would ever be able to recognise him from such a distance even if, by some slim chance, there was someone observing the window right now, he still felt a sense of relief when he returned to the privacy of his girlfriend’s apartment, by no means finished with his duties as her maid. 
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Earning His Uniform

In the stories that Joe liked to read, men became maids for the most unlikely and convoluted of reasons. More often than not, they found themselves taking on such a humble role involuntarily, if not utterly unwillingly - some forced to don an apron as part of an elaborate blackmail scheme, others turned into a feminized servant after being kidnapped by a cruel dominatrix. Whether such men ended up enjoying prancing around in petticoats or not, there was one thing they could rely on - like it or not, they would be sure to be kitted out in appropriately feminine uniforms, often of the most sumptuous and impractical kind. Fancy, frilly aprons and lusciously lace trimmed dresses would invariably appear from out of nowhere in just the right size for the reluctant hero, transforming him in an instant into the archetypal sissy maid and condemning him to a life of satin submission thereafter

- much to the delight of mistress and reader alike. 

Joe knew better than to expect his wife Anne to live out such fantasies for real - however open minded she might be about her husband being a submissive crossdresser, she’d made it perfectly plain to him that their relationship was based on love rather than hate, both in the bedroom and beyond. While she often took the more dominant role in their lovemaking, holding his head firmly between her legs after commanding him to kneel before her, she only did so because they both enjoyed it so much. She might play the part of the cruel bitch or the spoilt princess from time to time, treating her husband with a casual disregard as he submissively satisfied her sexual needs, but such contempt was only ever superficial - deep down, she loved him too much to ever genuinely want to hurt him. Nor would Joe ever want her to - no matter how titillating the idea of being subject to the whims of a sadistic mistress might be as a fantasy, he knew he’d soon come to hate should they be acted out for real. 

Nevertheless, he had hoped that his wife might be more amenable to the idea of having him serve her more generally around the house rather than restricting his 21

devotions to the bedroom. It was something that had taken his fancy ever since he’d come across a collection of pictures of feminized men engaged in domestic activities - a far more practical proposition than the ludicrous tales of blackmail and kidnapping, judging by the presence of mops and cloths in their rubber gloved hands. Despite getting their hands dirty, often up to their arms in soapy water or on their hands and knees with bucket and brush, even these men were invariably dressed in delicious confections of satin and lace - sheer stockings and six inch stilettos completing their outrageously feminine outfits. Here was an aspect of his fantasies he thought they could both enjoy. 

After all, there was nothing hateful about what he was proposing. Joe would be more than happy to take the weight of the chores off Anne’s shoulders in exchange for her dressing him in a pretty little uniform and telling her maid what to do, otherwise sitting back and relaxing while he ran around and did all the jobs she complained about so much. “You needn’t worry about dusting or vacuuming ever again”, he enthused, setting out his case as they snuggled on the sofa together one evening. Anne was sceptical. “I know what you’re like”, she told him firmly. 

“You’ll only end up touching yourself and then I’ll have even more dirty panties to wash. You’ll be so turned on by the sight of your “pretty little uniform”, I doubt you’ll ever get as far as rubber gloves, let alone the vacuum cleaner. It’s bad enough when I put you in your sexy undies”, she told him, referring to the speed with which her husband become hard when dressed in lingerie - something she was usually far more appreciative of. 

Anne had a point there, Joe had to admit, but he’d been expecting her to say something along those lines and so had a comeback lined up. “No, no, no”, he countered, shaking his head just as passionately, “I’ll be the one washing any dirty panties. And I’ll be too busy doing so to even think of letting you down like that”. “Yeah, right”, Anne scoffed. “I’ve heard that one before. Do you really think I don’t notice how hard you get when we play mistress and maid in bed? 

You’re just wanting to do the same in the kitchen and the lounge, all dressed up in a fancy uniform, aren’t you? Don’t give me this nonsense about dusting and vacuuming - you just want to put your head between my legs, don’t you?”. Joe found himself stymied - he could hardly tell his wife that the prospect of eating her out held no appeal, not least because that would be a lie, but that wasn’t all that being her maid would be about, far from it. 

“How about I wear a chastity belt?”, Joe offered weakly, aware that if he hadn’t already lost this argument, he was in imminent danger of doing so. The bedroom was not the only place where Anne could be an incredibly assertive woman - she was proving pretty commanding right now, effortlessly rebuffing his suggestion again. Admittedly, it was a subject they had done to death in the past, another 22

aspect of her husband’s fantasies that Anne and Joe had failed to see eye to eye on. “And have you come begging me to unlock you every five seconds? That’s hardly going to get the washing and ironing done now, is it?”. She didn’t give him chance to counter before continuing. “Besides, you know how much those things cost. And I bet maid’s uniforms aren’t cheap, either, not if they’re any good. We’re not exactly awash with money right now”, she sighed. Anne didn’t need to explain further, for Joe was all too aware of the state of the household finances - hardly precarious, but far from rosy. 

Joe looked downhearted, knowing that there was nothing he could say that could convince his wife when she’d made up her mind like this. Resolving to try again at a later date, he was about to change the subject when Anne spoke once more. 

“I tell you what”, she offered. “If you want to be my maid so badly, you can prove it by earning yourself your “pretty little uniform” - and a chastity belt too, if that’s what you really want”, she smirked. Joe’s look of dejection turned to puzzlement as his wife continued. “Cleaners don’t earn very much, and we’re short of cash, so I’ll pay you half the going rate for every hour of chores you do. It’ll go into a pot, of course, rather than directly to you, but when there’s enough there, I’ll kit my maid out properly. Of course, if you ever fail to show up for work or get bored of the idea, you’re out of a job and whatever money you’ve made is mine -

there are some shoes I’ve taken a fancy to, and I just love the idea of you doing the dishes to pay for them”, she laughed as Joe turned over her proposition in his mind. 

After a moment’s awkward silence, he’d made his decision. “You’re on!”, he said brightly, shaking the hand his wife proffered to seal their deal as he promised that he wouldn’t let her down. “We’ll see about that”, Anne laughed, before adopting a sterner tone. “I don’t see why my maid thinks he has time to sit around. I certainly don’t pay you for that”, she chided. “There’s the washing up to be getting on with, for starters, and then we’ll see what other chores a man like you might be capable of doing. You can wear my apron for now”. “Yes, Mistress!”, Joe replied brightly, already finding himself getting into the spirit of things. He wouldn’t rest until he’d earned enough to pay for the uniform of his dreams, he told himself, striding confidently out of the lounge to begin his new job in the kitchen - as humble dishwasher and aspiring maid. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Anne’s apron was hardly the lace and satin affair of Joe’s fantasies, but it was distinctly feminine nonetheless, its practical white cotton printed with chintzy little pink flowers that had become a little faded with age. Its hem was adorned 23

with a wide, flouncy frill cut from similar cloth, as was the dainty little pocket that had evidently seen much use by his wife judging by the assortment of crumbs and fluff that greeted his hands inside. There were a couple of stains that marked where Anne’s experiments in the kitchen had got the better of her, mostly but not entirely washed-out, and a dusting of flour further down where his wife must have wiped her hands after baking. 

Washing up, like most of the chores around the house, had traditionally always been his wife’s domain, although Joe would often help with the drying. That only required him to pick up a tea-towel rather than don a pinafore himself, and as such, Joe felt distinctly out of place as he tied his wife’s apron around his waist, fumbling with his hands behind his back until he had a passable bow. 

Stepping into his wife’s shoes like this was strangely daunting, a far cry from the fantasies he’d had of serving as her maid in more intimate ways, prancing around all decked out in satin and lace as she ordered him to kiss her feet before directing his devotions further up her body. His current kitchen attire was hardly appropriate for such bedroom activities, he mused, as he struggled to pull on a pair of pink rubber gloves he’d found in the sink, but he was still only a very junior maid - indeed, this was his first hour on the job. 

Joe thought back to the day he’d started his more manly employment, although he could hardly be called a man back then - a naive apprentice who seemed to spend his first few weeks in the workshops doing nothing more than making cups of tea and sweeping up after the more experienced journeymen, who liked nothing more than to send him on pointless errands or set him impossible tasks to test his metal. That was the lot of any new recruit, he’d come to realise as he gradually gained experience alongside the respect of his fellow workers, his duties slowly become more challenging as he grew into his role. The same would be true in his new job as his wife’s maid, he told himself - he could hardly expect to become proficient in domestic duties overnight. Indeed, Anne would probably test him in exactly the same way as the lads in the machine shop had, sussing him out to see whether he really had what was needed to do the job. 

The pile of washing up seemed no less daunting as a result, however. Indeed, such philosophising was hardly going to get the stack of dirty dishes clean -

only appropriate application of elbow grease would achieve that, and the dried on remains of their meal earlier that evening would need plenty of that. Then there were the pans that Anne had left on top of the cooker, not to mention a greasy baking tray to be taken care of. Having watched his wife do the washing up on countless occasions, however, Joe knew that all those would have to wait

- glassware came first, followed by cutlery, then crockery. Only once he had dealt with all that would he be able to get around to tackling the more stubborn 24

cookware that that seemed to jeer at him from all around the kitchen, and that was before he even began to consider drying everything and putting it all away. 

It was a tall order, however effortless Anne made it look, and the fledgling maid knew he had his work cut out for him if he was to get it all done. 

Nevertheless, the thought of earning his wife’s admiration, not to mention a small contribution towards his maid’s uniform, drove him on, and soon Joe had made a significant dent in the stack of dirty dishes. Thanks to his efforts, Anne would be able to spend the evening in front of the television untroubled by such a menial chore, as he’d done so often in the past when she’d left him snoozing in the sofa to attend to the washing up. Of course, he’d rather she were here with him now, sitting leisurely at the kitchen table and taking an interest in his work - perhaps praising him for helping her out, promising a suitably arousing reward afterwards. 

He pictured Anne standing behind him, wrapping her arms around his aproned chest, her hands gently caressing the growing bulge in his groin as she purred into his ear, telling him what a good maid he was and letting him know what she had in store for him later on. 

In reality, however, Anne seemed perfectly content to leave her husband to his own devices, and by the time he’d finished off the last of the pans, Joe was distinctly flagging. The sink was full of filthy water, half of which seemed to have splattered over his apron, and the pile of dishes on the draining board was no smaller now that everything was sparkling clean, still dripping wet and needing to be dried. At least that meant he could take off the rubber gloves, which for reasons best known to themselves had somehow become wet inside, the water running down his hands and collecting in the fingertips to his intense annoyance. 

That was easier said than done, with the wet, slippery latex doing its best to resist his efforts to remove it, both gloves ultimately ending up inside out by the time he’d finished taking them off. They were probably too small for him, he mused, his wife having bought them to fit her more dainty hands. If he was going to do this again, he’d need to ask her to get him some in his size - preferably ones that didn’t leak, Joe grumbled to himself. 

Drying was at least a chore he was more familiar with, but wasn’t helped by the fact that his arms were already aching from his earlier exertions in the sink. By the time he’d put the last of the plates away, he wanted nothing more but to sit down and relax for the remainder of the evening, but there was still the small matter of wiping the work surfaces, not to mention giving the top of the cooker a quick once over. He’d need to move the baking tray that he’d left on top of the gas rings in order to do that, the greasy baking tray that he’d left until last, the greasy baking tray that he’d promptly forgotten all about, too preoccupied by the prospect of drying the contents of the draining board, the greasy baking 25

tray that was still as oily as when he’d first laid eyes on it and yet would need to be washed before it could be put away in the cupboard where it belonged if his wife wasn’t to find fault with him as her maid. 

Joe swore to himself, realising that the sink full of hot, soapy water that might have been redeemed such an unfortunate situation had long since run away down the plughole, necessitating him refilling it while donning the hateful rubber gloves once more. He’d left them inside out in his haste, and while Joe was glad he’d caught that lapse rather than leaving them like that for his wife to discover, he was otherwise far from happy with the way things were turning out. Kicking himself for his own negligence, he knew he’d have to up his game in future if he wanted Anne to take him seriously as her maid. Indeed, it was a good job that his wife wasn’t with him now, he decided, his earlier fantasy of her praising him for her efforts having morphed into a scenario in which she chided him as useless, telling Joe that she might as well do the chores herself if he was going to make such a cack-handed botch of things. Even the prospect of being punished by her didn’t appeal at that moment, the greasy baking tray providing all the chastisement an errant maid needed without being spanked by an angry mistress at the same time. 

From the comfort of the lounge, Anne saw none of this. Nor was she aware of how her husband slammed the now gleaming baking tray back into its cupboard, teaching it a lesson as though the errant sheet of metal had somehow caused him to overlook it earlier. Doing his best to regain his composure, Joe finally hung up his wife’s apron on the hook behind the kitchen door. It had been a battle, but he had finally overcome the inevitable challenges of his first day as Anne’s maid. He would need to ask her how much he had earned as a result, a figure which would allow him to calculate how many more days he would need to do the washing up wearing his wife’s apron before he was entitled to a more suitable one of his own. Considering the amount of effort he had expended in the kitchen, Joe was of the opinion that he deserved rather more than half the going rate -

he’d worked twice as hard as any professional cleaner! 

Slumping down beside his wife on the sofa, he was about to enquire about how much he’d earned for his labours when his wife cut him off. “I don’t know why you’re sitting down”, she told him dismissively. “I’m paying you by the hour, and you’ve only been working forty five minutes. That means you’ve got another quarter of an hour to make yourself useful. If you want to get paid, that is”, she grinned mischievously. “Of course, if you were just doing the washing up for the love of it, I don’t mind, but I’m only going to pay you for a full hour”. “Anne!”, Joe grumbled, there being no way he was going to accept doing kitchen, there was no way he was going to do all that work for nothing. “That’s “Mistress” to 26

you, and you’re in danger of forgetting your place already, my maid”, she told him scornfully, stressing the last word as though making it perfectly clear she knew her husband wasn’t up to the job all along. “Which is to be? Are you going to, oh I don’t know, go and clean the toilet for me? Or shall we forget all about this silly idea of yours and watch the television?”. 

It was perfectly clear what she was doing, but Joe wasn’t going to give in that easily. “No, Mistress”, he replied obsequiously, biting his tongue so as to avoid telling his wife what he really thought of the game she was playing. “I’ll go and clean the toilet right away, Mistress. You can rely on your maid, Mistress”, he told her, the irony not being lost on him. “We’ll see about that”, Anne laughed, giving her husband a patronising pat on the buttocks as he stood up and walked past her on his way out of the room. Joe waited until the door to the lounge had closed behind him before muttering to himself. Even when they were forced to engage in the most submissive of sexual practices, the maids in his fantasies never had to put up with a mistress as unreasonable as this! 

♥ ♥ ♥

It was all well and good for Anne to ask him to clean the toilet, Joe fumed, but as a man who had always left such chores to his wife, he had absolutely no idea as to what was involved. Nor was he going to go back downstairs to ask, he resolved, knowing that his wife would only take the opportunity to discourage him even further. “You want to be a maid but you don’t even know how to clean a toilet?”, he imagined her telling him contemptuously. “Just give it up already, I’ll do it myself. Thank goodness we didn’t spend any money on an expensive uniform if you can’t even manage such a basic chore by yourself”. No, there was no way he was going to admit defeat quite so easily, which meant that he was going to have to figure out toilet cleaning from first principles. How hard could it be? Surely there were products specially for this kind of thing? 

A peek inside the bathroom cupboard where Anne stored the cleaning supplies revealed a number of promising looking bottles, as well as another pair of the pink rubber gloves that had so bedevilled Joe in the kitchen. They were as good a place as any to start, he thought, for whatever he would be doing would be sure to involve harsh chemicals or detergents of one form or another. Like their downstairs counterparts, they proved a struggle to get into, with Joe having to stretch the pink latex so much that he feared it would tear in the process. 

Thankfully it didn’t, and eventually both his hands were encased in a protective layer of rubber - a somewhat lurid shade, but more than feminine enough for a maid about to tackle the most humiliating cleaning job of all. He knew he would 27

need to get up close and personal with the toilet if he were to make it sparkle and shine, a thought which simultaneously repulsed him and yet turned him on, knowing that doing such humble jobs was the mark of a real maid. 

First, however, he needed to figure out what to clean it with. There was a grubby looking plastic bowl with a cloth in it, in which Anne had helpfully stored two bottles. One, an all purpose disinfectant cleaner, promised to kill one hundred percent of all known germs in its enthusiastic instructions, the impression being that it could be used on all bathroom surfaces. The other, an active toilet gel, boasted of fighting limescale as well as tackling tough stains, featuring a special angled neck that allowed its powerful cleaning agent to get to work even under the rim. Now that he thought about it, Joe recalled seeing such products advertised with monotonous regularity on the television, albeit generally in the kind of programmes his wife preferred to watch rather than those aimed at men. 

He’d never really paid attention to the details before, but now was as good a time as any to start, he thought, squinting at the small print littered with dos and don’ts on each bottle. His glasses were in the lounge, but he wasn’t going to give Anne the satisfaction of going back for them, knowing she’d make mincemeat of his dreams of becoming her maid if he returned before the toilet was fit for a queen. 

According to its instructions, the gel needed time to do its work - indeed, in the case of tough limescale, it was recommended to leave the product overnight. 

Joe doubted whether the slight encrustation around the level of the water in the toilet bowl counted as tough limescale, but he wasn’t prepared to spend an entire night waiting for it to do its job. Ten minutes would be sure to do the trick, he thought, just long enough to take him over the magical hour that his wife seemed insistent on his chores taking. Fumbling with the child resistant cap of the toilet cleaner for a moment, Joe got down on his knees before the porcelain throne and upended the bottle before proceeding to run its nozzle around the rim of the bowl, squeezing it gently so as to cause a thick blue fluid to cascade down the somewhat stained ceramic. The gel had a tendency to form rivulets in some areas whilst avoiding others, so he went round the rim again just to make sure, topping up those areas he felt hadn’t received adequate coverage with an extra squeeze before recapping the bottle and getting back to his feet in order to admire his handiwork. 

If that was all there was to cleaning a toilet, then it was child’s play, Joe thought to himself, pleased with the simplicity of the process. Yes, he’d needed to go down on his knees and bend his head over the bowl in order to apply the gel, but such a humble, verging on humiliating act was perfectly in keeping with his new role as his wife’s maid - proving his devotion to her in the most self-effacing of 28

ways. He pictured Anne standing behind him as he did so, her hands on her hips, arms akimbo as his mistress watched on, expecting nothing less of her servant as he grovelled before her toilet so as to make it fit for his queen’s royal behind. 

Despite her earlier scepticism, her smile would be sure to sparkle as much as the gleaming porcelain when she saw what a good job he’d made of things, saving her the trouble of having to contend with such a degrading task herself. That was what having a maid was all about, he mused, something he’d prove to his wife and earn himself a proper uniform in the process - another few minutes would see him one step closer to being decked out in a satin uniform with lacy apron, rather than kneeling before the toilet bowl in the trousers and shirt he’d spent the rest of the day in. 

Of course, Anne wouldn’t be sitting directly on the bowl, Joe suddenly realised, the picture in his mind abruptly changing from his wife gushing with praise at his efforts to her scornfully chastising him for overlooking something so obvious. 

Indeed, even if she were to engage in such unladylike behaviour rather than putting the seat down as women habitually did, she would find the top of the rim just as filthy as before - the thick gel, already frothing slightly in the bowl, was only intended for the inside of the toilet rather than the outside. Nor had he done anything about the seat itself, nor the cistern, nor the handle - in fact, he’d barely started. Once again, it was a good job she wasn’t there to see what a mess he was making of things, for Anne would have stern words to say about a maid who idly rested on his laurels rather than seeing the job through. She wouldn’t even refer to him as her maid, instead suggesting that her husband simply wasn’t cut out for such domestic duties - something he was determined to prove to her wasn’t the case. 

Joe’s attention now turned to the bottle of disinfectant cleaner that he had previously sidelined in favour of the toilet gel, squinting once more at the small print until he got the gist of how it was intended to be used. A capful of the almost luminously yellow liquid was apparently sufficient for several litres of water, the packaging claimed, which evidently explained the presence of the bowl and cloth. Turning one of the taps on the bath, Joe waited until the water coming out of it was piping hot before half filling the sturdy plastic basin, a simple task albeit not one achieved without spraying himself with water in the process. He was beginning to regret not wearing an apron for such activities, although quite how Anne would feel about her flouncy kitchen attire being worn for cleaning the toilet was another matter. Nor would the satin and lace confection of his dreams have done much against the sudden inundation of fine droplets that slowly began to soak into his shirt - really he needed a far more practical affair, perhaps one that was PVC coated. 
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Perhaps he could persuade his wife of the merits of getting him a PVC uniform, Joe wondered, finding himself growing hard at the thought of wearing nothing but shiny plastic as he served his mistress. He’d seen pictures of other maids wearing similar attire online, but wondered whether the wipe clean material would really be that practical. Anne would be the first to point out how sweaty it was likely to get, knowing her pragmatic slant on things, especially for a maid expected to perform his fair share of manual drudgery. She’d be more likely to recommend he wear a more practical PVC tabard over his menswear than fork out for an expensive uniform, he knew, observing that no matter what it was made out of, a short flared dress would do little to protect his stocking clad legs from inadvertent splashes - that was, if he managed to persuade her of the merits of her maid wearing stockings too. Joe had a vague recollection of having seen PVC

stockings somewhere online, but the thought of Anne being amenable to such fetish wear was too much to ask for. The best he could hope for would be that she’d suggest he bought them from his earnings, which had yet to amount to a single penny despite how hard he’d already worked. 

Such daydreams had distracted Joe from the task at hand, namely cleaning the rest of the toilet. The bowlful of piping hot water had cooled slightly in the time he’d been enjoying his idle fantasy, such that there was now no danger of it scolding his rubber gloved hands - a useful, albeit unintended side-effect of his thoughts getting lost in dressing up. After unscrewing the cap of the disinfectant, he held both it and the bottle of bright yellow liquid up to the light, carefully pouring the fluid from one into the other until the level in the cap reached the level indicated by the line its instructions spoke of, despite the fact he’d been nowhere near as exact when it came to how much he’d run into the bowl. He then proceeded to tip the contents of the cap into the still steaming water, watching the luminous liquid slowly disperse until the entire bowl was equally tinted, albeit nowhere near as incandescent as its concentrated source. A brief swish of his hand produced a pleasing head of foam, and after putting the top back on the bottle so as to avoid accidents, Joe began to set to work cleaning the toilet in earnest. 

How would Anne want the toilet to be cleaned? That was what Joe found himself thinking as he wrung out the sopping cloth, considering where to start on the mammoth job of wiping down the ceramic. The obvious place to begin would be where the toilet was most dirty, which was naturally the top of rim just above where the thick blue gel was still doing its work. There were certainly enough stains to tackle there, stains which Joe knew he had only himself to blame for, being the only man in the house capable of spraying urine here, there and everywhere without really thinking about it - something that Anne had chastised 30

him about on ample occasions without having much of an effect on his antisocial behaviour. Now that he was obliged to clean up his own mess, Joe began to wonder whether his wife hadn’t been justified in her complaints, her idle threats to make him wear panties so as to force him to sit down like a woman taking on more meaning. A maid, even a toilet cleaning maid such as he was, would happily wear panties for his mistress if it meant her toilet was cleaner for the both of them as a result, he realised, even if now wasn’t the time to do offer to do so. 

Perhaps he should simply sit to pee of his own accord, dropping his boxer shorts around his ankles out of respect for Anne. 

Tackling his own pee stains seemed a natural starting place, but something held Joe back. There was more than just the rim of the toilet to attend to - the ceramic of its base and cistern also needed cleaning, not to mention its chrome handle. Although the disinfectant promised to kill all known germs, the thought of wiping the handle with a cloth that had only moments earlier been right in the thick of it turned his stomach slightly, and Joe knew that Anne would express similar distaste if she knew he’d done that. Rather than tackle the filthiest parts of the toilet first, he should start with the cleanest, just as the glassware and cutlery had come before the greasy baking tray back when he was washing up. 

He’d start with the handle before working his way around the cistern, moving down the base of the toilet before coming back to the rim. That meant he’d have his nose practically in his own mess for the best part of the job, but it couldn’t be helped - if nothing else, getting so close to the nasty dried on urine it would teach him to take more care in future, he thought nobly, whereas if Anne quizzed him about his efforts later, he’d be able to tell her he’d done the right thing - no matter what the cost to him as her maid. 

Joe found himself wishing he’d rolled his sleeves up before starting to wipe down the toilet, with the disinfectant fluid in constant danger of running down his rubber gloves. Taking appropriate precautions to stop it doing so made the job twice as difficult and time consuming, forcing him to adopt a bent over posture that was far from comfortable. Nevertheless, he gradually worked his way over the porcelain, all too aware of the degrading nature of the task he was engaged in. Some maids were allowed to wait on their mistress and her friends over dainty cups of tea, others even got to satisfy the lady of the house sexually, albeit in the most submissive of ways, whereas here he was, a maid without a uniform unless one counted the pink rubber gloves he’d borrowed from his wife, on his own cleaning the toilet while Anne amused herself downstairs. It was a far cry from his fantasies of lace and satin. 

It was with great relief that Joe finally found himself in a position to tackle the pee stains that had so frustrated him during the course of his work, the rest of the 31

toilet now sparkling clean, albeit still a little damp. Taking care so as not to allow the disinfectant soaked cloth to fall into the bowl of the toilet proper, he scrubbed away at the sordid marks until the rim was as gleaming as the rest of the ceramic, the seat and the handle. Were it not for the small matter of the thick blue liquid inside, it would be a throne fit for a queen - hopefully even meeting the exacting standards of the lady of the house. Returning the cloth to the now rather less luminous liquid in the plastic bowl, he picked up the toilet brush in his rubber gloved hand and, at the same time as flushing the now spotless chrome handle, proceeded to scrub hither and thither, producing a froth where the cleaning gel lathered. 

Two more flushes were required before the surface of the water in the toilet bowl was free from bubbles, but the porcelain was noticeably improved as a result. 

Putting the toilet brush back in its holder, Joe was about to pour the filthy disinfectant down the drain when a voice in the back of his mind told him that might not be such a good idea - Anne wouldn’t be best pleased with either the handbasin or the bath being used for such dirty effluent. Short of taking the bowlful of liquid downstairs and disposing of its contents via the outside drain, there wasn’t any other option - which meant that Joe knew exactly what he had to do. His mistress would expect nothing less of him, and so it was his job as her maid to gingerly carry the bowl out of the bathroom and take one step at a time until he had made it to the hallway, praying all the time that the used disinfectant wouldn’t end up all over him in the process - or worse yet, spill all over the carpet. That would mark the end of his fledgling career as a domestic servant in Anne’s eyes, he knew. 

Anne watched her husband struggle with the basin of filthy water with evident amusement, but she was good enough to stand out of his way as he entered the kitchen, then open the back door for him as she cottoned on to what he had in mind. “I’m surprised those fit your big manly hands”, she laughed as Joe returned from pouring the contents of the bowl down the outside drain, closing the door behind him as she gestured to the pink rubber gloves he was still wearing. “I’d been meaning to ask you about that”, Joe said with a sigh of relief, holding the bowl awkwardly away from his body so as not to rest its wet edge against his shirt. “Oh yes?”, Anne asked, raising her eyebrows slightly as though dubious of her husband’s intentions. Doing his best to ignore her body language, Joe continued. “Could you buy me some in a bigger size?”. 

“No, I think that’s a job for the maid, not the lady of the house, don’t you?”, Anne said sternly. “You can pick up a couple of pairs for yourself when you’re in town tomorrow”, she continued, “that is, if you still want to be my maid?”. Despite this latest development, Joe insisted that he did, no matter how unenthusiastic he 32

might ordinarily be about going grocery shopping, but Anne cut him off, evidently having one more trick up her sleeve. “It’s a good job I’m about to pay you”, she told him with a wicked glint in her eye, “because you’ll need your wages to pay for the gloves. After all, they are a part of your uniform!”. Joe pouted unhappily, but there was no way he could argue with his wife as she rummaged around in her handbag for her purse. “That’s one hour at half the going rate”, Anne told her husband, who followed her eyes to the clock as she hunted for the right change. It had actually been more like an hour and a half by the time he’d finished cleaning the toilet, but he was far too tired to quibble as his wife put a couple of coins into an otherwise empty jar that had appeared on the kitchen table. At this rate, it would take forever for him to earn his uniform, Joe thought to himself wearily. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The rest of the week proceeded in a similar vein. It was impossible for Joe to take an hour doing the washing up, no matter how many dirty dishes his wife left out for him, which meant that he was obliged to take on additional chores if he wanted to earn anything towards his uniform that evening. Anne simply refused to countenance the idea of paying him pro rata, insisting that her maid would work the hours she chose or not at all. Moreover, she invariably seemed to pick tasks that were particularly challenging, if not downright demeaning, for her husband to take on - jobs that could never be completed in the remainder of his first hour, pushing him well into a second, but usually stopping just short enough to deprive him of any extra remuneration. After his success cleaning the toilet on his first night of employment, Anne set him to work scrubbing the bath, then cleaning the oven, leaving Joe to his own devices as she relaxed in the lounge, no longer burdened with such chores. It was a steep learning curve for the fledgling maid, but he soon found himself picking up the skills and knowledge he needed to do the job - he had to, if he was to stand any chance of keeping it. 

With half an hour still left to go on the fourth night, Anne suggested that her husband might usefully employ himself sorting out the refrigerator, by which she meant emptying it of everything before defrosting the ice compartment and wiping its internal surfaces down with a solution of bicarbonate. For once, she gave Joe rather more in the way of instruction, setting out a long list of dos and don’ts from her position of comfort on the sofa, but that didn’t make the job any easier for the man desperately trying to remember everything his wife had told him, determined not to have to go back and seek further guidance. Clad in his very own pink rubber gloves, size large, which he’d shamefully purchased all by themselves from the supermarket with money that he’d much rather went towards a pretty little uniform, Joe began by systematically taking everything out 33

of the fridge, spreading its contents out on the kitchen work surfaces in patterns that he hoped would jog his memory when it came to putting everything back again later on. 

There were one or two items that were clearly past their best, including a rather rank tub of coleslaw that explained the somewhat fetid odour that had greeted him on opening the fridge door. Holding the distasteful pot at arm’s length, Joe instinctively dropped it into the kitchen bin before thinking better of it, knowing that his wife would be sure to grumble if the bin ended up smelling as foul as a result. Thankfully, the rancid contents of the tub hadn’t spilled out, such that Joe was able to reach in and retrieve it without too much fuss, but the humiliating act of having to bending over the bin and fish around for it was hardly one of his finer moments as a maid. Having managed to recover the pot, he then had the problem of what to do with it, finally opting to wrap the foul object in a plastic bag which he securely tied before repeating the process with a second wrapping for double protection. The disagreeable stench thus contained, the coleslaw was finally safe to be put in the bin once more, leaving Joe to get on with the rest of the fridge. 

Once he had finally emptied everything, his next challenge came in the form of the ice compartment, but even though the refrigerator had been turned off since he started taking things out of it, the thick layer of frozen crystals inside the compartment showed no sign of melting in a hurry. Joe knew that he would have to wait until they had done so before this particular chore was complete, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t hurry the process along a little - indeed, it was his duty as a maid to do so rather than sit around on the job. Thankfully, the ice took the form of a thick frosting rather than a solid block for the most part, as he discovered when he scraped at it with an exploratory finger. Of course, it would be impractical to clear it all like that with even rubber gloved hands, the ice far too cold to consider shifting by hand. What Joe needed was some kind of scraper, and he was sure he had seen something like that under the sink - a cheap plastic affair that had obviously come with the refrigerator, expressly designed for the purpose of de-icing it. It was light blue, he recalled vaguely, but thin enough that it could have slipped anywhere. 

Joe found himself again on his knees, this time rummaging around in the cupboard under the sink as he searched among the clothes and bottles that his wife stored under there. He’d grown familiar with a number of them over the course of the week, his chores requiring him to make use of many in order to achieve the results that Anne expected from her maid, but there was still a significant proportion whose exact purpose he had yet to fathom. There was the question, for instance, of what distinguished washing soda from washing power, and when would one 34

use the former rather than the latter, he wondered, moving a bag of it to one side in his hunt for the errant scraper. He roughly understood why his wife used a special washing powder for her delicates, but that was different again, as was the bottle of dry cleaning fluid marked with all manner of warning symbols and cautions, evidently for use in removing certain stains. With soap flakes and fabric conditioner to boot, he found himself feeling quite out of his depth, knowing that he had a long way to go before he could call himself a fully proficient maid - with or without a pretty little uniform. 

Still, he had precious little time for such ruminations. The ice compartment would have defrosted itself at this rate, he thought, almost about to abandon his hunt for the little blue scraper when he finally laid his hands upon it. After returning some semblance of order to the contents of the cupboard under the sink, which principally meant returning the various boxes he’d littered the kitchen floor with to their rightful places, Joe strode over to the fridge once more, scraper in hand. Its cheap blue plastic was hardly ergonomically designed, but Joe made up in vigour what the scraper lacked in comfort, attacking the layer of frozen crystals until only the underlying ice shelf remained, with a deep deposit of scraped off snow forming on the bottom of the compartment as a result of his labours. Despite chilling his hands in the process, that was easily shifted into a waiting bowl and then into the sink, whereupon warm water made it melt away so quickly it might never have been there. Only his numb fingers were left as testament to the effort involved in this particular chore, but Joe bore them with pride, thinking of them as the mark of a maid. 

The remaining ice was more stubborn, and although it would have been possible to set at it with the scraper immediately, Joe decided it would be better to wait until the ice compartment had warmed up a little, so as not to run the risk of damaging the cooling coils that ran through it by attacking things too eagerly. 

Besides, he had plenty to be getting on with - there was the small matter of wiping the inside of the refrigerator down with a solution of bicarbonate, as Anne had instructed him. That meant rummaging around another cupboard, albeit one that required him to stretch up to reach its top shelf. Temporarily placing the small pot on the work surface, he filled the bowl from earlier with an inch or so of water before stirring a couple of teaspoons of the white powder into it, ensuring it had completely dissolved before carefully carrying the bowl over to the fridge once more. 

It seemed to be a maid’s job to spend his life gingerly transporting bowls of liquid around, always in danger of spilling their contents all over him, he thought, but at least the water in this one was clean for the moment. Not that he wanted to get any wetter - Joe was damp enough from his attack on the ice crystals, 35

not to mention the sweat he’d worked up in the course of his chores. Cleaning a fridge was proving to be remarkably hard work even in a thin shirt, he mused, now wondering why he’d ever thought about wanting to wear a PVC maid’s uniform rather than something more practical. Even if he opted for satin and lace, they’d still need washing on a regular basis, which meant that he’d need to earn enough for two. How did one wash a satin maid’s uniform, anyway? It was a question that Joe hoped he’d discover the answer to in due course, but at that moment, as he swabbed the inside of the refrigerator with the contents of the bowl in front of him, such feminine delights seemed an awful long way off. 

“Are you still at it? I’ll be paying you overtime at this rate”, Anne laughed, her cheerful voice pulling Joe out of his reverie with a start. Following a similar pattern to when he’d cleaned the toilet, he’d worked his way down from the top of the fridge, such that he was now where the vegetable compartment would have lived had he not already taken it out and given it a more thorough cleaning in the sink. 

Down on his hands and knees, he looked up at his wife as she sauntered in from the lounge, filling up the kettle as though there was nothing out of the ordinary about a man adopting such a humble position whilst taking on the chores. “I hope you’re going to put all this back again when you’re done”, she chided playfully, gesturing to the food sprawled out over the work surfaces. “I’m nearly done”, Joe replied, momentarily pausing from his efforts to address her. “I’m nearly done, Mistress”, Anne corrected him. “I’m nearly done, Mistress”, Joe repeated, before yelping as the water from the dishcloth in his hand started seeping into the sleeve of his shirt - he’d held his hands up from his work for just a moment too long. 

“Good”, Anne smiled, before returning her attentions to the cup of coffee she was making. “Really my maid ought to be making me this”, she scolded, pouring the steaming contents of the kettle into her mug, “but you seem to have your hands full at the moment. I’ll leave you to it”. With that, she departed for the comfort of the lounge once more, leaving her husband still on his knees in front of the refrigerator, the silence of the kitchen broken only by the sound of cracking ice from the ice compartment. By the time Joe had finished wiping down the inside of the fridge with the wet cloth in his hand and then followed that by mopping up the drips that remained with a tea towel, the layer of ice that remained would be easily separated from the compartment itself. Indeed, it was coming away of its own accord in places, suggesting that, in due course, the maid attending to cleaning the fridge would only need to encourage its natural tendencies a little to finally finish off this particular chore. Well into his second hour of working, he’d hopefully be not one but two small steps further towards his maid’s uniform, and for once, Joe had definitely earned it. 

♥ ♥ ♥
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Anne had kept up the barrage of menial chores for over a week, but Joe wasn’t going to let such drudgery dissuade him from his dream. After dinner each evening, he would set about doing the dishes, then report back to the lounge for further instruction. His wife had taken to having him make her a cup of coffee prior to setting him to work on whatever task she’d picked out for him that night, but she still gave him precious little in the way of instruction when it came to his new duties, expecting him to figure out such things for himself. Through a process of trial and error, Joe learnt all about detergents and descalers, as well as how to work the washing machine and tumble drier. He’d even turned his hand to ironing, although he’d needed to redo the first load of his own underwear several times before his efforts finally met Anne’s exacting standards - her unsparing criticism pulling no punches, his wife expecting nothing less than perfection from her maid. Joe refused to be discouraged by her initially rather harsh remarks, preferring to regard them as Anne’s way of training him to do his very best for her. 

No matter how degrading or demeaning the chores that Anne asked of him, nor how derisive her criticism, Joe was determined to show his wife that he was serious about wanting to serve her. His desire to be her maid was far more than simply wanting to dress up in a silly little outfit, as she had once dismissively called it, the satin and lace he aspired to being the icing on the cake of a deeper duty. Nor was it merely a case of wanting to pleasure himself to the thought of such humble submission, although he had to admit he occasionally found himself becoming turned on as he slaved away on his hands and knees, dirty dishcloth in hand, knowing that his wife was treating him just like a real servant. Even if his initial fantasies might have been far from realistic, the more he took on the practical duties of a housemaid, the more he knew this was a role for him. 

Quite apart from the pleasure of submission, sexual or otherwise, there was a certain satisfaction to be found from standing back and admiring the results of his handiwork, whether it be a sparkling sink or a pile of freshly laundered clothes, not to mention the quiet contemplation that he found while working - a far cry from the hustle and bustle of his day job. 

As Joe entered the second week of his domestic employment, he noticed Anne’s attitude towards him slowly soften. No longer was his wife going out of her way to choose the most filthy and humiliating chores for him as though deliberately trying to discourage a man of lesser resolve, instead setting him to work on more familiar forms of housework - hoovering and dusting being more the order of the day. Unlike cleaning the toilet or the refrigerator, they were the kind of chores that Joe could quite happily picture himself doing in the uniform of his dreams, imagining his petticoats swishing around his thighs as he tottered around on the 37

highest of high heels in a way that simply wasn’t the case for dirtier jobs. If the pot on the kitchen table had contained more than the pittance he’d earned so far, he could quite happily do such work wearing a pretty satin apron and lacy gloves, a far cry from those of the PVC or rubber variety that were necessary for the more disagreeable tasks of the week before. 

“What would you wear under your uniform?”, Anne enquired of her husband as he busied himself dusting the mantelpiece in the lounge. “Assuming we were to get you one, that is”, she added. Despite setting him the task of dusting all the furniture in the room prior to vacuuming it, Anne had yet to vacate the sofa, instead opting to watch her husband work from over the top of her book. 

Joe found her attention rather disconcerting, all too aware of her watchful gaze even when she wasn’t engaging him in conversation. “Lingerie, I guess”, he replied hesitantly, unsure of where his wife was leading things. “That could mean anything”, she chided. “What kind of lingerie does a maid wear?”. Joe felt his face flush with embarrassment as he mumbled into his duster. Although he and Anne had fooled around with women’s underwear in the bedroom, he still felt rather awkward about discussing wearing it himself - especially in the context of serving as her maid. “You know, lingerie”, he told her, stressing the word as though that somehow gave it extra meaning. “No, I don’t know”, Anne reproved sternly as her husband shrank further into the mantelpiece. “And look at your mistress when you’re talking to her, Joe. What kind of lingerie?”. 

There was no way of avoiding either his wife’s question or her gaze as Joe turned to face her, blushing crimson with shame as he replied, his words coming out one at a time as though that somehow made them less embarrassing for a man wanting to wear women’s underwear. “Bra. Panties. Stockings. Suspenders. 

You know, lingerie!”, Joe blurted out. “No, you’re going to have to show me”, Anne told him, although she could hardly have misunderstood what he was saying

- how hard was it to picture him wearing all the sexy underwear they’d enjoyed together on countless occasions between the sheets? “In fact, I think I want my maid to go and get changed into lingerie right now”, she continued, stressing the word just as he had. “You’re not properly dressed for the job!”, Anne laughed as her husband’s mouth fell open in astonishment at her proposal. 

Had Joe been of a more calculating disposition, he might have used the opportunity to suggest he wouldn’t be properly dressed until she’d got him a pretty little uniform to do his chores in, but he was too taken aback at the though of Anne wanting to see him work in lingerie to do anything but acquiesce to her request that he go upstairs and pick out something nice for her from his collection of dressing up clothes. What would work best to impress his mistress, he wondered, rummaging through his lingerie drawer in the hope of finding inspiration among its 38

satin and lace. He’d always pictured himself wearing lacy black lingerie beneath a maid’s uniform, a padded bra giving its full length apron an undeniably feminine curve, the matching panties peeking out from beneath his petticoats whenever he bent over. Of course, the tops of his stockings would pretty much always be on display and so would need to have deep lace tops, his suspender straps disappearing up into the flared skirt as they kept his nylons pulled up around his thighs. 

Joe found himself becoming turned on by the thought of wearing such sexy underwear as he hurriedly divested himself of his rather more mundane menswear. 

Once Anne had seen what her maid could be wearing, there would be no way she’d want him to go back to his boring shirt and trousers, not when she could tease her maid by snapping his bra straps or chide him for not concentrating on the job at hand whenever the bulge in his panties became too obvious. Picturing her doing so just made the problem between his legs worse, his manhood evidently inflamed by the thought of working in just his lingerie - so much so that Joe gave up trying to stuff his member into the skimpy panties for the moment and opted for strapping himself into the matching bra instead. He tried desperately to think of something less exciting, as hard as that was when he was dressing himself in such feminine attire in preparation for continuing the dusting in full view of his wife and mistress. Recalling how he’d cleaned the toilet was no help, the thought of kneeling before the porcelain throne only serving to exacerbate his erection as he fastened his stockings to his suspenders in turn. 

Joe shook his head vigorously. He really would need to learn to keep himself under control if he wanted to wear the uniform of his dreams. If this was what a little lingerie did to him, he didn’t want to think what adding a sexy satin and lace outfit would do down below. Had he been able to don such a uniform from the very beginning, he doubted whether he would have been able to achieve so much in the way of chores around the house, too distracted by such feminine finery to be able to concentrate on the practicalities of cleaning the toilet or the refrigerator. Perhaps he ought to revisit the idea of wearing some kind of chastity device while he worked, not as the sexual toy he might have originally pictured a cock cage as being, but merely using one as a practical way to keep his mind on the job at hand. That wouldn’t be possible until he’d saved up enough for one, however, something which was an awful long way off if he wanted to buy a pretty little uniform as well. For now, he’d have to find some other way of keeping his desires in check - there was dusting to be done! 

It seemed a shame to cover up the sexy underwear he’d just dressed himself in, but Joe could think of no other way to disguise his bulging erection short of putting his trousers back on, which in turn necessitated wearing the shirt he’d 39

earlier discarded if Anne wasn’t to ask awkward questions of him. By the time he’d donned his socks and shoes again as well, one might never know that he was wearing all the lingerie a woman would underneath unless one looked for the tell-tale bumps that his bra and suspender straps made beneath his clothes. 

Nevertheless, the mismatch of masculine outerwear and feminine underwear had the advantage of being far better suited to doing the chores in, something his was wife evidently in agreement with as he returned to the lounge. Anne made no comment on his attire as she instructed her maid to continue with his work, his intimate attire apparently irrelevant as far as his mistress was concerned. 

Joe found it difficult to put the presence of his lingerie out of his mind as he set about dusting the granite fire surround, feeling his suspender elastic stretch taut as he crouched down so as to be able to give the stone fireplace his full attention. no doubt exposing the outline of his bra if Anne cared to look for it through his shirt. Certainly, the tightness around his chest was unmistakable to him, but even for a man used to wearing bras in the bedroom, it was nevertheless rather unnerving to be subject to such sensations whilst simultaneously expected to engage in the far more mundane matter of cleaning the lounge. Despite the absence of any other erotic stimuli, his penis still continued to throb angrily within the confines of his panties, his choice in underwear doing little to subdue the bulging monster despite their snugness. Joe could only hope that his wife would not notice the protuberance in his trousers, for it would hardly help his cause if she knew how turned on he was. 

Thankfully, Anne’s thoughts seemed to be taking a rather different direction. 

“I’ve decided”, she pronounced from her position of superiority on the sofa a few minutes later, “that my maid deserves a pay rise. I may have been a little hard on you to begin with”, his wife admitted, “but that was only to make sure you were serious about working for me. Now that you’ve proved yourself, I’m prepared to pay you the going rate, just like any other maid. Of course, I want to see you properly dressed from now on. Until you’ve saved up enough for a pretty little uniform, I expect you to report for your duties wearing lingerie under your clothes. The cost of replacement stockings will be taken from your wages. Is that understood?”. “Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress!”, Joe gushed, overwhelmed by Anne’s unexpected suggestion. He’d worked hard to obtain his wife’s blessing, and knew that she’d expect nothing less in the way of devotion from him in future, no matter what he wore. Although he’d need to work for many more weeks before he earned the uniform of his dreams, whatever it was that he and his mistress ended up choosing, he knew that it was only a matter of time away - Joe had passed the test and was now well and truly his wife’s maid. 
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Introducing Mabel

“Honestly, Mabel! I know you can do better than this!”. Cheryl’s frustration with her husband was all too apparent from her tone of voice, her patience beginning to fray as he fumbled things for the countless time that evening. No matter how often they went through the same, simple task of him greeting her at the door and escorting her through to the lounge, there was always something that didn’t meet his wife’s exacting standards. From offering to take her coat too soon to doing so only belatedly, Graham didn’t seem to be able to catch a break, falling foul of Cheryl’s increasingly fussy requirements no matter how hard he tried to please her. Whether it was letting his shoulders slump ever so slightly yet unacceptably slovenly or keeping his head held just a little too high to be appropriately deferential, he could never maintain a suitable posture whilst concentrating on the task at hand, whereas if he focused on pushing his bust and butt out the way his wife wanted, he’d invariably forget to address her correctly or open the door to the lounge in advance of her arrival. 

“Sorry, Miss!”, Graham apologised, almost habitually, as his wife came to an abrupt halt in the hallway. “I’ll try harder next time!”, he promised, turning reflexively on his heels in preparation for starting again, but Cheryl didn’t follow suit. “No, I’ve had quite enough for one evening”, she said brusquely, making no secret of her displeasure with Graham’s disappointing performance. “Go and get changed for bed. I’ve got better things to do than spend all night trying to train my maid”, Cheryl chided. “Yes, Miss”, Graham answered dejectedly, but his acknowledgement was lost on the woman who had already stepped through the door to the lounge, not even allowing her maid to open it one last time for her. Left alone in the hallway, Graham had little choice but to do as his wife had asked, trudging up the stairs gloomily with only himself for company. He’d tried his best, but nevertheless managed to let his wife down, and while there was still time for improvement, that was something he couldn’t afford to do when the big day finally came. No, he would have to be perfect by then, and even without his 41

wife’s criticism, Graham was all too aware of his shortcomings in that regard. 

After all, if he couldn’t please his wife when they were alone together, how would he fare when she expected him to entertain her best friend, inviting her into the house and escorting her to the lounge just as they had been practising together earlier? Even the thought of appearing as a maid in front of another woman made Graham weak at the knees, knowing that the secret that for so long had been kept solely between husband and wife would soon be shared with someone else. 

Serving a guest as well as his mistress would mark a milestone in Graham’s career as a domestic servant, and would surely be something he would learn to take in his stride in due course, but the prospect of his nerves getting the better of him that first time served only to make matters worse. He knew he would fumble things in front of Judith, flustered by the attention that this strange woman would surely bestow upon him, whether it took the form of playful amusement or scornful derision. Under the spotlight, he was bound to forget the most crucial of things, not only making a fool of himself as he failed to serve as a maid should, but most importantly, letting his wife and mistress down. 

That was why Cheryl was training him, after all, trying to ingrain the routine of introducing a visitor into the house so deeply into her maid that it became second nature to him, something that Graham was able to undertake flawlessly even in the most stressful of situations. Opening the door, inviting his wife’s guest in, taking her coat and escorting her down the hallway to the lounge were hardly the most demanding of chores in Graham’s rather extensive repertoire of duties, so straightforward that he ought to be able to do it all with his eyes closed. Nevertheless, Cheryl kept finding fault with his efforts, in part, Graham suspected, because his wife was anxious as he was that everything should go well. 

His behaviour as a maid reflected on her as a mistress, with introducing one’s feminized husband to one’s best friend as a domestic servant hardly an everyday occurrence as far as most women were concerned. Judging by what Cheryl had told him, Judith had seemed surprisingly accepting of the idea when her friend had joked about her housemaid husband, setting off a chain of events that had led them to where they were now, but one never knew for certain how someone would react until they saw the real thing - something that Graham knew from bitter experience, suffering the rejection of several previous girlfriends until he’d finally been fortunate enough to be found by Cheryl. 

There was, however, still plenty of time for Graham’s skills to be polished to perfection. Indeed, Cheryl hadn’t even set a date for Judith to come for tea, merely alluding to wanting to do so sooner rather than later, something that her husband found himself in complete agreement with. Doing so would not only allow him to face his fears, it would also put an end to the rigorous training 42

sessions that Cheryl put him through on an increasingly regular basis, as well as seeing him graduate to becoming a fully fledged maid - one who would warrant wearing a more lavish uniform than the rather practical cotton affair Cheryl had prescribed for her husband to do the chores in. He’d be able to finally swap cotton for satin, albeit on occasional basis, becoming the pretty maid of his dreams rather than merely a feminized household help, genteelly serving tea all dolled up in a dainty little uniform rather than on his hands and knees scrubbing floors or up to his elbows in soapy water. That was worth undergoing any amount of training for, gladly accepting his wife’s criticism until he was up to the job. He’d have continued practising all night if Cheryl had allowed. 

Absent-mindedly reaching behind his back and untying his apron, Graham lifted the frilly cotton pinafore off over his head without really thinking about it, still mulling over the events of that evening. Even undoing the awkward zip down the back of the little black dress he wore underneath didn’t require much concentra-tion, with Graham unconsciously stretching one arm over his shoulder and pulling the stiff fastener as far down as he could manage before passing over the task to his other hand, reached it up his back to continue where the first had left off. It was a testament to how long he had been in his wife’s service that he could now perform on autopilot a task that had once flummoxed him, but Graham had other things on his mind, too caught up in poring over his earlier training to reflect on how he’d once had to have Cheryl help him in and out of his uniform, his wife zipping her maid up in his dress back in the dim and distant past. Now he could do all that himself - indeed, he did so on a daily basis - but that didn’t mean his role as domestic servant was free from challenges, as the matter that preoccupied his thoughts demonstrated. 

Graham had soon slipped his arms and legs out of the simple short-sleeved dress and laid it carefully on the bed alongside his apron, down to just his lingerie before even realising it. Whereas his outerwear had been mundane and practical, thoroughly in keeping with the menial chores he was expected to perform around the house, the old-fashioned underwear Graham wore beneath was rather more out of the ordinary for a female housemaid, let alone a male one! Few modern cleaners would opt for the combination of longline brassière and girdle that formed the foundation of Graham’s uniform, opting for more up-to-date garments on grounds of both fashion and comfort. Nevertheless, Graham’s intimate attire conveyed a coy submissiveness combined with a certain sensuality, the pretty lace recalling a bygone era in which women looked pretty and knew their place, proving perfect for putting a man in the right frame of mind for cleaning. 

The nude stockings that Graham was in the process of unhooking from the suspender clasps of his girdle were a relatively plain affair, their heavy denier chosen 43

because of how hard-wearing it was in comparison to the sheer gossamer that often graced Cheryl’s legs. The practical constraints imposed by Graham spending so much time on his hands and knees meant that such sensual hosiery was something strictly reserved for his mistress, with her maid only allowed to wear thick, opaque stockings with a plain welt rather than sexy lace-topped wisps of smoky black nylon. Still, they were a far cry from the mundanity of more modern pantyhose, retaining a certain vintage charm thanks to having to be held up by another garment rather than supporting themselves. In Graham’s case, that was the tight girdle that encircled his hips and shaped his buttocks as it stretched his stockings taut. The elastic of its six suspender clasps was thick and chunky, leaving no doubt that this was an article of attire that meant business, but the girdle was no less feminine for it, featuring a pretty lace panel that enshrouded the male maid’s groin. 

One by one, Graham detached the firm metal fasteners, distractedly allowing his nude nylons to slip down his legs a little of their own accord before actively encouraging the process. The bunched up stockings soon joined the maid’s dress and apron on the bed, with Graham next setting about unzipping the now redun-dant girdle prior to unfastening the inner row of hooks that held the tight fitting garment fast against his body. Although somewhat more relaxed as a result, it was still a struggle to work the elasticated fabric off his hips, the tenacious girdle turning itself inside out in the process of being rolled off Graham’s body, slowly revealing the full cut panties the feminized man wore underneath. Nevertheless, Graham took it all in his stride, returning the girdle to its rightful arrangement before adding it to the growing pile of clothes on the bed and reaching his hands behind his back to set about unhooking his bra. 

Graham’s longline brassière ran almost the entire length of his spine, with each hook he separated from its associated eye serving only to increase the tension on those that remained fastened. So used had he become to the snug embrace around his chest that he didn’t really appreciate just how tight his intimate attire was until it was finally removed, whereupon the flesh that had been squashed into unnaturally feminine contours suddenly reverted to its natural shape. With all the hooks unfastened, Graham was able at last to slip the wide elastic straps of the feminine garment down his arms, bending forward and letting the bra fall onto the bed in such a way so as to save having to catch the small slips of silicone that had until now filled out its cups. That was a labour saving habit that he’d discovered long ago, now performed so naturally that Graham wasn’t even aware of doing so, taking for granted the presence of the flesh coloured lumps that still sat in the cups of his bra even though he was no longer wearing it. Only his panties remained to feminize him now, and they were much more easily removed, 44

barely registering in Graham’s consciousness as he automatically slipped off the cotton underwear and added it to the pile. 

With his thoughts still occupied with concerns about whether his service would ever meet with his wife’s satisfaction, Graham inattentively stepped into the pretty nightdress that he habitually wore to bed, mechanically working the soft fabric up his body before pulling its dainty straps over each of his shoulders in turn. 

Suitably attired for what was left of the evening, he then proceeded to put away the pile of clothing he’d only recently stripped off his body, returning his maid’s dress to the hanger in his wardrobe along with its apron, then placing the bra with its padding, the girdle and the stockings on top of the chair besides his dresser. 

Unlike his panties, which had spent a full day snugly caressing his groin, the rest of Graham’s lingerie hadn’t been worn long enough to warrant washing just yet, having another evening before needing to go in the laundry basket. Making a brief detour via the bathroom to deposit his dirty underwear there, Graham headed downstairs to rejoin his wife. 

Thankfully, Cheryl’s mood had improved markedly in the intervening time, with the woman who had only recently snapped at him now adopting a more apologetic tone. Gesturing to her husband to join her on the sofa, Cheryl sought to explain her earlier outburst of emotion, letting Graham know that she hadn’t meant anything personally by her angry words, but had merely been venting the natural anxiety she felt about wanting everything to be perfect for her friend’s visit. “I thought we would try again tomorrow night”, she suggested softly, “when we’ve both had chance to sleep on things”. “Perhaps you might wear your formal uniform for the occasion? It would give you a chance to get used to it”, she continued, affectionately stroking her husband’s exposed thigh just below the hem of his nightdress. That was an unnecessary inducement, but one that Graham was hardly going to decline, allowing himself to be intimately fondled as he readily agreed to a proposal he would jump at no matter what the circumstances. 

♥ ♥ ♥

A day had been and gone, with Graham having exchanged nightdress for suit and tie in the interim. Only the pair of pretty cotton panties he wore beneath his trousers reminded him of his devotion to his wife during the hours he spent in the office, but once home, it wasn’t long before Cheryl had her husband dress up in rather more in the way of feminine attire. Rather than simply sending him upstairs to get changed as she usually did, his wife took an active interest in her maid’s attire, accompanying Graham to the bedroom before having him strip down to just his underwear. “Those can come off too”, she instructed, gesturing 45

dismissively at the white cotton panties that were all that kept him from being naked before her. “My maid’s going to wear something a little sexier tonight”, she grinned, plucking out a mass of silky black satin from his lingerie drawer. 

Graham only needed to glance at what his wife was holding to know that the garment she had selected was of a different class to his everyday underwear. 

Although still fairly modestly cut, the sleek, silky material was a world apart from the cotton he ordinarily wore, seeming to shimmer in the light as Cheryl idly worked her fingers through it. Taking them from her outstretched hand, Graham spread out the satin panties prior to bending forward and slipping his feet through their openings, feeling his manhood beginning to bulge even before he’d worked the clingy material all the way up his legs. “We’ll have none of that!”, Cheryl chided, swiftly reaching her hand down his groin and stifling Graham’s nascent erection by pressing it down into his gusset before her husband was even aware of what she was doing. By the time she’d pulled his waistband back in place, there was no chance of any repeat performance from his penis, safely tucked away in the snug satin that now encased his groin. 

Graham pouted playfully, but there was no denying who was in charge of the situation, as Cheryl swiftly emphasised. “Don’t forget you’re serving me, my maid”, she said sternly, giving her husband a look that showed she meant business. 

Cutting off Graham’s apology before it had barely begun, Cheryl continued as though the previous incident had never happened. “Now, I think those call for a matching bra, don’t you?”, she asked rhetorically, turning to the dresser once more and extracting exactly that. Allowing the garment in question to dangle momentarily from her fingers, Cheryl proceeded to toss it in the direction of her husband, not waiting for him to catch it before giving her next instruction. “Put it on”, she directed, impatiently tapping her foot as Graham frantically sought to untangle the bra’s straps prior to orientating it the right way round. A task that should have been straightforward for a man as proficient with feminine garments as Graham had suddenly become anything but simple, his fingers fumbling under his wife’s intense gaze as he slipped his arms through the black elastic and pulled it up his shoulders, seemingly unable to fasten its clasp behind his back no matter how many times he tried. 

Evidently unsatisfied by the speed of her husband’s efforts, Cheryl took the lead, swiftly stepping behind him and fastening his bra in one fell swoop. For a moment, there was an incredible tightness around Graham’s chest as his wife pulled the bra’s two ends taut, pressing the stiff underwires into his flesh before relaxing, albeit only a little. “You ought to know how to do this by now”, she admonished, still fussing with the band behind his back before turning her attention to her husband’s bra straps. “It’s not like you don’t wear one every day”, Cheryl told him, 46

talking over her shoulder as she headed towards the dresser again. “You do put your bra on the way you should, don’t you Mabel?”, she asked sternly, referring to the number of times she’d caught Graham swivelling an already fastened brassière around his body rather than fastening it behind his back as he knew he ought. 

“Yes, Miss”. “Because if I thought you were cheating again, I might have to make you wear one all the time”, Cheryl threatened, returning with a pair of breast forms in her hands. “Perhaps even with these little beauties in”, she suggested wickedly. 

“That won’t be necessary, Miss”, Graham stammered as Cheryl inserted the lumps of silicone into the cups of his bra, the feminized man standing perfectly still as his wife augmented his chest to more womanly proportions. The bust she was giving him now was larger than the meagre A-cup he ordinarily adopted when working around the house, with its fuller C-cups being more than enough to make the difference distinctly noticeable to Graham when he looked down. Whereas his ordinary maid’s attire was intended to feminize him just enough to leave him undeniably unmasculine, Graham’s more formal outfit saw him take on rather more in the way of curves, his newfound bosom only one notch down from Cheryl’s delicious D-cups. He would never rival her in terms of ladylike beauty, but that didn’t mean that he wouldn’t look very pretty by the time his wife was finished with him - no longer a humble charwoman in a uniform suited for scrubbing floors, but shown off in his feminine finest, his outfit reflecting upon the mistress he served as he extended such devotion to her guest. 

“I trust not”, Cheryl said severely, adopting a similarly astringent tone as she fetched a further article of feminine attire from the dresser. “Now, can you put your suspender belt on by yourself or will you need my help with that as well?”. 

“I can manage, Miss”, Graham replied meekly, taking the garment his wife thrust brusquely towards him. Like the bra before it, he might ordinarily have been tempted to cut corners when it came to donning the length of black satin he now held, fastening it in front of him before rotating it around his body, but Cheryl’s presence put pay to that idea even without her earlier comments about having him wear a bra more often ringing in his ears. No, Graham knew he had to hook his suspender belt behind his back properly, finding himself desperately praying that its ends would meet quickly enough to avoid the humiliation of Cheryl having to step in and sort him out again, treating her husband like a child who couldn’t dress himself even as he donned the most adult of feminine clothing - black satin lingerie that would have done wonders for a woman. 

Thankfully, the belt fastened on the third or fourth attempt, although Graham wasn’t keeping count, having more pressing matters on his mind as he sought to please his wife. Swiftly checking that none of the dangling suspenders had got caught up in the garment’s elasticated waistband, Graham looked to Cheryl 47

for further guidance, but for once, she seemed pleased with his efforts. “Good girl!”, she praised, before continuing. “Of course, you’ll need some stockings to go with that. These are sheer ones, which means you’ll have to be extra careful to avoid catching them, you understand? No rough and tumble for you today, you’re going to have to be dainty and demure in your pretty little uniform!”. “Yes, Miss”, Graham nodded, having received his wife’s lecture on looking after hosiery more times than he cared to remember. That hadn’t stopped him from snagging even his thicker, everyday stockings on occasion, however, nor had the punitive shopping trips for replacements he’d incurred as a result. 

For once, Cheryl seemed content with simply watching her husband put on his nylons, sparing him her usual discourse on such matters as he sat on the bed and bundled each of the sheer stockings up prior to starting to roll their silky gossamer up his legs. Taking the utmost of care to avoid putting his nails through the diaphanous hosiery, Graham slowly outfitted himself with a second skin of smoky sensuality, ever conscious of Cheryl’s all encompassing gaze upon proceedings. Knowing that he mustn’t dawdle if he was to avoid the ire of his wife, yet equally aware that to act in haste could end in disaster, the feminized man found himself on the horns of a dilemma, doing his best to imagine that he was simply going about getting changed for the evening, like he did every evening, rather than dressing in the presence of his mistress as a prelude to training that would ultimately see him serving another woman as well as the one who was taking such an active interest in his feminization now. 

When the first stocking finally crept its way to the top of his thigh, it became necessary to attach it to the suspenders that until now had hung limply from Graham’s lingerie. Having not taken the precaution of unfastening them first, he found himself having to hurriedly fumble with the rubber and metal clasps, all the while conscious of the way his hosiery was slowly slipping back down his leg again. 

Not daring to look up at his wife in the process, Graham could only guess at her reaction as he struggled to rescue the escaping stocking, tugging its deep lace top back into place in a manner that could hardly be described as dainty and demure. 

Finally it was fixed in place, allowing Graham to start upon its sister - albeit not before undoing the remaining suspender clasps first. He wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice, not when his mistress was watching his misadventures so avidly! 

Now having donned all the lingerie a woman might wear if she was dressing to impress, Graham found himself feeling surprisingly self-conscious as he stood before his wife, unable to look Cheryl in the eye as she inspected her newly feminized husband. He was still far from fully dressed and, like a girl caught in nothing but her underwear, found his face reddening as his wife examined him 48

from every angle. Cheryl paced around her husband with a confidence that was as pronounced as his was lacking, running her hand over his satin clad behind as though inspecting it for quality before playfully snapping one of Graham’s suspender straps. “Very sexy”, she purred, adding with a laugh, “Though I don’t think I want Judith seeing you quite like this, however much she might enjoy the spectacle! Let’s get you into something resembling a proper uniform shall we?”. 

Leaving her husband still blushing at the thought of serving two women in nothing but sexy black lingerie, Cheryl turned towards the wardrobe. 

Graham had tried on the dress his wife produced once before in order to check its fit, but the slinky satin affair was otherwise still a novelty to him. Unlike his cotton workwear, the shiny fabric was designed to be figure hugging, something which was apparent from the outline of the garment even before he’d put it on. 

Cut to a far fancier pattern, it featured pleats and tucks that were altogether lacking from the simple, straight cut dress he ordinarily wore, pulling the bodice in around its waist and flaring the skirt out at its hem. Moreover, the luscious fabric was trimmed with ruffles of frilly lace at every conceivable opening, with the sleeves, the neckline and even the skirt of the garment adorned with a crisp white floral scallop. It was soft, pretty and undeniable feminine - far from suited for grovelling around on the floor with a dustpan and brush, but ideal for escorting guests into the house before waiting upon them in the lounge, on standby to pour to tea at a moment’s notice. 

Stepping into the bundle of satin that Cheryl presented, Graham stood limp while his wife worked the dress up his body, allowing her to direct his hands through the appropriate holes as she pulled the puffed out sleeves into place on his shoulders, her fingers grazing her husband’s bra straps as she did so. Soon his black satin lingerie was entirely obscured by a second layer of the luscious fabric, this one enveloping far more of his body despite its perilously short skirt and plunging neckline. Looking down his chest as his wife continued to work behind his back, Graham watched the gleaming fabric become taut across his bust, the satin following the feminine contours beneath with ever-increasing fidelity as Cheryl slowly but surely zipped him into it. It was a tight squeeze at times, with his wife’s occasional struggle with the fastener leaving the man now firmly embraced by the luxurious garment doubting whether he would ever be able to take it off again without her assistance, but that was hardly something he needed to worry about now, considering how Cheryl wasn’t finished dressing him. No, his wife was already fetching the petticoats that would puff out the pleats of his skirt, a frothy mass of snow white satin and lace that was soon working its way up his legs to separate the black satin of panties and dress. 

So far the garments his wife had dressed him in had only been different by degree 49

from his everyday maid’s attire, undeniably softer and more sensual than the plain cotton, practical hosiery and vintage foundation wear that Graham ordinarily donned, but similar nonetheless. Yes, his bra bulged more, making up in cup size for what it had lost in length, and yes, his sheer stockings were far more dainty and delicate than his usual thick, nude nylons, especially when held up by a sexy satin suspender belt rather than an old-fashioned girdle, but they weren’t an entirely different kind of garment entirely. The petticoats, however, were something else, not called for in Graham’s regular uniform, and thus an exquisite experience for a man who was otherwise all too familiar with feminine garb. Even the slightest of movements caused them to rustle around his thighs as though they had a life of their own, gently caressing his nylon clad skin with their myriad lace fingers to electrifying effect. A menial scrubber would never experience such feminine delights, out of place for a humble domestic down on her hands and knees, but a lady’s maid might be allowed to share attire more suited for the princess she served. 

The novelty of his pretty petticoats was such that Graham couldn’t help himself from setting them into motion, swishing the mass of fabric around his legs with childlike glee until a sharp rebuke from his wife put an end to his antics. “You’re not wearing this uniform simply for your pleasure”, Cheryl scolded, giving her husband a firm slap on the thigh to regain his attention. “No, Miss”, Graham apologised, but his wife continued regardless. “Remind me, Mabel. Why am I dressing you like this?”. She’d stepped away from him now, but showed no sign of continuing dressing him, instead placing her hands on her hips as she waited expectantly for his answer, her insistence all too apparent in the unyielding stare that caused Graham to mumble into his feet rather than face her head on. “So that I look my very best when serving you and your esteemed guest, Miss”, he began, parroting a lecture he had heard from his wife on countless occasions. 

“My appearance reflects on my mistress, which is why it is vital that I look as pretty as possible in front of her friend”, Graham continued, knowing all too well that his wife wasn’t doing this merely for the fun of it. From dressing him in such delicious confection to training him to escort a guest into the lounge, everything she did was leading up to the big day when her husband would finally wait upon another woman, her best friend Judith. 

“That’s right. You’re my maid, and don’t you forget it!”, Cheryl said sternly. 

“Perhaps putting you in an apron again will help you remember your place”, she suggested sharply, returning to her husband’s side with the garment that would complete his uniform, transforming him from merely a man all dolled up in ludicrously feminine garb to a satin clad servant by means of the pretty pinafore. 

Like the dress before it, the full-length apron was cut from shiny satin trimmed 50

with generous amounts of lace, but its spotless material, as immaculately white and unspoiled as fresh snow, contrasted sharply against the inky blackness that had so far typified Graham’s attire. After leaning forward and bowing his head momentarily to let his wife place the apron’s neckband over it with ease, Graham reverted to an upright position before waiting for her to fasten the wide satin ribbons that served as apron strings behind his back, but that merely earned him a look of disapproval from the woman who evidently expected her maid to tie them in a bow by himself, no doubt believing that he needed the practice after the débâcle with his bra. “We don’t have all day!”, Cheryl reproved as her husband hurried to make up for lost time, fumbling with his hands behind his back as he attempted to meet his wife’s exacting demands. 

“No, Mabel, that’s not good enough”, Cheryl castigated Graham as his initial attempt failed to pass muster. “Am I going to have to spend the entire evening teaching you how to dress yourself properly?”, she exclaimed with exasperation, undoing with one swift pull of her hand the bow that her husband had exerted so much effort in trying to tie. “The bow has to be central, the loops have to be level, and it needs to be tied tight”, Cheryl told him, emphasising her latter point by giving the two ends of the ribbon a sharp tug as she brought them together, the sudden imposition around his waist causing Graham to gasp for breath. “You can practice that on your own later”, she suggested as she looped the lengths of ribbon around one another, adding sternly, “And you better make sure you do so, because I don’t want you looking anything other than perfect for Judith, you slovenly wench”. She was teasing him now, Graham knew, but that didn’t mean that he didn’t have to take her words to heart - no matter how long their training went on into the evening, he would have to make time to practice tying his apron afterwards, along with fastening his bra, getting dressed and undressed repeatedly before divesting himself of his uniform and going to bed. 

“Much better!”, Cheryl cooed, naturally satisfied with her own efforts in a way that simply wouldn’t have been the case even if her hapless husband had managed to tie exactly the same bow behind him. While he couldn’t see the results directly, there was no denying the presence of another tightness around his waist, above the waistbands of his suspender belt and petticoats and below the band of his bra, pulling the pretty white apron in around his middle such that the snow white satin followed his feminine curves - bulging at the bust, flared out at the thighs and yet cinched in at the waist. The low cut neckline of his maid’s dress was now complemented by the addition of the heart-shaped top half of the apron, fashioned so as to add prominence to the breasts beneath, whereas his skirt was now adorned by a frilly little semicircle of satin that would do little to protect the fabric underneath yet served to stress the servility of its wearer, being, as it was, 51

the undeniable mark of a maid. 

Graham was still in his stockinged feet, but that didn’t last long, as Cheryl now presented her husband with a pair of women’s pumps to put on, their black patent leather even more shiny than than the satin of his uniform. While no stranger to wearing feminine footwear whilst working, the modest heels of the shoes that he now slipped onto his feet were a step up from the flats that he ordinarily adopted as part of his uniform, imparting a couple of inches of extra height to the feminized man that were disproportionately destabilizing. Noticing the difference as soon he got to his feet, it took a moment for Graham to regain his balance, by which time his wife had thrust the last few articles of his uniform into his hands. “We’ll worry about your make-up another time”, she told him, “but I’m sure you can manage these by yourself”, gesturing to the mass of satin and lace her husband was now clutching. Cheryl was halfway out of the roof before she looked over her shoulder to check on Graham’s progress. “Don’t dawdle”, she chided. “I’ll be expecting you downstairs shortly”. With that, she disappeared out of the doorway, leaving her maid to his own devices. 

The pretty headpiece, pair of short satin gloves and frilly choker had to be ex-tricated from one another before being put on in turn. Graham was struggling with fastening the latter around his neck, regretting having already encumbered his fingers with the gloves, when the sound of the doorbell ringing echoed up from downstairs. Only a week ago, the melodious chime would have caused the feminized maid to freeze in horror, wondering who was threatening to intrude upon the secret world in which he adopted the most humble of roles, but now he knew better. Although the sudden intrusion still instinctively sent shivers up his spine, Graham was in no doubt that it would be his wife at the door, wanting to put her maid through his paces in the most realistic way by pretending to be a visitor and expecting to be escorted into her very own house. Knowing that there was not a second to lose, Graham tossed aside the lace trimmed choker in his hurry to head down the stairs as fast as his heels would carry him. 

The omission was not lost on Cheryl, although his wife waited until she had berated her husband for his tardiness before starting on the subject of his neglected attire. “When Judith rings, I want you to open the door immediately! I certainly don’t want her to have to wait at the door like I just have, nor to be greeted by a maid who isn’t properly dressed”, she scolded. “Now sort yourself”, she commanded sternly, adopting an imperious tone of voice that spurred her husband into life as he fumbled with the choker once more. Would Cheryl have preferred him to have answered the door still clutching it in his hand, or would she rather have waited another minute for him to have finally fastened the length of satin around his neck? Both would surely have proved just as unacceptable to the lady 52

of the house delayed on her own doorstep, but however impossible the situation he found himself in, Graham knew there was no point in arguing about it. He would simply have to make things up to Cheryl by doing better next time. 

“Stand there”, Cheryl directed, gesturing to the corner of the hallway. Graham did as he was told, adopting a position only a few feet from the door that his wife closed behind her as she stepped outside again. A few moments later, there was the sound of the doorbell again, much louder now that he was standing right beneath its chimes. The dulcet chords spurred the feminized man into action, causing him to leap forward and open the door at once, albeit not without a degree of trepidation. Graham had been in far too much of a hurry to fully appreciate what he was doing when he had first answered the door, but now that he was no longer having to dash down the stairs, the dangers of exposing himself in such an embarrassing outfit started to dawn on him. What if one of their neighbours was walking past and wondered what Cheryl was doing standing outside her own front door? Their driveway was moderately secluded, but that didn’t mean that an unexpected visitor might not happen to turn up at that very moment - a salesman, perhaps, or worse, one of his friends. How could he begin to explain what he was doing wearing such humiliatingly feminine attire? 

“Well, don’t just stand there!”, Cheryl chided, the contradiction between this and her last order lost on her husband. “We’ve done the rest of this before”, she reminded him as Graham belatedly shut the door behind her. “You offer to take my coat and hang it up before escorting me to the lounge, remember?”. “Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss”, Graham apologised, but Cheryl didn’t want to hear any of it. 

“May I take your coat, Miss?”, she prompted him. “Honestly, Mabel. Start again from the beginning”, she directed, already out of the door before he could reply. 

This time the bell had barely sounded before Graham invited his wife back into the house, but that was too quick for Cheryl’s liking. “It’s a little creepy to think you’re just standing there waiting, even if you are. Try again”, she instructed, and her husband did just that, allowing a respectable pause that thankfully was long enough to meet with his wife’s approval without keeping her waiting. “Do come in, Miss”, Graham suggested, bowing slightly as he made a sweeping gesture with his satin gloved hand. “May I take your coat?”. 

“That’s more like it!”, Cheryl beamed, slipping out of her smart fitted jacket in such a way that she never actually lifted it from her body, rather allowing it to slide down her arms in the expectation that her maid would catch her coat before it fell to the ground. Certainly, the prospect of the crisply pressed material ending up in a pile on the floor was as anathema to Graham as it was to his mistress, the mere thought causing him to move swiftly to intercept the garment before it gathered speed. The sleek navy fabric offered precious little in the way of 53

purchase for his satin clad fingers, but simply pawing at it in the hope of grasping something was out of the question. As an extension of his wife’s appearance, Graham knew instinctively that he should handle Cheryl’s jacket with the same loving care as he would her very body were he privileged to serve his wife in the bedroom or bathroom, adopting a soft tenderness that befitted the dainty satin and frilly lace he found himself engulfed in. Indeed, if that was case for a woman he was on intimate terms with, how much more important would such care be when he was waiting upon a stranger, his wife’s friend not wanting to be mauled or manhandled any more than she would. 

Graham was thoroughly familiar with pretty much everything in his wife’s wardrobe, having helped Cheryl dress on countless occasions, and thus knew that the turned down collar of her jacket would be his salvation on this occasion, but what if Judith’s garb was less amenable to being safely taken in his hands, as hampered as they were by the shiny satin gloves that rendered his fingers perilously slippery? What if his wife’s friend made no effort to divest herself of her outerwear, but instead expected him to unzip or unbutton her as she stood perfectly still, perhaps so engrossed in conversation with his mistress that she was completely unaware of his dilemma, or worse, taking perverse delight in seeing him struggle to unfasten her coat, looking down with scornful derision as he fumbled his way down from chest to thighs, all too conscious of how close he was to touching another woman’s body in full view of his wife. 

Cheryl’s training could only go so far, beyond which Graham would have to rely on his natural instincts as a maid, honed to perfection through years of painful trial and error. Would his skills be good enough to meet this new challenge, or would the feminized man ultimately end up letting both his mistress and her guest down in some as yet unforeseen manner that even the most rigorous of practice couldn’t prepare him for? It was no use worrying about such things, for even if Cheryl had him repeat this exercise with every coat in her copious collection, something that would surely happen over the course of the coming weeks, there was no accounting for the unknown. Graham could only do his best and hope that that was sufficient, which right now meant keeping Cheryl’s jacket from touching the floor as he lifted it away from her body and up onto the coatstand where it would reside, albeit momentarily considering the likelihood of his wife having him repeat this part of proceedings again and again until his efforts were absolutely flawless. 

Sure enough, the jacket was soon back on his wife’s shoulders, although rather than being unsatisfied with his performance, it seemed that Cheryl was simply teasing him. “I wanted to make sure that wasn’t just a fluke”, she laughed as she watched her husband hang her coat up for second time, “but it seems my maid’s 54

finally getting the hang of this”. After her earlier criticism, even such a small scrap of praise from his mistress caused Graham to fill with pride, but Cheryl didn’t allow him to bask in his success for more than a moment. “Now, one more time!”, she instructed, looking expectantly at her husband, then the coatstand, to signify that he should help her back into her jacket once more. “Yes, Miss!”, Graham replied, setting to work on obeying his mistress’s command even before he had finished acknowledging it. If nothing else, he mused as he held open the garment for his wife to slip her arms into, it was all good practice for when he would be expected to see their guest out of the house, something that still seemed an awful long way off for a man who didn’t yet know how well he would perform as a maid when serving in front of another woman. 

Graham lost count of the number of times that his wife’s jacket alternated between her body and the coatstand, too busy trying to keep track of her various directions to even think about how often he had practised this most mundane of tasks. From standing up straight to keeping his head slightly bowed in deference to his superior, making sure not to look her straight in the eye yet equally avoiding staring at her chest, there was always something new to bear in mind, all the while encumbered by the cloying confection of lace and satin that enshrouded his body. It was hard to stop his billowing petticoats from occasionally brushing against his wife when they flared out to such an alarming angle, but Cheryl insisted that his rustling underskirts must never make contact with her own rather more practical attire - a smart knee length skirt and sheer stockings that conveyed just as much femininity as her husband’s exaggerated outfit, yet left neither of them in any doubt as to who was the maid and who was the mistress. The awkward angle that complying with such demands imposed put Graham at risk of thrusting his bust out more than was seemly for a serving girl, and then there was making sure that he never, ever bent forward far enough to show off his stocking tops - as happened when his wife had moved far enough away from the coatstand to stop him from simply turning from one to the other. 

Still, Cheryl had gone well beyond smoothing off her husband’s rough edges and was now working on giving his service a polished shine. It wasn’t that she expected better, merely that she expected his best, and moreover, wanted that to come as second nature, even for something as simple as taking her coat. By the time she’d finished with him, Graham felt that even divesting royalty of their outerwear wouldn’t faze him, so banished were his earlier nebulous concerns among all the small things that Cheryl had crammed into his mind. He couldn’t worry about the wider what-ifs when there were the here and now problems of posture and attitude and appropriate demureness in keeping with his position as a humble maid, who was expected to make the taking of a coat into the entirety of his life 55

for those few brief seconds, as inconsequential as such an act of service might be to whoever he was serving. Then it would be on to the next in an unending sequence of tasks, to be committed to with just as much devotion as the last. 

His mistress expected nothing less of him, whether he was down on his hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor or all dolled up as he was now, his wife’s jacket in his hands as he carried it the few, practised steps from where she stood and watched impassively. 

“Now, what do you do next, Mabel?”, Cheryl asked sternly. “Allow me to escort you to the lounge, Miss”, Graham replied instinctively, seizing the opportunity to finally leave coat and coatstand behind. “That’s “May I escort you to the lounge, Miss?””, his wife corrected. “A maid mustn’t be presumptuous about her mistress’s intentions, nor those of her guests”. “Yes, Miss”, Graham apologised, making a mental note of his wife’s preferred choice of address before repeating it back to her word for word. “May I escort you to the lounge, Miss?”, he offered obsequiously, gesturing with his gloved hand in the general direction. “Certainly, Mabel. Lead the way!”, Cheryl replied, allowing her husband to step around her before following him down the hallway, only a step behind. The sound of her heels clattering on the panelled floor interposed with his own, the two sets of feminine footwear coming together to form a click-clack cadence that proved quite unsettling for Graham, all too aware of his wife’s gaze burning into his back as he minced down the hallway. In due course it would be another woman watching him walk ahead of her, her eyes flitting from one part of his feminized form to another as she took in the full extent of his submission. 

After opening the door to the lounge, Graham entered the room ahead of his wife, stepping swiftly to one side to allow her through. Only when Cheryl was safely past him did he turn to close the door again, but a cough from behind him signalled that this was not the correct course of action as far as his mistress was concerned. “Aren’t you going to introduce me to my guest?”, Cheryl chided, adopting a lighter tone that indicated she appreciated the ludicrous nature of such a request. “I can’t be in two places at once”, she laughed, “so for now, let’s pretend that I’m Judith and your mistress is sitting in her usual spot. Back out into the hall and let’s start again, shall we?”. Graham dutifully complied, opening the lounge door once more and escorting his wife back out of the room. “May I escort you to the lounge, Miss?”, he asked when they were standing just inside the front door again. “Certainly, Mabel! Lead the way!”. 

Once again, the two-step rhythm indicated that Graham was not alone as he made his way down the hallway, opening the door to the lounge and entering inside just as he had done before. This time, however, he turned to face the empty armchair in the bay window, trying desperately to retain a sombre tone 56

as he told the cushion seated there that her guest had arrived. “May I present Judith, Miss?”, he submitted respectfully, addressing the upholstery in exactly the same way as he would his wife. It was certainly disconcerting to hear her voice coming from behind him even as he faced the other way, his imagined mistress not only a ventriloquist but one with a sense of humour judging by her rather mischievous reply. “Thank you, Mabel, but I don’t know why you’re talking to the chair, you daft maid. I’m right here behind you”. “Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss”, Graham apologised, finding himself rather flustered in such a no-win situation. 

Nevertheless, his wife’s teasing suggested that she was in a surprisingly good mood considering what his training had put her through. Indeed, Graham found Cheryl’s arm wrap itself around his waist as she snuggled up against his satin clad body for a moment, stroking the sleek fabric with her fingers as she gave her verdict on the evening’s performance. “I think we’re making progress, don’t you?”, she asked rhetorically, not giving her husband a chance to reply before continuing. “Still, it’s tiring work training a maid!”, she exclaimed. “All this pacing around has made me very thirsty. Why don’t you go and make the lady of the house a nice cup of tea? You’ll be doing that when Judith visits, so it won’t do you any harm to practice serving it formally. Use the best china and bring it in on that little tray of yours”, she directed. “Yes, Miss. Right away, Miss”, Graham replied, pivoting on his heels, but his wife had one last instruction for him before he left the room. “Mabel”, she called, catching his attention immediately. “Yes, Miss?”. “You only need to bring one cup. The armchair isn’t thirsty tonight”, she laughed. “Yes, Miss!”, Graham grinned, appreciating the note of light relief after what had already been a hard evening. While Cheryl was about to put her feet up, training having concluded for one night, his service to his wife and mistress was far from over yet! 

♥ ♥ ♥

Two weeks of intense training every evening saw Graham’s abilities polished to pretty much to perfection, with the feminized maid having grown so used to escorting his wife into the lounge that he could do so in his sleep - quite literally. 

Whether it was because of apprehension about the impending event or simply because he’d practised the same routine so many times, Graham found himself greeting guests in his dreams, opening the door to the house to find the most unlikely of people waiting to be helped out of their coats - not just his wife, but an entire retinue of her friends and acquaintances on one occasion, all clamouring for attention as they poured into the hallway. There must have upwards of thirty women surrounding him by the time he’d woken up in a cold sweat, the straps of his nightdress having slipped down his arms in such a way as to pin them against 57

his body in a manner all too reminiscent of the grasping hands that had vied for his attention. It was no wonder he couldn’t breathe when the soft fabric had wound itself so tightly around his chest, but sorting himself without waking his sleeping wife had proved quite a challenge. Cheryl had remained blissfully unaware of his night-time terrors, but she was not without anxiety herself - after all, it wasn’t every day you introduced your best friend to your feminized husband, Graham mused when she’d been slightly testier than usual. He would be glad when Judith had been and gone, and he suspected his wife secretly felt the same - no matter how many times her friend ended up visiting in future, no matter how many other women he would ultimately be expected to wait upon, the first time was always different. 

“What time might we be expecting your friend, Miss?”, Graham had enquired hesitantly after he’d presented himself for service that morning, clad in his more mundane uniform so as not to run the risk of sullying his white satin in the course of his customary chores. “She said she’d pop round later in the afternoon”, Cheryl had told him unhelpfully, leaving her husband none the wiser as to when he might be put out of his misery. He’d changed into his formal uniform after tidying away the table after lunch, submitting his feminized body for inspection by his wife. 

In addition to the scrumptious satin and luscious lace that outfitted him, he’d gone to the trouble of making his face up just as Cheryl had taught him, applying powder and paint so as to soften his masculine features, using foundation to cover up the faint shadow that remained even after shaving before imparting a pretty pastel pink tinge to his lips and eyelids. It was a subtle addition to the exaggerated femininity that was his maid’s uniform, but one that his mistress insisted upon - Cheryl didn’t want Graham to appear as her husband in the eyes of her friend, but her maid Mabel, a humble serving girl who knew her place and looked pretty, not catching the eye unduly but blending into the background in so far as a feminized man could. 

Having no idea how long he might have to wait, and hampered by the frilly formal uniform that ruled out doing anything that might get it dirty, Graham found himself in something of a dilemma. Even if he wasn’t all dolled up in satin and lace, he was far too anxious to occupy the intervening time with anything that wasn’t related to his domestic duties, nor could he afford to start any chore that couldn’t be put aside in an instant. The last thing Cheryl would want was for her friend to arrive to find any aspect of the house in disarray, such that making a start on the mountain of outstanding laundry was out of the question. Moreover, there was only so much in the way of tidying that a maid could do before he began to annoy his mistress, with Cheryl having long since banished him from the lounge. “You’ll plump those cushions to death”, she chided as he’d rearranged 58

the upholstery for the countless time after lunch. “Go and wait in the hallway if you’ve got nothing better to do. I’m trying to read my book and I don’t need my maid disturbing me”. 

Graham had done just that, but still couldn’t help himself from pacing up and down the panelled floor, never straying more than a few metres away from the door in case the bell should somehow ring without the advanced warning of a car pulling onto the drive. What if Judith were to arrive by foot, having chosen to take a leisurely stroll after lunch to see her friend and her maid? “And stop pacing about, Mabel!”. Cheryl’s call from the lounge was clear enough in the otherwise silent house, relegating Graham to a corner of the hallway where he stood and anxiously inspected his feminized reflection in the mirror on the wall opposite. Were his stockings straight? Had his bra straps slipped? Was his apron neat and tidy? Were his petticoats pretty? Cheryl had checked all of these things only minutes earlier, but that didn’t stop Graham from looking himself over once more, fussing with this bit of lace or that as he wondered what his wife’s friend would make of seeing a man in such ludicrous attire. Would she snigger or sneer, show contempt for his outfit or coo over its fancy fabric? Only time would tell, and until then, Graham could do nothing but wait impatiently for his inevitable fate at the hands of another woman. 

Was that a car pulling onto the drive now or simply passing traffic? Twice Graham’s heart had skipped a beat at the sound of a vehicle approaching, but each time it had receded again, leaving his chest pounding beneath his padded brassière. The noise of an engine came a third time, but this time it didn’t diminish gradually, becoming louder and louder before stopping abruptly. A moment’s silence was followed by the muffled thud of a car door closing, then the sound of footsteps on gravel, gradually becoming nearer and nearer before a further silence. Graham found himself instinctively holding his breath as he waited for the ring of the doorbell, hearing his blood pumping in his ears until the quiet was broken by chimes that burst out from above his head. One second, two seconds, three seconds, four. That was sufficient delay to put Judith at ease, giving the guest that he was about to invite into the house no inclination of how anxiously he’d awaited her arrival for the best part of the last hour. All that remained now was to summon up enough courage to be able to open the door to her, and then Graham would be starting a new chapter in his life as a maid. 

“Do come in, Miss”, Graham began, falling into a familiar pattern even though the face that greeted him in the doorway was only known to him in a rather different context. The woman who was now stepping over the threshold was one he had encountered at numerous social gatherings and dinner parties, but never while he was dressed like this, with Graham’s attire putting him at a distinct disadvantage 59

as he closed the door behind the tall brunette, her face already changing into an expression of glee as she took in the full extent of his feminization. “May I take your coat, Miss?”, he enquired politely, trying not to let his nerves show as he stepped behind the visitor so as to best position himself for taking her jacket, but Judith hadn’t had her fill of him just yet, turning to face the feminized man once more. “Oh my!”, she exclaimed merrily, “Such a pretty uniform! Twirl around for me so I can see what you look like from behind, you little cutie”. Graham found himself doing as he was told, blushing furiously as Judith whooped with mirth at the sight of all the satin and lace, commenting on how gorgeous his dress was. 

“It’s like a fairytale princess’s”, she declared with delight before calling out to her friend. “Cheryl! Where can I find myself a maid as lovely as yours? I want one too!”. 

The sound of Judith’s enthusiasm was sufficient to summon Cheryl out from the lounge, with Graham’s wife popping her head around the door to find her friend still wearing her coat, fussing over her husband rather than the other way around. 

Things certain weren’t going to plan, Graham sighed as he allowed the satin of his uniform to be stroked and his lace fondled, his skirt lifted and his petticoats spread by a grown woman who was playing with him like a girl might with a doll. 

“Tell me you’re not wearing a bra!”, Judith exclaimed, noticing for the first time Graham’s protruding chest. “Have you got on matching panties too?”. Were it not for Cheryl’s intervention, the woman would almost have certainly answered her own question by lifting Graham’s petticoats to find out, but thankfully the feminized man was spared such an indignity just in the nick of time as Cheryl gently nudged her friend in a direction that was rather less embarrassing for her husband. “Why don’t you come through to the lounge, Judith, and Mabel will serve us tea? That is, once she’s taken your coat. Mabel, if you would”. “Yes, Miss”, Graham replied with considerable relief, but it was his wife who escorted her friend down the hallway while he hung up her coat, left behind by the two ladies as he headed for the kitchen. 

Had he been responsible for things going awry like this, Cheryl would certainly have had things to say about his behaviour, but since Judith was responsible for derailing their plans, there was nothing to be done for it. No amount of practice could have prepared him for such an enthusiastic greeting, nor was it likely that the incident in the hallway would be the last of it. Judging by Judith’s interest in his feminization, Graham felt sure that he would be the centre of attention as he poured the tea for the two women, his wife’s friend not stopping until she’d heard every last detail of how Cheryl had trained him to be the perfect domestic servant, as practised in taking care of the chores as he was pretty in his satin and lace maid’s uniform. He’d end up telling her all about his daily and weekly 60

routines, detailing the tasks he took care of around the house and describing why he was wearing what he did while Judith listened with rapt attention. Of course, their relationship would change now that she’d seen him like this, with his wife’s friend gradually coming to take his feminized submission for granted on her regular tea-time visits, but it would take a while for the novelty to wear off. 

For a woman who had never seen a male maid before, Graham was like a new plaything, and something told him that Judith was going to have a lot of fun with him, his wife’s watchful protection only going so far when it came to keeping her friend from amusing herself at his expense. 
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Sunday Morning Maid

The fragrant scent of Alison’s perfume lingered on the sheets, wafting into the air as Nick stripped them from the bed. Perhaps it was not surprising that the linen was suffused with his wife’s aroma considering what it had seen the night before, the couple having intertwined as intimately in the bedding as they had in one another. It had certainly been an evening to remember, with the heady scent causing memories to come flooding back for the man now having to clean up afterwards. If he breathed deeply, or at least, as deeply as the tightly laced constriction around his waist would allow, Nick could detect a faint undertone to the floral bouquet that was Alison’s signature scent, her familiar fragrance intermingled with the musky tang of sex. His wife hadn’t simply slept in this bed, she’d engaged in far more amorous activities that had seen her intimate juices mix with his, spilling out onto the sheets with complete disregard for the humble maid who would have to change them the following day. 

Indeed, the evening’s activities had left a path of devastation across the house, beginning in the dining room where the remains of a romantic meal still littered the table, then continuing up the stairs in the form of a trail of discarded clothes, stripped off with abandon as the couple made their way to the bedroom in which they had spent the rest of the evening. Nick had long since retrieved the offending garments from the banister, with returning them to their rightful place being the first of countless chores he would tackle that day, but that didn’t mean the house was anywhere near being spick and span again. Even making the bed was a task in itself, with its dirty sheets having to be replaced with ones fresh from the linen cupboard before being washed and ironed, pillows plumped and mattress turned so as to make it fit for a princess once more - a far cry from the dishevelled state Nick found it in now. 

The memory of their intimate encounter caused his manhood to stir slightly, a faint echo of the mighty beast that had prowled the sheets the night before. 
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Surrounded by snug satin, there was no chance of the bulge between his legs becoming anything more than an uncomfortable inconvenience, nor would anything come of such stiffness even if it were allowed to reach its full glory. Indeed, Nick’s nascent erection was soon suppressed by his tight fitting underwear, the latter gently directing his thoughts back to the task at hand as he set about removing the pillows from their cases. There was no question as to which side of the bed his wife slept on, with her scent far stronger on her pillow than it had been on the sheets, becoming almost overpowering as he brought it close to him prior to carefully working the pretty case off its feather filled contents. There were even one or two of Alison’s long blonde hairs clinging to it, the most meagre of mementoes from the luscious locks that had tickled his body the night before. 

Merely removing a pillowcase was made more complicated by the unlikely attire that Nick found himself in. With his hips puffed out by billowing petticoats and his bust ballooning out above his tightly cinched waist, Nick’s figure approached that of the archetypal hourglass that epitomised womanly beauty, yet for the man adopting such a feminine form, it imposed additional challenges upon even the simplest of tasks. Bending over to pick the pillow off the bed brought the presence of his corset into sharp relief, the steel stays forcing their wearer to keep his back straight as he bent his knees, instinctively clutching the bedpost with one hand for support as he grasped the pillow in the other. Nor did his troubles end there, for the frothy mass of lace trimmed chiffon around his thighs, coupled with the bulging mounds that jutted out from his chest, made it difficult to hold the pillow as close to his body as he might have liked, requiring Nick to work awkwardly at arms length as he struggled to strip its case off and add it to the growing pile of bedlinen beneath his feet. 

If the pillowcase was problematic, it was as nothing compared to the duvet cover, although at least lifting the thick, quilted bedding into the air answered the mystery of where his wife’s panties had got to the night before. The tiny scrap of lace fluttered down onto the floor as he shook the duvet out, requiring him to stop what he was doing and retrieve them, stepping out of the bedroom for a moment to deposit the skimpy garment in the laundry basket, knowing full well that he’d be tackling its contents in due course. One glance at the panties was enough to tell anybody what Alison had been up to the night before, the flimsy frillies far from everyday attire. No, they were the kind of underwear a woman wore to seduce her man, and Nick had been seduced alright, pulling the sopping wet scanties off her dripping snatch with such passion that it was hardly surprising they’d got lost in the bedding. It was a wonder the delicate lace had survived the experience unscathed, he thought, casually inspecting his intimate cargo as he carried it between rooms, but it was just as well - ripping her undies in the throes 64

of desire would be grounds for Alison sending her husband out to buy more for her, and possibly himself too. 

Catching sight of himself in the bathroom mirror, Nick couldn’t help but contrast the situation he found himself in now with that of the evening before. Last night, he’d been his princess’s suitor, wining and dining his wife before ravishing her in the most mutually enjoyable manner, because Alison had wanted him to be her man. Now, however, she expected him to spoil her in a rather different way, serving as her maid so that she could put her feet up while he busied round, cleaning up after the night before. Alison didn’t have to sully herself with the household chores, because Nick had been trained to take care of everything in that regard, just as he knew exactly how she liked him to make love to her, satisfying her every desire between the sheets just as much as he did when it came to the far more mundane matter of changing them. He was her husband and thus her lover and her maid, although never at the same time. 

That was one of the main reasons why Nick found himself so fancifully attired, with Alison wanting to draw a clear distinction between the macho man who could sweep her off her feet and the grovelling domestic who was expected to do as he was told. Whereas his wife liked him to take the lead in their lovemaking, with Alison invariably adopting the role of helpless maiden as she swooned in his arms, around the house was an entirely different matter. Nick could tackle the chores perfectly well in just his shirt sleeves - indeed, doing so would have been far easier than the excessively imposing uniform he found himself in now

- but the thought of her fairytale prince on his hands and knees was anathema to Alison, who felt that seeing him scrubbing away would spoil her fantasy. No, such menial chores were left down to Nick’s alter ego, the silly, frilly serving maid who donned cloyingly feminine confection before mincing around on the highest of heels, undertaking tasks too humiliating for the real man of her dreams. Nick the lover had his wicked way with his wife, whereas Nick the maid was at her beck and call, two sides of the same husband that somehow came together in a mutually complementary manner - man and maid, stud and servant. 

Of course, it didn’t hurt that Alison delighted in dressing her husband up as much as any girl with a life-size doll would, going to great lengths to make his serving uniform ever more fancy. What had started out as an off the shelf maid’s outfit had soon been embellished with elaborate trimmings, such that Nick found himself wearing the kind of frilly lingerie that Alison might model for him when their roles were reversed. He soon became familiar with such saucy underwear from a rather more personal perspective, expected to wear everything a woman would - panties, bra and stockings beneath a skimpy black dress that was clearly intended for fooling around in the bedroom rather than doing any kind of cleaning 65

in. Over time, that had been replaced with a far more lavish costume, custom made at some expense by a seamstress apparently specialising in maid’s outfits for men, but it still retained the same sense of being over the top, bedecked with frills and ribbons to such an extent that a princess wouldn’t have been out of place in it had it not been for the apron, which though just as silky and sumptuous, marked the wearer out as a humble maid. 

♥ ♥ ♥

So it was that Nick had stepped into a pair of pink satin panties earlier that morning, the first in a long line of feminine garments that would see him transformed from the man who had spent a passionate night with his wife to the maid who would be tidying up afterwards. He’d slept naked, snuggling up against Alison’s similarly bereft body after they’d exhausted one another, knowing that to find his boxer shorts was more trouble than it was worth when they could be anywhere, especially when the bed was so warm and inviting. As such, he’d begun the morning as he would spend the day, barely having gotten out of bed before beginning to feminize himself. Two sizes too small, the panties had been somewhat of a squeeze, such that he’d had to squash his manhood between his legs in order to work their waistband past the bulge that would otherwise blemish them, but then that had been Alison’s intention all along. She’d made it clear to her maid from the start that he wouldn’t be seeing anything in the way of sexual action whilst in her service, and the tight fitting panties were her way of reminding his penis of its place. They were soft and snug should his member stay as small as a maid’s should be, but became increasingly uncomfortable the more it tried to resemble that of a man - something such underwear would ultimately deny, erections being reserved solely for the man of the house. 

Nick always donned the panties first so as to avoid having to worry about becoming unduly aroused whilst putting on the rest of his ultra-feminine uniform, something which not only offended his wife but made squeezing into such cramped underwear next to impossible. Once he was safely emasculated by the snug satin, it didn’t matter how turned on he became by the saucy lingerie and over-sexualised outfit that he’d remain in from dawn to dusk, allowing him to set about constrict-ing his body further free from concerns of it betraying him in the process. After all, there was something quintessentially erotic about a corset despite its discomfort, such stern foundation wear always getting his motor running when Alison wore it for him. It was hard not to think about what a corset did for his wife when he was donning one himself, picturing her buxom breasts pushed up into an unnatural cleavage as he sought to achieve a pale imitation of the effect himself. 

Alison’s slender waist certainly didn’t need cinching to the extent his did, shaving 66

off inches off its circumference the only way in which he could fit into his maid’s dress in due course. 

Alison had things easy, Nick mused as he wrapped the stiff garment around his midriff, its candy coloured fabric belying the stern steel stays that would soon impose their shape upon his body. Her corsets were invariably lightweight affairs, a far cry from the serious reduction garment that would soon form the foundation of his uniform. Laced with ribbon rather than cord, Alison’s stays served to softly enhance her natural feminine curves rather than sternly enforcing an unmanly physique as his did, but such was the lot of a male maid. Moreover, his wife could count on her husband coming to her aid should she ever have difficulty lacing her corset as tightly as she desired, whereas Nick was left to do his up himself, having to struggle with the criss-crossed laces blindly behind his back

- Alison might watch on occasion, but that was the extent of her involvement. 

Even when wife left him to his own devices, there was no question of Nick going easy on himself as a result, with his figure hugging uniform soon making it clear if his corset wasn’t tied tightly enough, no matter how much he might want to skimp on squeezing his waist to fit. 

That didn’t mean that he hadn’t found a shortcut, however, knowing that Alison didn’t mind so long as the end result was the same. Looping the ends of his corset cords around a door handle allowed Nick to throw his entire weight into tightening them, letting him lace himself narrower than he could ever hope to merely by fumbling behind his back. Admittedly, that came at the cost of being barely able to breathe by the time he was finished, but having her husband make himself helpless was one of the things that appealed so much to Alison about their arrangement, delighting in the contrast between her all powerful hero and the hobbled helper who slaved away at menial tasks for her. By the time he was finished dressing, Nick would be incapable of going anywhere fast, with even the slightest of exertions becoming a labour of love for him, no longer able to sweep Alison off her feet but rendered utterly inferior to the woman who would be ordering her former hunk around unhindered. 

Once he was satisfied that his corset was as tight as it needed to be, Nick tied its laces off in as best a bow as he could manage behind his back before turning his attention to hosiery. The sheer stockings that Alison insisted upon were ill suited for getting down on his hands and knees, having a tendency to snag should Nick engage in anything too rough with them. Nevertheless, the silky nylons were perfectly in keeping with the rest of his dainty uniform, their deep lace tops feminizing his thighs just as much as the snowy gossamer did for the rest of his legs. Smoky black nylons were a thing of a past for Nick now that his uniform was marshmallow pink and white, swapped for bridal stockings that were not only 67

harder to source but equally as difficult to keep clean. Their immaculate alabaster showed the slightest of marks, forcing Nick to take extra care to accommodate their presence, but he took such challenges in his stride, knowing that Alison wanted her maid to look good enough to eat, sugary sweet in pastel pink and white without a stain in sight. 

Showing his respect for such delicate hosiery even before he started wearing it, Nick took the precaution of rubbing the tips of his fingers gently across the bed he was sitting on so as to check for rough skin, hangnails and anything else that might catch and snag, knowing that the rumpled sheet was infinitely more resilient to such treatment than his stockings ever could be. Only when he was sure there was nothing amiss did he take one of the delicate nylons in his hands, carefully bundling it up prior to working his foot into the mass of silky whiteness. That was a task made harder by the ever-present embrace of his corset, the imposing steel stays forcing him to pull his leg so close to his tightly cinched chest that his knee was practically touching his chin as he began to unroll the luxurious stocking. 

Nick was only able to stretch his leg out again when it was partially encased in the clinging nylon, his pale second skin soft and sleek to the touch beneath the boundary that marked the ever encroaching transformation of man into maid. 

When the silkiness had reached the top of his thigh, Nick set about attaching the suspender clasps that until now had hung loosely from the bottom of his corset, their rubber fasteners bobbing gently against his flesh when he moved. 

There would be no chance of them doing that once they were secured in place, their elastic pulled so taut that it would press into his buttocks whenever he bent over, but first Nick had to reach around his body to fasten each of the clasps in turn - one behind, one to his side, and one in front. Then the process had to be repeated from the beginning with the other leg, the second stocking requiring just as much care and attention as the first but now with the added complication of ensuring it was level with its sister. As a man, Nick would have disregarded such trivial details, but as a maid, he knew that he was expected to pay attention to them, ensuring his stocking tops were level just as he kept his apron properly tied and did his best to stop his bra straps from slipping as he went about his domestic duties. 

The latter was something that was easier said than done, although Nick had found that appropriate preparation in advance helped a little. That was why he didn’t just put his bra on as soon as he had taken it from the drawer of his dresser, but spent a moment adjusting its straps. Whilst the tighter elastic would be sure to pull down uncomfortably on his shoulders considering what he would soon be stuffing the feminine garment’s enormous cups with, that was a price worth paying for being spared having to reach into the lace trimmed décolletage of his 68

uniform and rescue an errant bra strap every five minutes. Of course, adjusting one strap necessitated fiddling with the other, ensuring that the twin buckles were aligned with one another prior to finally putting on the garment that would begin to build the hourglass shape he lacked as a man. After double-checking that nothing was amiss, Nick proceeded to do just that, slipping his arms into the bra’s lace trimmed straps, which he left balancing precariously on his shoulders while he tackled fastening its clasp. 

Only a man who had worn such womanly attire on a regular basis would be as proficient as Nick was at bringing its awkward hook and eye closure together behind his back, managing to do so after only a couple of attempts. While he was still nowhere near as skilful at fastening a bra as Alison was, donning one only once a week rather than every day as she did, Nick had nevertheless come a long way since he first started wearing such feminine lingerie in the service of his wife, his initial fumbling failures thankfully long forgotten now that he’d become familiar with doing up and undoing bras of his own. The one he was wearing now was a pretty pink satin affair that matched his panties, proving to be just as snug around his chest as his other underwear was down below. Without any filling in its expansive cups, its underwires pressed uncomfortably into his chest, providing all the encouragement Nick needed to allow the garment to do what it was designed for - namely supporting a mammoth pair of mammaries. 

Lacking anything more than well developed pectorals, there was no chance of Nick naturally filling anything more than an A-cup brassière, let alone the double-F that now graced his chest. Without anything to give them shape, the pink satin cups drooped into depressing flaps of fabric, bunched up in a manner that seemed to emphasise Nick’s natural shortcomings in this most womanly of departments. 

Although his muscles might give some definition to a chest, as a man, Nick had no real breasts to speak of. However, as a maid, his bosom would bulge almost to bursting point, his bra barely able to contain the massive mounds of silicone that would make up for what he lacked in abundance. Nick’s false breasts came complete with prominent nipples, so large and erect that were a woman to sport them, anyone would assume she was in heat, presenting a display that would be sure to stop traffic under the kind of skimpy, skin-tight satin that would soon be stretched by Nick’s infeasibly augmented chest. 

Even individually, each breast form was surprisingly heavy, requiring Nick to lift it with both hands prior to positioning it in one of the cups of his bra. The shift in his centre of balance was noticeable when both were finally where they would remain for the rest of the day, something that was exacerbated by his corset’s insistence that he stand up straight. There would be no slouching forward as his shoulders were wont to do under such a heavy load, with Nick having to cultivate 69

correct posture in keeping with his role as a pretty maid, expected to look his best in all aspects of his appearance even as he undertook the most gruelling of chores. Even though he was still wearing nothing but lingerie, Nick was already undeniably feminine, but the intimate attire in which he found himself now was only the foundation for the body of his uniform, crushing corset and bulging bra acting as a template for what would go on top. 

Indeed, when measuring her husband for his maid’s outfit, Alison had insisted on him wearing the very same lingerie, running her tape measure along the curves that it imposed rather than basing her order on his natural physique. In doing so, she’d condemned him to wear the same foundations whenever he served her, the clingy satin dress that formed the body of his uniform simply not fitting him as a man. Only as a maid with tightly cinched waist and protruding chest was he able to wear it properly, and even then it was something of a squeeze in places, which was exactly as his wife wanted it. Simply getting into the dress was something of a struggle for Nick, with unzipping then removing it from its hanger in his wardrobe the only part of proceedings that was at all straightforward. Its flared skirt was surprisingly voluminous considering its provocatively short length, with masses of silky fabric having to be bundled up prior to Nick putting his head through them, searching around with his hands until they found the openings for the princess cap sleeves. Once everything was straightened out again, there was then the challenge of zipping the dress back up once more, this time with Nick inside it - a tall order considering his limited mobility and the lack of leeway offered by the close-fitting garment. There’d even been occasions where he’d had to take it off and go back to tighten his corset up a notch when the straining zip simply wouldn’t budge. 

Thankfully, this time there was no need for such emergency measures, and the trouble Nick had gone to was most certainly worthwhile. Although his lingerie was already exquisitely sumptuous, the shiny satin dress was something else, acting as the sugary icing on a cake that was deliciously decadent even before decorated with an additional layer of pastel pink. With sleeves and neckline not only trimmed with frilly white lace but festooned with ribbons and bows too, it was more suited for a bridesmaid at a fairytale wedding than a humble housemaid, but then Nick was no ordinary housemaid. His natural paucity of feminine charm was more than made up for by the dress he now found himself in, the pastel pink satin conveniently covering up the artificial aids he’d had to adopt to get into it, such that a casual observer might even wonder whether he’d been born with the top-heavy figure he now presented beneath the cloying candy coloured confection that clung tightly to his newfound curves. 

Only his hips now let him down in that regard, something which was soon cor-70

rected by the addition of voluminous petticoats - of which his uniform prescribed plenty! The countless layers of chiffon rustled even as he took them off their clothes-hanger, let alone when Nick started lifting their elasticated waistband up his legs. Taking care to keep the flared skirt of his uniform out of the way as pulled the petticoats into place just beneath the bottom of his corset, Nick proceeded to fluff out the feminine froth that now engulfed the top of his legs, making sure that none of the layers of chiffon had got caught up in one another. Only when he was sure that everything was as it should be did he turn his attention to his satin skirt once more, letting it come gently to rest on the mass of fabric that imposed a forty five degree angle upon the pastel pink fabric. He might not have the hourglass hips of an archetypal woman, but one would never know beneath so much material, nor even begin to think that the emasculated member at the middle of it all had only the night before been a mighty monster, so surrounded by silkiness was the intimately imprisoned organ that the idea of it becoming erect like a man’s was risible. 

Still, Nick was far from fully dressed for work, yet to don the apron that was the essential part of any maid’s uniform, even one as ludicrously over the top as his. Certainly, the snow white satin that he donned next was no exception to the precedent that had been set by his panties and followed by every other exquisitely feminine garment he’d put on in the process of morphing from man into maid. 

While the antecedents of this pretty pinafore might have been intended to protect whatever was worn underneath, Nick’s apron was, if anything, even more delicate than the rest of his uniform, its spotless satin practically gleaming in the light, trimmed with ruffles of floral lace and replete with ribbons and bows aplenty. 

Slipping his head into its neckband, Nick looked down to see the flimsy apron already adopting the curve of his voluptuous bosom, following the contour of his corset and petticoats before stopping just short of the hem of his skirt. Once he’d tied its wide satin ribbons in a pretty bow behind his back, the body of his uniform would be complete, but that didn’t mean that Nick’s feminization stopped there - not by a long way. Over the course of his employment with her, Alison had added all manner of accoutrements to her husband’s outfit, insisting that every aspect of his appearance be in keeping with his new role. Whenever she found something frilly and lacy that might suit a maid, Nick invariably ended up adopting it. 

For starters, there was the lace trimmed choker that not only disguised his Adam’s apple but served as a symbolic collar too, reminding its wearer of his place from the moment he fastened the band snugly around his neck. Like the rest of Nick’s uniform, the choker was cut from pastel pink satin, but in addition to the delicate white lace that adorned its edges, it also featured a prominent silver pendant. 
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Shaped like a heart, the dangling ornament was undeniably feminine even at a distance, but Alison had gone to the trouble to have it inscribed for anyone who cared to study her feminized husband up close. In cursive calligraphy, he was labelled simply as “maid”, as if there were any doubt about the matter considering the rest of his uniform, the choker marking her man as exactly that until he was permitted to take it off. Donning it always put Nick in mind of domesticated animals, feeling he was adopting a similar relationship with his owner as a cute and cuddly household pet might. 

Next came a matching headpiece, an impractical little thing that featured a prominent ruffle of lace jutting up at the front of its pleated pink satin, the latter stiff-ened with a band that was thankfully sufficient to hold the whole thing on Nick’s head throughout even the most demanding of chores. There was no danger of it ever falling off, no matter whether he was bending over or leaning back, which was just as well considering what his wife would say were she to find her maid in such a state of disarray. No, Alison wanted him feminized from head to toe, which saw Nick don the frilly headpiece at one end of his body before putting on a pair of perilously high heels at the other. Somehow his wife had managed to source strappy stilettos that not only fitted Nick’s distinctly man-sized feet, but were six inches tall and candy coloured to boot. Given the effort she had expended in finding such footwear for her husband, Nick had been compelled to learn how to walk in shoes that would stymie many women, soon discovering he had to adopt an exaggerated mince if he were to stand any chance of staying upright. He’d slowly graduated from teetering around like a drunk to being able to strut around the house in them, but there was no way his gait could be described as manly in stilettos better suited to a streetwalker, however proficient he became with them. 

When Nick had last sat down on the bed, the only attire that had encumbered him had been his corset, but now he had his petticoats to contend with, having to take care not to crush the mass of chiffon beneath his buttocks but rather to spread it out behind him as he lowered himself down onto the sheets once more. 

Then there was the presence of the prodigious protrusions on his chest, his huge false breasts making it impossible to pull his legs as close to his body as he had when putting on his stockings. As such, Nick was forced to engage in more than a little gymnastics in order to fasten the straps of his stilettos around his ankles, bending this way and that until the prongs of the tiny silver buckles finally found their home, a process that had to be repeated three times for each foot thanks to the fanciful design of the feminine heels. The impractical footwear certainly wouldn’t be coming off in a hurry, securely locked in place just as firmly as the rest of his outfit by time he was finished with it. Although Nick would be on his feet all day, he might as well be walking on tiptoe throughout, his natural heels 72

kept six inches above the ground by the dangerously high spikes strapped beneath them, their points too precarious to entrust any proportion of his weight to. 

Last but by no means least, Nick donned the pair of shiny satin gloves that the maid of the house was expected to wear whenever he was engaged in chores that didn’t require anything more protective. Coming almost to his elbows, the silky white satin would have been better suited for an evening at the opera or the theatre than undertaking the dusting or the vacuuming, but as with the rest of her husband’s outfit, Alison was more concerned that her maid should look pretty while he toiled away, no matter what practical problems that entailed. Moreover, no matter whether it was clean or dirty, her laundry would remain unsullied by his manly hands thanks to them remaining encased in the smooth fabric, the satin serving to emasculate even Nick’s fingers while he served as her maid. Once he had pulled the tight material up his arms, there would be no part of his body that wasn’t individually feminized in one way or another, but taken in its entirety, he was unrecognisable from the man who had begun the process of turning himself into a maid only minutes before. With a change of clothes came a change of character, such that Nick the lover had completely disappeared, replaced by Nick the domestic, an exquisitely pretty maid ready for work! 

♥ ♥ ♥

All that had occurred well before breakfast, with Nick donning the apparel and attitude of a humble servant right from the word go that morning. Alison had slipped into the bathroom while he got changed, giving her lover of the night before a passionate parting kiss before reminding Nick of his new duties as her maid. She’d left the bed as naked as he’d been, offering him one last glimpse of her pert behind prior to covering herself up with a dressing gown and leaving her husband to get dressed alone. By the time he saw her next, their roles had changed completely, with Nick knowing he must address his wife rather more formally than the affectionate terms of endearment their pillowtalk had seen, let alone the raunchy way he’d referred to her during coitus. There would be no more telling her exactly what he was going to do to her, chastising her for being a dirty girl who deserved every inch of what was coming to her. Now Nick would be the one in danger of being chastised unless he adopted the most obsequious of language, having to ask for permission and being told what to do from a woman who henceforth he must address strictly as “Miss”. 

“Miss” was already seated at the kitchen table when Nick finally made it downstairs, looking up from her cereal as her husband entered the room. “Well, hello cutie!”, she beamed, never wasting an opportunity to let Nick know just how 73

adorable he looked in his pretty little outfit. That didn’t mean she was going to go any easier on him as her maid, however, something which soon became apparent as Alison, still smiling sweetly, gave her husband his first order of the day. “I hope you’re going to do something about the mess on the stairs”, she said softly, resuming her breakfast. “Already taken care of, Miss”, Nick replied proudly, glad that he had taken the trouble to pick up the discarded clothes from the night before without being prompted. “Good. And you’re going to sort out the dining room at some point aren’t you?”, Alison enquired through another mouthful of cereal, gesticulating with her spoon in the direction of the serving hatch, through which could be seen the detritus of the night before. “Yes, Miss. 

Right away, Miss”, Nick answered promptly, but his mistress was thankfully more laid back about matters. “No, have your breakfast first”, she suggested kindly, before displaying an ulterior motive. “I want to ogle that gorgeous outfit of yours. 

You do look pretty in pink”, she winked. 

Nick felt his face flush slightly at receiving such unmanly praise, but fortunately Alison’s teasing stopped there, his wife allowing him to continue his breakfast unmolested for the most part, happily discussing her plans for the day for both herself and her maid as though there was nothing out of the ordinary about sitting down to eat with one’s husband all dolled up in satin. By the time he’d finished his own cereal, Alison had given her maid so many chores to do that Nick knew he’d have his work cut out simply to remember them all, let alone actually undertake the tasks that his wife expected of him. Certainly, Alison’s demands upon her maid afforded him no time for sitting leisurely around the breakfast table as she did, with Nick having barely finished his last bite of toast before he was on his feet again. It wouldn’t do to tidy away the breakfast things from under his wife, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t set to work in the bedroom, changing the bed the first in a long chain of chores that would end with him bringing in freshly dried laundry from the line, albeit much, much later in the day. 

Although momentarily interrupted by depositing his wife’s worn panties in the laundry basket, Nick soon had all the dirty bedlinen together in one big pile at his feet, the bed now completely bare save for a protective mattress cover which required far less frequent changing. Nevertheless, the mattress itself was in need of attention, having to be turned each week in accordance with a long-standing order from his wife, alternating between being flipped lengthways one week and widthways the next. Even turning the mattress over on its short edge was challenging enough, with Nick finding that a task that would have been trivial for him as a man was far harder for a maid, hobbled by his crushing corset, bulging bust and billowing petticoats that all came together to render his natural masculine strength impotent and weak. Today, however, the mattress needed 74

to be turned from head to foot, the extra couple of feet making a surprising difference as far as difficulty was concerned. 

Already unsteady on his feet thanks to the six inch stilettos strapped around his ankles, Nick couldn’t just lift and turn the mattress in one fell swoop as he might have done as a man. Instead, he had to engage in a complicated series of manoeuvres that saw the mattress rotate on the base of the bed before being tipped partially off its edge prior to lifting it onto its end and dropping it heavily down again, a process that saw beads of sweat break out on the feminized man’s forehead before he had finished. Such heavy lifting was quite out of place for a maid as dainty as he was, with his pretty uniform better suited for the far easier task of collecting together the pile of sheets and pillowcases beneath him, scooping them up in his arms prior to placing them in the basket that, with the kind of foresight that only came from having done this particular chore countless times before, he’d brought into the bedroom at the beginning. 

Carrying the basket was no more easy than simply clutching the dirty linen to his chest would have been. Indeed, the heavy wicker affair forced Nick to stretch his arms uncomfortably out in front of him so as not to rest any part of it against his uniform. The antique lacquered heirloom was a hand-me-down from Alison’s side of the family and thus hardly in the cleanest of conditions, but his wife insisted that if it was good enough for Great Aunt Elizabeth, it was good enough for her maid, however shocked its former owner might have been to see it employed by such an unlikely servant. Knowing that his wife’s desires were paramount when it came to her maid’s duties, Nick had adopted the use of the basket as one of the many rituals that made him far more than just an impersonal cleaner, no matter how awkward and cumbersome it was to carry down the stairs. Quite apart from the increasingly heavy weight of the basket to contend with, there was the ever present danger of tripping over his stilettos, forcing the feminized man to adopt a slow, methodical descent as he made his way towards the utility room where the washing machine resided. 

Only when his muffled tread on the soft carpet changed abruptly to the harsh clatter of heels against tile was Nick able to contemplate relaxing once more, kneeling down before the domestic appliance as though paying homage to it. 

His reasons were entirely practical, however, with the ever-present crush of his corset preventing him from bending his back whilst carrying such a load, such that the only way of depositing the basket on the floor was to go down with it, practically prostrating himself before the washing machine as he lowered the wickerwork to the ground. Had Alison been there to witness such a spectacle, she would have been sure to have had expressed her amusement as his expense, but thankfully his wife, although only metres away in the kitchen, remained out of 75

sight, presumably still enjoying her breakfast utterly unaware of how her feminized husband was toiling away behind the scenes for her. 

Nick took the opportunity to load the washing machine while he was still down on his knees, carefully transferring the dirty bedlinen into its cavernous drum and closing its door firmly before getting to his feet once more to fetch washing powder to feed it. That necessitated bending down again to extract the cardboard carton from its place in the cupboard under the sink before returning to the machine and pouring a carefully measured amount of the powder into the appropriate drawer. Only then could he set the appliance in operation, turning its dial and pressing its buttons exactly as his wife had instructed him so as to start the correct programme, taking extra care to ensure he selected the correct combination for sheets and not any of the other laundry that he knew how to wash. The difference between the various temperatures and options for delicates, economy and quick-wash were far less of a mystery to him than they once were, with a man who had been utterly clueless about such domestic matters now a maid who had no excuse for ignorance when it came to his duties. 

The click of the washing machine’s door lock was soon followed by a low rumble as it started to fill with water, sounds that signalled to Nick that it was safe to leave the utility room and return to the chore he’d left half-finished in the bedroom. Traipsing up the stairs in his stilettos once more, the feminized man took a detour by way of the airing cupboard to retrieve the sheets he’d washed the week before, neatly folded on top of a slatted shelf and warm from the immersion tank underneath. Thanks to being spotlessly clean, these could be carried quite safely without a basket, with Nick taking a childlike delight in snuggling up to the soft linen as he clutched it tightly against the curves of his chest, breathing in the fresh spring scent of sheets that had been hung out on the line to dry. Alison would hardly have chided her husband from taking such small pleasures from his job - indeed, his wife would have been amused to see him show the softer side of his personality, brought out by the satin and lace that surrounded him from head to toe. Her manly lover would never have smelled clean sheets ecstatically, but her maid was allowed such feminine indulgences, befitting his role in such a pretty little uniform. 

Stripping a bed of its linen was easy in comparison to putting it back again, the latter requiring far more attention to detail. Starting with the fitted sheet that would cover the mattress, Nick set to work, leaning bodily over the bed as he stretched the sheet’s elasticated edges over each of the corners in turn. Rather than attempting to fit it exactly first time, the feminized man made a rough first pass, ensuring that everything was approximately aligned before going back to straighten things up. A corner that was even slightly uneven could see an 76

unsightly, not to mention uncomfortable, crease running diagonally across the bed, such that Nick had to scuttle from one end of the mattress to the other several times before he was finally satisfied with the result, all the while feeling his bulging breasts bouncing in his bra and his frothy petticoats billowing around his thighs whenever he moved. 

Nor was the fitted sheet the last of the bedding that Nick would have to clamber around the mattress for. There were pillows that needed to be returned to their cases, posing the reverse of the problem that he’d faced earlier yet proving just as difficult, if not more so, thanks to their tight fit and the need not to crease the smoothly ironed material. Having done so twice, Nick carefully laid the finished products at the head of the bed before moving on to the flat sheet that Alison liked to have between their sleeping bodies and the duvet cover, something which hadn’t gone entirely to plan when they’d been making love the night before. Laying out the fresh fabric on top of the mattress, Nick couldn’t help remembering how its predecessor had got wrapped around their bodies, his wife playing peekaboo in the most indecent of ways as she’d teased him prior to succumbing to his masculine advances. There was no chance of any such fooling around now, with Alison having disappeared into the bathroom judging by the sounds he heard in that direction, and Nick so fully feminized that he couldn’t begin to imagine adopting the role of man whilst so dressed, let alone one who took the lead in ravishing his wife. 

No, Nick’s job was to continue making the bed, something that now required him to struggle with putting a cover back on the duvet. Unfolding the expanse of material was easy enough, but from then on, things got progressively more difficult for the feminized maid. Even reaching into the cover so as to grab a corner of it prior to bunching it up was challenging enough considering his awkward attire, but that was nothing compared to grappling with the bulky double duvet itself. 

Nick didn’t even attempt to lift the bedding in its entirety and shake the cover down its length as he might have done as a man, forced to adopt a far slower procedure that saw the bulk of the duvet rest on the bed as he slowly unfurled the bunched up fabric, tugging it this way and that in order to achieve the desired result. It was a task that saw him scurry around the bed as fast as his stilettos would permit, hampered by all aspects of his feminine outfit but continuing his chores undeterred, knowing that it was his lot in life to serve around the house dressed in whatever Alison desired - no matter how inconvenient or uncomfortable that was for her maid. 

After what seemed like an age, Nick was finally able to tuck the end of the duvet inside its cover, breathing a sigh of a relief as he fastened each of the press studs that ran along the bottom edge. All that was left was to pull the duvet into 77

place, folding the hem of the flat sheet over the top of it prior to straightening everything out. Only then could he pause for a moment, casting a critical eye over his efforts to ensure that this was a bed suitable for a princess and, if she chose, her lover to sleep in. It certainly seemed that way, and Nick was about to set out of the bedroom in the direction of the next task when he espied something he had so far overlooked - something that Alison would have been sure to have commented on had, heaven forbid, she’d noticed it before he did. While the bed was now so spotlessly made that no-one would have any inkling of the passionate encounter that had taken place in it the night before, there was still one damning memento from their lovemaking that needed to be taken care of - a knotted condom, still lying on the bedside cabinet where it had been tossed carelessly the previous evening. 

Nick had had other things on his mind when he’d withdrawn from his wife, his manhood slowly wilting now that he’d fulfilled his urges. Lying spent alongside a woman who was still seeing stars from the seeing to he’d given her, disposing of the condom had been an afterthought, having to go somewhere so that they could snuggle up under the sheets. He dimly recalled knotting the bulging rubber and gently throwing it over his shoulder before showing his wife how much he loved her in a rather softer way than the pounding penetration he’d just delivered. 

Now that decision was coming back to haunt his alter ego, with Nick the maid having to clean up after Nick the man, lifting the fluid filled sac with a distaste that was in sharp contrast to the pleasure he’d had shooting his load into it. 

Whereas earlier even the act of unrolling the slippery latex down the length of his rock hard shaft had been a source of merriment for him and his wife, now Nick was concerned that it might burst and send its contents flying everywhere. 

Whether it was his pretty uniform or the bed he’d only just made, the last thing he wanted was for anything to get showered in sticky, slimy sperm. 

Keeping its unpalatable contents at arm’s length, Nick held the used condom by his fingertips as he hurriedly made his way downstairs with it, nevertheless taking the precaution of keeping his other hand a few inches underneath his unsavoury cargo in case the worst should happen on route. Thankfully, he was spared such a disaster, soon able to deposit his bagged semen in the kitchen bin. That was a far cry from where he had pumped the very same fluids the night before, but still offered a sense of relief to the maid who didn’t need such remnants of his masculine role interfering with his feminine duties. First his wife’s panties, then the condom. Was there anything else left unaccounted for? Nick could hardly afford to waste time on a wild goose chase, but still it behoved him to give the bedroom one last glance over, double-checking his efforts to make sure they met Alison’s exacting standards. As he set his petticoats into motion once more, the 78

feminized man racked his brains for memories from the night before, knowing that devastation in the dining room still awaited him. Forced to adopt a swift mince thanks to his stilettos and all too aware of his pendulous bust atop his cinched in waist, such masculine antics seemed a world apart for the man who had become a maid the day after. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The click of the washing machine’s door automatically unlocking signalled to Nick that it had finished its cycle. In the intervening time, he’d managed to restore most of the dining room to a pristine state, albeit at the cost of storing up work for himself later in the kitchen, the area around the sink now cluttered with dirty crockery and cutlery. The empty bottle of wine the couple had enjoyed was now mingling with the recyclables, whereas the remains of the platter of cheese and fruit they hadn’t quite managed to finish had either been salvaged or disposed of, depending on whether Alison would appreciate finding them in the refrigerator or not. Certainly, some of the fruit would make an appearance in the fruit salad that Nick was planning for dessert later in the day, although he hadn’t really given much thought to meal planning yet, overwhelmed with other chores that needed to be tackled first. 

That was all for later, however. In the interim, there was a washing machine full of damp laundry for Nick to deal with. It was a blustery spring day, but despite the strong wind, the forecast looked dry - a perfect day for drying sheets, however much the thought of stepping outside into such a gale might be unappealing for a man who knew the havoc a stiff breeze could play with his petticoats. Kneeling down before the washing machine once more, Nick proceeded to unload the drum’s contents of soggy sheets and covers into the wicker laundry basket before slowly standing up again. Remaining balanced on his precariously high stilettos whilst lifting the awkward load to waist height was far from straightforward, but somehow the feminized man managed to get back to his feet again, despite the difficulties imposed by his hourglass figure. Even when he was upright once more, the wicker basket still had to be held at arm’s length whilst being carefully carried over to the kitchen door, deposited momentarily on a nearby work-surface while Nick fumbled briefly with the lock before being picked up again prior to being taken outside. 

From the safety of the house, the bright spring sunshine was deceptively warm, but once outside, there was no denying the chill breeze that whipped up the flimsy satin skirt of Nick’s uniform, the frigid blast shooting right through petticoats and panties alike as it sought to shrivel the feminized maid’s manhood with its icy 79

draught. For once, Nick welcomed the presence of his stiff corset and generously padded bra, garments which offered a modicum of protection from the blowing gale that otherwise seemed to strip him naked. His sheer stockings did nothing to stop his legs from shivering, whereas his petticoats were immediately thrown into disarray, blown up around his waist so as to expose his underwear for all to see. With his hands fully occupied carrying the laundry basket, there was little that Nick could do to protect his modesty, instead having to rely on there being no-one around to see his shame. The secluded garden precluded the possibility of any neighbours spying upon his secret service, but for all Nick knew, his wife might be watching him from the window, no doubt entertained by her husband’s antics as the wind put not just his stocking tops but his pretty pink panties on display. 

Still, there was nothing for it but to continue with the task at hand, with Nick bending down before the wicker basket and pulling out the flat sheet, still wet from having been through the washing machine. Despite its extra weight, the wind whipped it up almost as effortlessly as it played with Nick’s petticoats, forcing the feminized man to struggle with the sheet as he sought to stretch it out over the washing line. Hurriedly pegging it in place before the breeze could carry it away, his unseen opponent fought back by playfully slapping the soggy sheet into his face as he knelt down to pick up the next item of laundry from the basket, the wind taunting him by suddenly pulling the wet material away only to return it with fresh force. It was a good job that the band of Nick’s frilly headpiece was firmly lodged around his head, for such a pretty trophy would otherwise have been quickly carried away, forcing the feminized maid to frantically run around the garden after it. 

Merely having the first sheet on the washing line was sufficient to cause difficulties for Nick, acting as a sail that set the plastic cord into motion and making it much harder to peg the matching fitted sheet in place, let alone the duvet cover that followed. Nevertheless, Nick eventually managed to empty the laundry basket, attaching the last of the pillow cases with relief before hurriedly mincing back into the house as fast as his stilettos would carry him. The warmth of the kitchen was welcome, coming not a moment too soon for a man whose exposed flesh had been thoroughly chilled by the piercing wind, and Nick stood on the threshold for a moment savouring the stillness of the kitchen before starting to sort out his petticoats, smoothing out each of the layers in turn before rearranging his apron on top of them. Only then did he notice Alison standing in the doorway, a cheeky grin on her face. “I see you’re wearing your pretty pink panties today”, she teased. “Fancy making me a cup of tea, sweetie-pie?”. “Yes, Miss”, Nick replied demurely, finding himself blushing a similar colour to his underwear as he 80

set about filling the kettle. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The wind had calmed somewhat by the time Nick went out to retrieve the washing from the line, the earlier gale having helped to ensure the sheets and covers were perfectly dry. There was something about line-dried washing that the tumble dryer simply couldn’t match, infused with a freshness as though it had absorbed a little of the breeze that had lifted and twisted the sheets just as it had the petticoats of the maid responsible for putting them out. Nor did the pile in the laundry basket need quite as much ironing as it would have had Nick simply stuffed it in the dryer, although that didn’t preclude him from having to smooth out some creases, fetching the ironing board from its place in the cupboard before setting it out in the utility room. The quiet click of the iron’s thermostat let Nick know that it was time to get to started, and soon he was working his way through the contents of the basket once more, folding each item of linen neatly in a pile on the work-surface when he had finished with it. Given the size of the sheets, it was a slow process. 

Nevertheless, engaging in such a routine chore gave Nick an opportunity to reflect on his position. With his back to the utility room door and a windowless wall in front of him, the feminized man soon found himself lost in thought as he worked the iron back and forth over the freshly laundered sheets, contemplating the chores that were still outstanding. Alison would want lunch in a little while, which meant that he would need to set the dining room table once more. It was just as well he’d been able to tidy away the last of the mess from the night before whilst waiting for the washing to dry, methodically working his way through the stack of dirty dishes in the sink before returning to the dining room to ensure there was nothing he had overlooked. It was unlikely there would be a repeat of the panties and the condom he’d found in the bedroom, but given how amorous the couple had been the night before, Nick didn’t want to leave anything to chance. He’d already had to move the sideboard back into position from where he’d thrust his wife up against it, as well as putting to rights the arrangement of dried flowers that had got knocked over in the course of their passionate clinch on top of such unlikely furniture. 

Last night he’d been his wife’s manly lover, whereas today he was her feminine maid, as deeply devoted to Alison in this most submissive of roles as he had been when taking the lead in the bedroom. There was a world of difference between the two, and yet fundamentally they shared the same love, no matter how dissimilar it was expressed. From fulfilling her needs as a woman between 81

the sheets to ensuring the very same sheets were crisply ironed and returned to the airing cupboard for the next time he found himself changing the bedding, Nick knew he would do anything for the lady of his life, doing whatever delighted Alison as her man and wearing whatever amused her as her maid. He would wear panties for her just as happily as he would rip hers off her body, being as masculine or feminine as she required at any given moment, such was his love for her. Even disposing of condoms he’d previously filled was something he was willing to do for his wife, let alone taking care of the menial chores around the house, all for the love she so clearly reciprocated. Dressed as a pretty maid, he might hardly fit the traditional image of the fairytale prince right now, but beneath the surface, Alison saw the same man, lover and maid, no matter which role he was adopting for her. 

Still, it would be nice to put his feet up for a few minutes, perhaps over a delicious salad. Finishing off the last of the pillowcases, Nick was already mulling over what he might prepare for lunch as he added the freshly ironed fabric to the pile that he would soon carry upstairs in the direction of the airing cupboard, ready to begin the cycle again. There might be little rest for a maid who would have to work well into the evening in order to get the day’s chores done, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t entitled to a lunch break just like any other servant, and he thoroughly intended to make the most of the meal, albeit enjoying his wife’s company rather more sedately than the night before! 
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Feedback

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

www.brassiered.com/myhusbandmymaid/
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A man never forgets his first time wearing women’s underwear, no matter why he ends up in garments better suited for a girl. Whether he’s pantied as a punishment, has to wear a bra as a forfeit for losing a bet or simply dons lacy lovelies while fooling around in the bedroom, such feminine attire is sure to bring out his submissive side - much to the delight of the woman dressing him up! It won’t just be her underwear that’ll be wet with excitement by the end of the night - when a man’s spent the day all dolled up in dainty delicates for his wife’s pleasure, his panties will definitely be damp too! 

Luscious lingerie certainly works its magic as far as these couples are concerned, with each of these stories about men wearing frillies for the very first time showing just how much fun feminization can be. When these wives and girlfriends say “let’s get lacy!”, they won’t be the only ones dressing to please, sharing the secret of sexy underwear with their men in a very special way. 

www.brassiered.com/letsgetlacy/
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The incessant frustration of being locked in chastity can drive a man to almost any lengths for an orgasm. The longer his cock is kept in a cage, the more submissive he becomes, until eventually he’s begging to do whatever his keyholder asks him

- even if that involves feminization! Kept from touching himself without the key that hangs around her neck, he’ll happily wear women’s underwear and more if that’s the cost of a climax, accepting such humiliation as the price that must be paid for both punishment and pleasure. 

From wearing high heels and foundation wear to working as her fully dressed maid, these feminized husbands have surrendered their sex in more ways than one, submitting to the whim of their wives without question when it comes to dressing up like a lady. There’s orgasm denial aplenty as they’re teased beyond belief before being put back in their chastity belts and cages, with chaste males turned female for the amusement of those who keep them feminized and frustrated. 

www.brassiered.com/feminizedandfrustrated/
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