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You Need a Maid

By the time Natalie got home on Friday evening, I had managed to achieve almost exactly nothing she had asked me to do.

This was not entirely my fault. At least, that was the position I intended to take if questioned.

The washing was still sitting in the machine where I had left it several hours earlier, admittedly wet and probably beginning to acquire that unpleasant smell clothes get when they have been forgotten about. The dishwasher was full of clean plates, which I considered considerably better than it being full of dirty ones. The bathroom had not been touched, although I had looked at it twice but then decided it wasn’t as bad as Natalie seemed to think.

Instead, I had spent forty minutes playing a game on my phone, watched most of an episode of something about a serial killer in Spain and ordered a new charging cable I didn’t particularly need simply because I couldn’t find the one that I had.

All in all, a much more productive afternoon by my standards.

Natalie stood in the kitchen doorway wearing the dark green trouser suit she had gone to work in that morning and looked slowly around the room. Her handbag was still over one shoulder and her expression suggested she was conducting some sort of forensic examination.

“The washing?”

“In the machine.”

“I can see that. Why is it still in the machine?”

I looked towards it as though equally surprised. “I was letting it finish.”

“It finished at half past two. I got a notification.” That was inconvenient. We had bought a smart washing machine because Natalie thought being able to control appliances from her phone would make life easier. What it had actually done was provide her with documentary evidence of my failures in domestic duties.

“I was going to hang it up, honest.”

“When?”

“Soon.” I said this while trying to navigate a three pronged attack from alien beings that looked like the love child’s of a Pacman and The Grinch.

She closed her eyes briefly, the way she did when deciding whether murdering me would be a good idea or not. Honestly, if I was in her shoes, I would have gone and got a knife from the kitchen right there and then. “What about the dishwasher?”

“Clean.”

“Empty it.”

“I will.”

“And the bathroom?”

I thought about lying, but there were limits even to my optimism and she’d notice anyway as soon as she went up for a shower. “I haven’t got around to that yet.” She put her handbag on the counter with more force than strictly necessary. A pen jumped out and rolled along the faux marble.

I had been living with Natalie for just over two years and had developed a reasonably accurate system for assessing her moods. Handbag thrown onto sofa: ordinary irritation. Handbag placed carefully on chair: tired but slightly fractious. Handbag dropped on kitchen counter with a hard little thump: flowers and apology required.

“I asked you to do three things.”

“I’m nearly there.”

“You’ve been at home since one.”

“I was working this morning.”

“You finished at twelve.” She stared at me. I smiled and shrugged, which didn’t help much. It was one of those automatic gestures I tend to make and then instantly regret.

Natalie worked for a pharmaceutical company and approached most aspects of life with the sort of organisation normally associated with military logistics. Lists appeared on the fridge. Appointments went into a shared calendar whether I wanted them there or not. Holidays had folders and budgets. Christmas presents were usually purchased by the first week of October.

You might be surprised to learn that I was different. The old adage that opposites attract is only partially true. Sometimes opposites just end up with each other, whatever alignment the stars are in.

I believed life should be allowed to happen naturally, preferably while sitting down.

Natalie took off her jacket and draped it over the back of a chair. “Do you know what annoys me?”

I considered several possible answers and wisely chose none of them. I put on my serious face.

“I don’t mind doing things,” she continued. “What I mind is asking you to do something, hearing yes, and then discovering six hours later that apparently the words left my mouth and vanished into space.”

“They didn’t vanish.”

“The washing is still in the machine.”

“I know where it is.”

“That really isn’t the point.”

I got up from the sofa and went into the kitchen, mainly because standing made me look more active. I opened the washing machine and took out one of her blouses. “There. Look. Action.”

Natalie folded her arms. “Don’t make me want to hit you.”

“You’d miss having someone to blame for everything.”

I grinned and started pulling the washing into a basket. “See? Problem solved.”

She shook her head, but I could see the first hint of a smile. That was encouraging. I carried the basket through to the utility area while she poured herself a glass of wine. By the time I returned, the immediate danger appeared to have passed. My charm, or what I perceived as such, had averted a chilly evening and a night on the sofa.

Natalie handed me a glass of vino. “You’re still cleaning the bathroom.”

“Tomorrow.”

“Tonight.”

“Saturday is a much better bathroom-cleaning day.”

She gave me the look again. I took a drink. “Honestly, you should just employ someone.”

“To clean up after you?”

“A cleaner. Maid. Whatever you want to call it.”

Natalie leaned one hip against the worktop and studied me over the rim of her glass. Something about her expression changed.

I should have noticed.

Instead, I was too stupid and I carried on. “You could come home every night to a spotless flat. Washing done, dishwasher emptied, bathroom shining. Everyone’s happy. It’s not as if we can’t afford it.”

“And you?”

“I’d supervise.”

Natalie laughed. “Of course you would.”

“Someone has to maintain standards.”

“You don’t have standards.” She took another sip of wine and continued watching me. “Do you think being a maid is easy?”

The question sounded casual enough.

I shrugged. “Cleaning isn’t exactly brain surgery.”

“You complain every time I ask you to do anything.”

“That’s different. I’m not a maid.”

There was a pause. Natalie’s eyes narrowed slightly.

I felt the first small sensation that I might have wandered into somewhere dangerous, but by then pride had taken over. She put down her glass. “So, if you were a maid, you could manage it?”

“Obviously. It would be my calling.”

“I’m just checking I heard you correctly. You think you could do everything a maid does.”

“I think I could clean a flat without requiring professional training, yes.”

“Interesting.” She reached for her glass again and took her time answering. “What about a professional deep clean?”

“What does that mean?”

“Everything. Bathroom cleaned. Kitchen cleaned. Laundry washed, dried and put away. Floors vacuumed. Dusting. Bedroom. Lunch.”

“Lunch?”

“A maid would serve lunch.”

“I think your idea of a cleaner has become slightly warped.”

Natalie smiled. “You’re the one who said maid.”

“I was speaking generally.”

She moved closer and rested one hand against my chest. “So prove it.”

I laughed. She didn’t.

“Prove what?”

“Tomorrow. You do everything. A proper maid’s deep clean.” She bit her bottom lip. “And you cook lunch.”

I took another drink and looked at her. “Fine.”

Natalie’s expression remained perfectly calm.

“Fine what?”

“Tomorrow I’ll clean the flat.”

“Properly?”

“Yes.”

“Everything I ask?”

“What will you be doing while I’m slaving away?”

She shook her head. “Stop changing the subject. If you’re proving you could do the job, you don’t get to decide which parts count. Every chore. No complaining. No disappearing halfway through. No suddenly remembering you promised someone you’d meet them at the pub.”

“I haven’t promised anyone.”

“Do we have a deal?”

I considered it.

The truth was I was reasonably confident. The flat wasn’t enormous. I could probably blitz through most of it before lunch, make an exaggerated show of polishing something and then spend the afternoon reminding Natalie that I had proved her wrong. The prospect was actually quite appealing.

I held up my hand. “Deal.”

Natalie looked at it, then at me. She slapped my hand.

“Every chore.”

“Yes.”

“No arguments.”

“Never.”

“You do exactly what I ask.”

There was something far too satisfied in her voice. I should probably have questioned it more.

Instead, I finished the washing, emptied the dishwasher and even cleaned the bathroom sink before deciding I had done enough to demonstrate goodwill. Natalie ordered Chinese food, we opened another bottle of wine and spent the rest of the evening watching television.

She didn’t mention the cleaning again.

There was the thing about Natalie. When she was genuinely annoyed, she could maintain an argument for hours. The fact she had simply accepted the deal suggested she had decided to let me prove my point but in her own way.

I went to bed feeling rather pleased with myself.

Saturday morning began with something heavy landing beside my legs.

I opened my eyes.

Natalie was standing next to the bed wearing a black silk dressing gown, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. She had already showered, which meant she had been awake long enough to become dangerous. On the duvet beside me was a large pink box tied with a white satin ribbon.

I looked at it. Then at her.

“What’s in the box?”

“Your work clothes.”

I frowned. “My what?”

Natalie sat on the edge of the bed and gave the ribbon a little tug.

“You said you could be a maid.”

I stared at her, remembering our ‘innocent’ conversation yesterday evening. The ribbon came loose with a slight whisper. Natalie gave a short ‘ta-daaa’ and lifted the lid.

For several seconds, I simply looked. I’d somehow woken up in a strange alternative universe that said this was perfectly natural. Black satin. White lace. A folded apron. Something frilly beneath it. A pair of black stockings in clear packaging. And, sitting neatly on top, a white lace headband.

Natalie smiled.

“You said I needed a maid.” I swallowed. “So I’ve got one.”


Maid Jasmine

For several seconds, I simply stared into the box and hoped the contents might rearrange themselves into something more reasonable. Like a game consol or a pizza.

They didn’t.

The black satin maid’s dress was folded with obsessive neatness, trimmed in white lace at the neckline and sleeves. With it sat a white apron with a glossy bow, a layer of soft white netting that I assumed was some kind of petticoat, a packet of black stockings with lace tops, and what looked disturbingly like a black bra and matching panties. Resting on top of everything was the little lace maid’s headband.

I looked up at Natalie, who was sitting on the edge of the bed in her dressing gown, quite calm and far too pleased with herself.

“Where did you get this monstrosity?”

She tilted her head. “That isn’t a very gracious response. Actually, it was a present from an ex one Valentine’s Day back when I was a little discerning.”

“Did you wear it or smack him in the face?”

“I wore it for Her.”

I shook my head and sat up a bit more. “Now that’s going to be stuck in my head all day. What is it? You want to do some kinky role play?”

Natalie laughed, though not enough to stop me feeling uneasy. “I’m afraid it’s rather too late for that.”

“What do you mean?”

I pushed the duvet back and got up, keeping a careful distance from the pink box as if prolonged exposure might make things contagious. I made a masculine effort to adjust the junk in my boxer shorts to show that I wasn’t having any of this. “Cleaning the flat and dressing as a maid are two completely different things.”

Natalie crossed one leg over the other and gave me that look she had perfected over the course of our relationship, the one that said she had already thought several steps ahead and was merely waiting for me to catch up. Which, of course, I never would.

“Are they?” She asked. “If you’re proving you could do a maid’s job, I think it helps if you actually look the part.”

“That is absurd.”

“You said it would be easy.”

“I said cleaning would be easy.”

“No, I clearly remember you said you could do the job of a maid. Easy-peasy.”

I opened my mouth to correct her, but she had me. Or rather, she had a version of what I had said, sharpened and polished and now being held against my throat. “Natalie,” I said, trying a calmer tone, “you cannot seriously expect me to put that on.”

“Why not?”

I looked into the box again. “Because it’s a maid outfit.” She nodded. “With frills.” She cocked her head and smiled. “And stockings.”

“Oh, wait till you see the shoes!”

I rubbed a hand over my face and tried to wake up far enough to find a proper argument. Unfortunately, there was always something about Natalie when she had decided on a course of action. She wasn’t dramatic. She didn’t shout. She simply created a world in which resistance began to look silly and compliance started to feel inevitable.

“You know, you talk a good game but can’t actually follow through.”

“And what exactly am I getting out of this?”

“A true sense of enlightenment.”

Had she asked me the night before whether I would wear a maid’s dress, I would have laughed in her face. Presented like this, however, it became a matter of pride, or at least she had found a way to make it feel like one. The problem with pride is that it has led men into much more ridiculous situations than a black satin maid’s uniform.

I swung my legs out of bed and stood up. Natalie watched me with open interest.

“This,” I said, pointing into the box, “is not proof of anything except that you have too much time on your hands.”

“Hardly. I’ve got lots of work to do. It’s no wonder I need a maid.”

I looked back at the contents of the box and, to my annoyance, felt the first little curl of curiosity beneath the embarrassment. She really had planned this. Not impulsively either. The pieces all matched. I knew the story about an ex buying it for her was a lie. The flat wasn’t that big and I’d have come across a large pink box tied with a bow at some point over the last couple of years.

On top of the folded dress was a sheet of pale pink card. Natalie picked it up and handed it to me.

“Read it.”

I took it warily. The words were written in her neat, infuriatingly elegant handwriting.

JASMINE’S SATURDAY DUTIES

	Dress properly. 
	Prepare breakfast for Madam. 
	Empty and reload dishwasher. 
	Finish laundry and put it away. 
	Clean bathroom thoroughly. 
	Dust and vacuum entire flat. 
	Change bed linen. 
	Prepare and serve lunch. 
	Keep apron neat and attitude respectful at all times. 
	No complaining. 


I looked up slowly.

“Jasmine?”

Natalie folded her arms. “Your maid name.”

“My maid name.”

“Yes.”

“You named me too.”

“Would you prefer something else? I think it rather suits you.”

I looked back at the list. “Keep apron neat and attitude respectful?”

She shrugged. “Standards are important.”

“And ‘Madam’?”

Natalie’s mouth curved into a smile. “That was one of my favourite touches.”

I ought to have thrown the list back at her and walked into the shower. Instead, I stood there in my T-shirt and boxers, staring at the card as though the act of reading it long enough might somehow dissolve it into nothing.

Jasmine’s Saturday Duties. My maid name. My maid duties. The fact that I wasn’t already laughing should probably have worried me more than it did.

Natalie rose from the bed and stepped closer. “If it helps, I’m not asking you to wear it all weekend. Just today.”

“That is not helping.”

“It might once you’ve got used to it.”

She reached into the box and lifted out the black panties and bra between two fingers. “Let’s start with these.”

“It is women’s underwear.”

There was a silence after that which I did not care for at all. Natalie simply smiled and handed me the panties and bra. “Bathroom. Shower and the put them on. Off you go.”

I stood there. “You’re serious.”

“Completely.”

“Natalie, I’m not putting a bra on.”

“You will be if we’re doing this properly.”

Properly.

It was the same word that had trapped me the night before, and once more it worked against me. If I refused one part of the outfit, I was effectively admitting that she had been right all along. Not about the dress, obviously. About me folding the moment things became inconvenient. That was what was at stake here.

I snatched the underwear from her hand and headed for the bathroom muttering things no gentleman should say before breakfast.

I pulled off my t-shirt and boxers and stepped in the shower. I was already pretty smooth. When I first met her, Natalie said that she didn’t like body hair. I was infatuated with her enough back then to buy epilating cream to impress her (yes, I am that stupid!) and after a while, once we’d moved in together, she’d taken pleasure in waxing me every month or so.

The panties were black satin with a narrow band of white lace across the front. To my annoyance, they were softer and more comfortable than I had expected. The bra was lightly padded, also black, with little satin bows on the straps. I had a horrible moment struggling to fasten it behind my back before I managed to clip it shut and looked at myself in the mirror.

The result was absurd.

When I came back into the bedroom, Natalie looked up from where she was sitting in the armchair and let her eyes move over me with quiet satisfaction. “There,” she said. “That’s a start.”

“A humiliating one.”

Next came the stockings. Natalie opened the packet and knelt in front of me with a calm that made the whole thing far worse. She rolled one stocking carefully and guided it over my foot, then up my calf.

“I can do that myself.”

“I know,” she said, smoothing the fabric over my knee. “I’m choosing not to let you.” There are moments in life where it becomes prudent not to examine one’s own reactions too closely. That was one of them. The stockings were sheer black and surprisingly elegant. Once both were on, Natalie stood and circled me slowly.

“These are definitely an improvement on your usual approach to weekend wear.”

She laughed and reached back into the box for the white petticoat. “Step in.”

“What is that?”

“It gives the skirt shape.”

“I don’t need shape.”

“Jasmine does.”

The petticoat rustled as she pulled it into place, settling it around my waist and fluffing it lightly so the layers of white net fanned out beneath. The edges tickled the top of my stockings and I suddenly realised that I was in trouble. Letting her get this far was idiotic. After the petticoat came the dress itself. Natalie lifted it from the box with a touch of ceremony and held it up for me to see properly for the first time.

It was undeniably a maid’s dress, but far more elaborate than anything I had imagined when I first saw the black satin. The bodice was fitted, trimmed in white lace, with short puffed sleeves and a modest neckline softened by a little scalloped edge. The skirt was full and glossy, edged with another band of white lace at the hem.

She smiled as I stepped into it. The satin slipped over the lingerie and petticoat in a cool, unsettling whisper. Natalie drew it up over my hips, settled the bodice across my chest and reached behind me for the zip. The sensation of being enclosed by the dress, of having the satin fit over the bra, the petticoat spreading beneath the skirt, made me go strangely quiet.

Natalie adjusted the petticoat and fluffed it up a little. The sensation sent a shiver through me.

“You’ve stopped complaining.”

The zip reached the top and she turned me gently towards the full-length mirror, though not before tying the white apron around my waist in a neat satin bow that sat prettily at the back. Then she stepped away.

The petticoat gave the skirt a lovely little flare. The apron sharpened the contrast between the black satin and white lace. The fitted bodice and sleeves made the whole thing look far more real than any fancy-dress costume had a right to.

I looked like a maid.

Not a convincing woman, obviously. My face and hair prevented that. But from the neck down, Natalie had transformed me with alarming efficiency into something unmistakably feminine.

“Well?” she asked.

“It’s ridiculous.”

“It is,” she agreed, coming to stand behind me in the mirror. “And somehow very cute.”

Then came the heels.

They were black court shoes, glossy and narrow, with a heel high enough to be difficult without being impossible. I sat on the edge of the bed and put them on, feeling the whole thing tip further into madness with every second. When I stood, the petticoat lifted the skirt slightly and the stockings suddenly seemed much sensual.

Natalie watched me with unconcealed approval.

“Walk.”

I took three careful steps and immediately understood that housework in heels was not going to be as easy as I thought. “You expect me to vacuum in these?”

“I’m expecting you to do everything in those.”

I turned awkwardly, aware of the skirt swishing around my thighs.

She corrected me at once. “Smaller steps. Don’t stomp.”

I tried again, this time moving more carefully. The change in posture was strange. The heels pushed my weight forward, forcing my steps shorter. The skirt and petticoat made me more aware of how I stood, how I turned and what I did with my hands.

Natalie folded them lightly in front of me. “Like this when you’re waiting.”

I stared at her. “You are enjoying every second of this.”

“Every exquisite second.”

She moved behind me and drew my shoulders back a little, then touched my elbows as if placing them, one after the other, into better position.

“Stand straight. Feet closer together. Hands folded. Good.”

“Good?” I repeated.

“Much better. We’re aiming for something graceful.”

“‘We’ might be an exaggeration.”

She ignored me and picked up a small makeup bag from the dressing table. “Nothing dramatic. Just enough to soften your appearance.”

Natalie kept her promise about simplicity. A little moisturiser first, then light foundation, a touch of powder, a faint sweep of colour on my cheeks and a soft pink balm on my lips that she insisted was barely anything at all. She tidied my eyebrows with a brush and pencil, then stood back to inspect the results.

Finally, she produced a shoulder-length brunette wig with soft curls at the ends. “It completes the picture.”

“This flat apparently contains far more hidden drawers and secret nooks than I realised.”

The wig went on easily. Natalie adjusted it around my face, tucking my own hair away and arranging the brunette waves so they framed my cheeks. Then, with great satisfaction, she placed the little lace headband on top.

She took a half step backwards and gave a tiny appreciative sigh. “There. Now, you’re my maid.”

I looked at her and then, reluctantly, at the mirror. The effect was shockingly complete.

The wig changed everything. The soft hair around my face worked with the light makeup and the black-and-white uniform in a way that made the reflection difficult to dismiss as a joke. I still recognised myself, of course, but I could also see exactly what Natalie had been building towards. My face looked softer. The dress shaped my body. The apron and petticoat made the maid image feel polished and deliberate.

I stared at myself for several long seconds. Natalie came to stand beside me and slipped one arm around my waist.

“Well, Jasmine?”

I swallowed.

“I look…”

“Go on.”

I struggled for the right word and hated all the obvious ones. “Convincing,” I said at last, very quietly.

Natalie smiled as though she had been waiting for that admission since the box landed on the bed. “I knew you would,” she said.

Then she turned me gently away from the mirror and positioned me in the middle of the room. “Hands folded. Back straight. Chin up a little. If you’re going to serve as a maid all day, you need to know how to stand when Madam is speaking to you.”

I gave her a look through the wig’s fringe.

“Madam?”

Natalie raised one eyebrow. “Yes?”

I opened my mouth to mock her and found, to my annoyance, that standing there in the full uniform made sarcasm feel less appropriate than usual.

“Try again,” she said softly. “Properly.”

I stood with my hands folded against the white apron, aware of the weight of the wig, the press of the heels, the stockings against my legs and the satin of the dress around my body. Looking from Natalie to the mirror and back again, I felt a small, unpleasantly thrilling flutter somewhere beneath the bodice.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

Natalie smiled in a way I did not entirely trust. “Oh, Jasmine,” she said. “I think today is going to be fun.”


At Your Service

By half past nine, I had learned two important things.

First, housework was much harder in heels. Trying to balance and dust is not for the faint hearted.

Second, Natalie had become alarmingly comfortable with being called Madam. I suspect she had been thinking about this scenario for some time. Months maybe. I had walked into it to keep her happy and now I was beginning to realise my mistake.

The first lesson arrived while I was trying to unload the dishwasher. Bending down in a full satin skirt, petticoat and apron required more thought than I had ever imagined possible. The skirt puffed out around me, the apron bow caught against the cupboard handle, and every time I shifted my weight the heels reminded me that they had no interest in helping.

Natalie sat at the kitchen table with a mug of coffee and watched the entire performance.

“Stop enjoying this,” I said, carefully placing a stack of plates into the cupboard.

“I bought you a lovely uniform, gave you a clear list of duties and made you coffee.”

“You made yourself coffee.”

“Yes, but you were there while I did it.”

I looked over my shoulder. She was sitting there in jeans and a soft cream jumper now, perfectly comfortable while I tottered around the kitchen dressed like something from a particularly elaborate hotel fantasy.

Natalie picked up the pink card from the table. “You agreed to do everything I asked. No arguments. You’re also supposed to be emptying the dishwasher.”

I muttered something under my breath.

“What was that?”

“Nothing, Madam.”

I said it sarcastically. That was the problem. Natalie’s expression changed at once. She got up and came over to me quickly, lifted my skirt as was bending and slapped me across my pantied behind. I let out a little yelp and felt the heels nearly collapse beneath me.

“Stand up straight, girl!” She snapped. I was so shocked that I stood up, my hands pressed to the front of my apron. I could feel my face burning. “Now, what do you say?”

I looked at her and I had not seen her eyes that fierce in a long while. “Sorry, Madam.”

“Good,” she said. “We’ll remember in future to show respect.” She took another sip of coffee and gestured towards the dishwasher. “Carry on, Jasmine.”

There were moments when I could see exactly how I had got into trouble, and this was one of them. The previous evening I had been Jamie, semi-competent man of the house, bravely arguing that cleaning was easy. By breakfast I had become Jasmine, wearing stockings and a lace-trimmed maid’s uniform while being soundly spanked and told to stack cereal bowls.

I carried on cleaning, learning how to move without making a fool of myself. I found my hips moving naturally for some reason, the swish of the skirt against my thighs making it quite a pleasant experience.

Once the kitchen was done, Natalie inspected it. She ran a finger across the worktop, opened the dishwasher and checked inside the sink. She looked down at my apron and frowned. “It’s crooked. Straighten it.”

I sighed and tugged at the waistband.

“Not like that.”

Natalie stood and came over, retied the bow at the back and smoothed the white satin flat against the skirt. Her hands lingered at my waist for a moment longer than necessary.

“There.”

I looked at her. She smiled.

“Much prettier.” The word still something strange to me. Not much. Just enough to make me look away and pretend the toaster required my attention. “What do you say?” She added.

“Thank you, Madam.”

The bathroom was worse.

Cleaning a bath while wearing a petticoat should be classified as advanced domestic torture. I had to keep gathering the skirt away from the cleaning spray, and when I knelt to scrub around the taps, the petticoat spread around me in a ridiculous black-and-white cloud, revealing my panties in the most embarrassing way.

Natalie appeared in the doorway halfway through and leaned against the frame.

“You missed behind the tap.”

“I haven’t finished, Madam.”

“There’s soap residue there. And the mirror hasn’t been wiped properly, Jasmine.”

“I know, Madam.”

“And the floor.”

I sat back on my heels and looked at her.

“Do you want to do this?”

“No.”

“Then perhaps Madam could allow the maid to finish before conducting the royal inspection.”

Natalie’s mouth twitched. I was bent over again and she took no time in lifting my skirt again and giving me two sharp slaps this time. “What did you say, girl?”

“Nothing, Madam.” This time my behind stung. I could feel the elastic clinging to my thighs.

“Much better.

She walked away laughing.

The bathroom took nearly an hour. By the time I finished, my feet were aching and I had developed a new respect for anyone who did this sort of thing every day. I was also beginning to understand why Natalie complained when I wiped a cloth over the sink and announced that I had “done the bathroom”.

When I eventually emerged, she was sitting in the lounge with another coffee and her phone.

I dropped onto the sofa. Natalie looked at me. “What are you doing? Did I say you could sit?”

“My feet hurt.”

She stood, came over and pulled me upright. “That’s because you are not holding your posture properly. Back straight.”

“Natalie.”

“Madam.”

I looked at her. She raised one eyebrow and gave me a glare that could have turned flesh to stone in times gone by.

“Yes, Madam.”

“Hands folded when you’re waiting.” She positioned them neatly against the front of my apron, then stepped back. “There. Much better.”

“I feel like I’ve been put on display.”

“You have.”

Before I could respond, she lifted her phone. I heard the camera shutter. “Natalie!” She took another. “Stop that.”

“You look so adorable.” She turned the screen towards me. Unfortunately, the photograph was better than I wanted it to be. The wig had settled more naturally around my face. The apron was straight. The petticoat gave the skirt a proper little flare, and because I was standing with my hands folded and shoulders back, the whole thing looked disturbingly convincing.

I stared for a second too long. I felt a little flutter in my stomach and immediately disliked myself for it. “Delete it.”

She slipped the phone into her back pocket. “No.”

I could have pushed the issue. Instead, I found myself just standing there. The bedroom came next. Fresh sheets, pillows, dusting, wardrobe doors wiped down. Natalie insisted I knock before entering if she was already in the room.

“That makes no sense. We live here.”

“Maids knock.”

“You invented that rule five seconds ago.”

“And yet it’s still a rule.”

So I knocked.

“Come in, Jasmine.”

I entered.

“Thank you, Madam.” She smiled as if she had trained a dog to fetch slippers.

By then, however, I had stopped minding quite so much. There was a strange satisfaction in doing things properly and getting her approval. It wasn’t the cleaning itself. I still had no sudden passion for dusting shelves or folding fitted sheets. It was the performance around it. The little rules. The way Natalie looked at me when I answered correctly. The absurdity of standing in a satin uniform and waiting for instructions. Even more the way she flashed a bit of anger occasionally.

It made the day feel like something outside normal life. The laundry became almost pleasant. I folded clothes at the dining table while Natalie read beside me, occasionally glancing over to correct the way I was standing or remind me not to bunch the apron under my hands.

I held up one of her blouses.

“Where does this go?”

“Wardrobe. Left side.”

“Yes, Madam.”

This time, I didn’t say it sarcastically. I noticed. So did she. Neither of us commented.

Vacuuming was the final challenge of the morning. The heels made pushing the machine awkward even though it was light and the petticoat kept brushing against my thighs, but by then I had found a rhythm. Smaller steps. One hand on the vacuum. The other occasionally gathering the skirt clear.

Natalie watched from the sofa. “You’re swishing.”

“Madam?”

“You’re definitely swishing.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“Of course.”

I looked down and realised she was right. Every time I turned, the skirt flared slightly and settled again. The sensation was unexpectedly pleasant. I turned once more, deliberately this time. Natalie’s smile widened. “Oh, dear. You enjoyed that.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Yes, you did.” I looked away, feeling heat rise into my face. She laughed softly. “Jasmine likes her skirt.”

I finished the room and switched off the vacuum. The flat was spotless. Not superficially tidy. Properly clean. There was something satisfying about looking around and knowing I had done all of it. Natalie stood and slowly surveyed the room. She made a show of thinking. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had produced a pair of white gloves and tested the dusting.

“Overall…” She came closer and adjusted the little lace headband where it had slipped slightly. “I’m impressed.” I smiled before I could stop myself. “You like being praised.”

She stepped back and folded her arms.

“Hands.” I automatically folded mine against the apron. “Back straight.” I corrected my posture. She smiled. “Good girl.”

I stood there in the middle of our spotless lounge, wearing satin, lace and heels, and felt a small pulse of pleasure that had absolutely nothing to do with the cleaning. Natalie saw it. That was the worst part. Or perhaps the best.

She picked up the pink card from the table and glanced at i.t

“Lunch,” she said.

I looked towards the kitchen. “I thought we were taking a break.”

“Maids don’t take breaks whenever they feel like it.”

“Yes, Madam.”


Lunch For Madam

Natalie’s idea of lunch involved considerably more work and ceremony than mine.

Left to myself, I would have put two plates on the table, opened a packet of something and called it done. Natalie, however, had spent the morning steadily upgrading my definition of “doing things properly”, and by the time she announced that Madam was ready for lunch, I should have known what was coming.

“Table first,” she said, settling herself into one of the dining chairs while I stood beside the kitchen counter in my maid uniform. “Placemats, proper glasses, cutlery, napkins.”

I looked at the table. “For just us.”

“That doesn’t mean we have to lower standards.”

I took the placemats from the drawer and began laying the table while Natalie watched. She had opened a bottle of white wine and placed it on the counter beside me, but when I reached for it she moved it just out of range.

“Not yet. You pour it when the table is ready and lunch is served.”

“Of course, Madam.”

By then, I had learned that every time Natalie corrected me, something irritating followed. I finished the table, folded the napkins and placed them beside the plates. She inspected the result from where she sat, then nodded towards the kitchen.

“Lunch.”

Of course, she had a recipe and menu already organised and I once again mused on how long she had been planning this day. Warm chicken and roasted vegetables with a simple salad, followed by some ridiculous little chocolate desserts Natalie had bought the day before and now claimed were “perfect for serving”.

As I carried the plates through, my heels clicked against the wooden floor and the petticoat swished around my thighs. I had become more used to both by now, though I was still very aware of the apron at my waist and the little lace headband.

Natalie watched me put her plate down.

“Thank you, Jasmine.”

I looked at her.

“You’re welcome.” Her eyebrows rose just a little. “You’re welcome, Madam.”

“Much better.”

I placed my own plate opposite hers and went to sit but she told me not to. “Wine.” I retrieved the bottle and poured her glass first. She watched the angle of my wrist as though there was a recognised professional standard I was in danger of breaching. “That’s enough.”

“It’s barely half full.”

“I know.”

I moved to the other side of the table and poured mine. Natalie smiled.

“Now stand there.”

I looked at her again. “Where?”

“Beside the table.”

“For what purpose?”

“Until I tell you to sit.” The answer was so calm that for a moment I thought I had misheard.

“You want me to stand next to you while you eat?”

“Only for a moment.”

“Why?”

She looked down at her plate, then back at me. “Because I want to.”

That was new.

There had been bits of teasing all morning, plenty of rules invented because she found them amusing, but this felt slightly different. Not threatening. Not even particularly serious. Just more deliberate. I folded my arms.

“Maids don’t fold their arms.” I dropped them. Natalie smiled again. “You see? You’re learning.”

I stood beside the table, feeling completely ridiculous and, underneath that, oddly attentive. Natalie picked up her fork and took a bite as though nothing unusual was happening. I waited. The longer it went on, the more conscious I became of my posture. Hands folded. Shoulders back. Feet close together. Apron straight.

“You look very pretty standing there.”

I felt the now familiar warmth rise into my face. “Can I sit down?”

She took another bite before answering. “In a moment.” Natalie laughed, then dabbed the corner of her mouth with the napkin. “All right. You may sit.”

The relief I felt was absurdly disproportionate.

“Thank you, Madam.”

This time, I said it without thinking. Natalie looked at me over the rim of her glass. I realised what I had done and immediately focused on my plate. Lunch was surprisingly pleasant after that. We talked normally for a while, though Natalie periodically returned to Jasmine as though she had no intention of letting the role disappear simply because I was sitting down taking a break.

At one point, I reached across for the wine bottle and she lightly tapped my wrist.

“Ask.” I looked at her. “For permission.”

I almost laughed. “You cannot be serious.”

“I’m experimenting.”

“With me?”

“Obviously.”

I leaned back in the chair and regarded her. The thing was, I could have refused. There was nothing actually stopping me. I could have taken off the wig, kicked the heels across the room and told her the game was over. Instead, I found myself saying, “May I have some more wine, Madam?”

Natalie’s expression softened into something dangerously pleased. “Yes, Jasmine.”

I poured the wine. That was the moment I knew the day had gone much further than the cleaning.

At that moment, the doorbell rang. I nearly dropped the bottle. Natalie looked towards the hallway and I looked at her. Neither of us moved. Then the bell rang again.

“Who is that?” Natalie took another sip of wine. “Natalie. Who is at the door?”

She considered the question. “Possibly Cheryl.” I felt my stomach drop. “Maybe.”

“Why is Cheryl coming here?”

“She said she might call in.” I pushed my chair back. “You’re not changing.”

“Yes, I am.”

“You’re not.”

“Cheryl knows me.”

“Yes.” The bell rang a third time. I stood there in complete disbelief as Natalie shrugged. “I told her she could drop by. This morning. I may have mentioned that you were helping with the housework.” She giggled into her wine. “I didn’t go into detail.”

I looked towards the hallway. The doorbell stopped. For one wonderful second, I thought Cheryl might have given up. Then there was a knock. “Natalie!”

She laughed again. “Go and answer it.”

“No.”

Her tone changed very slightly. “Go and answer the door.” I looked at her, trying to work out whether she was joking. She wasn’t. There was something thrillingly unreasonable about the situation. I hated the thought of Cheryl seeing me like this, but beneath the panic was another sensation I was beginning to recognise. The same one I had felt when Natalie photographed me. The same one when she told me to stand beside the table and not sit.

I took a breath and headed towards the hallway. My heels suddenly felt twice as loud. The maid’s skirt seemed twice as short. When I reached the front door, I stood there for a few seconds staring at the handle. Then I opened it.

Cheryl was standing on the other side with a bottle of prosecco in one hand and a small shopping bag in the other. She looked at me. Her mouth fell open. There was a silence long enough for me to consider closing the door again.

Then she said, very slowly, “Oh, my God.” She looked me over again, from the lace headband to the black satin dress and stockings. “Oh my God, you actually look good.”

Cheryl pushed passed me with a laugh and something I didn’t quite understand. She entered the flat and looked towards the dining room, where Natalie was still sitting at the table with her wine.

“You knew about this!”

“Only since yesterday.”

“You planned it!”

“Partly.”

Cheryl turned back to me. “I cannot believe you agreed.” Natalie lifted her glass. She was still smiling as she placed the prosecco on the table. “This is brilliant.”

I folded my arms. Natalie immediately corrected me. “Hands.”

Cheryl looked between us. I dropped my arms and folded my hands against the apron.

Natalie smiled more triumphantly. “Jasmine, would you get Cheryl a glass of wine?”

I gave in. “Yes, Madam.”

Cheryl made a tiny sound of delight. I went to the kitchen and fetched another wine glass while the two women whispered to each other in voices that were nowhere near quiet enough. When I returned, Cheryl had taken the chair beside Natalie.

I poured her some wine.

“Thank you, Jasmine.”

She was trying very hard not to smile.

“You’re welcome.”

Natalie looked at me.

“You’re welcome, Madam.”

I stood there with the bottle in my hand. Cheryl looked up at me. “Is she really doing everything?”

“Everything.” Natalie nodded towards the table. “She prepared it and served it.”

Cheryl looked genuinely impressed. I stared at both of them. The strangest part was how quickly they had accepted it. Within ten minutes, Cheryl had stopped looking shocked and laughing. Within fifteen, she was discussing me with Natalie as though the presence of a maid called Jasmine in our flat was merely an eccentric development rather than proof that the world had gone strangely awry.

“She needs a better bow at the back,” Cheryl said thoughtfully. “The hair actually suits her face.”

I could feel my face warming again.

“She likes compliments,” explained Natalie.

Natalie took another sip of wine. “Cheryl, would you like some lunch?”

“That would be lovely.”

Then she looked at me. I already knew what was coming.

“Jasmine?”

“Yes, Madam?”

“Set another place.”

I glanced towards Cheryl, who was clearly enjoying herself far too much. As I headed back to the kitchen, I heard her say: “Have you taught her to curtsey yet? That would be wonderful, don’t you think?”


Saturdays

Cheryl finally left just after three, carrying the remains of the prosecco and wearing the satisfied expression of someone who had been unexpectedly given the best entertainment of her weekend, if not her life.

She hugged Natalie at the door, then turned to me. “Thank you for lunch, Jasmine.”

I gave her a tired look. “You’re never going to let this go, are you?”

“Absolutely not.”

She leaned closer and lowered her voice slightly. “For what it’s worth, you make a very convincing maid.”

Before I could answer, she kissed my cheek, waved at Natalie and disappeared down the corridor. Strangely, that brought a lump to my throat.

I shut the door and remained there for a moment with one hand on the handle, listening to her footsteps fade away. The flat suddenly felt unusually quiet. After an entire morning of being ordered around, corrected, photographed and eventually displayed to one of Natalie’s closest friends, I had expected the silence to feel like freedom.

I turned towards Natalie. “Finished?”

She was standing in the lounge looking around the room.

“Nearly. You haven’t had your final inspection.”

Natalie began walking slowly through the flat. She checked the kitchen first, running a hand across the worktops again and opening the cupboard beneath the sink. She inspected the bathroom, the bedroom, the laundry cupboard and finally the lounge, where she even moved one of the cushions as though expecting to discover some hidden offence beneath it.

I followed behind her in my heels, hands folded against the apron because by then it had become more natural than I cared to admit. At last she stopped in the middle of the lounge.

Natalie looked around once more. “It’s very nice.”

I tried not to look too pleased. She turned towards me and smiled. “You did everything.”

“I said I would.”

“You complained through most of it. That will have to change.” There was something in her tone that made my usual sarcastic answer disappear. She stepped closer and straightened the little lace headband that had slipped slightly during lunch. “You were very good today, Jasmine.”

I felt an absurd little rush of satisfaction.

I had spent hours scrubbing a bathroom, folding laundry, vacuuming in heels and serving lunch to my girlfriend and her friend. There was no sensible reason why hearing Natalie say I had done well should make me feel as though I had achieved something.

But it did.

“Thank you, Madam.”

Her smile widened. “Much better.”

I shook my head but found myself smiling too.

“Can I finally get changed?” She pretended to consider it.

“All right. You’re dismissed.”

I laughed. “Dismissed?”

“Your shift is over.” I gave her a little mock curtsey without thinking, mostly because it seemed like the sort of ridiculous gesture Jasmine ought to make. Natalie froze. Then she smiled very slowly.

“That was new.”

“I lost my balance.”

“You absolutely did not.”

“I’m taking the dress off.” I headed towards the bedroom before she could make anything more of it. Getting undressed should have felt wonderful. My feet certainly appreciated losing the heels. I sat on the edge of the bed and slipped them off, flexing my toes before peeling the stockings slowly down my legs. Natalie followed me in and helped untie the apron, then unzipped the black satin dress.

The fabric loosened around my body. For most of the day, I had been looking forward to this moment. Yet when I stepped out of the dress and saw myself in the mirror wearing only the black lingerie and wig, the transformation suddenly looked wrong. Once Natalie removed the petticoat as well, it was worse. The exaggerated little maid silhouette disappeared and I looked like somebody halfway between two versions of himself.

She began removing the wig carefully, easing it away without pulling my own hair. The moment it came off, Jamie returned far quicker than I expected. I looked ordinary again and I felt strangely disappointed.

Natalie placed the wig on its stand on top of the wardrobe and looked back at me.

“You miss her. Jasmine. You miss looking like her.”

I reached for my jeans. “Don’t be silly. I have been dressed as a maid since breakfast. Forgive me if my brain takes a few minutes to recover.”

I changed into jeans and a T-shirt, then looked at myself again. Everything was familiar. Comfortable. Normal. And unbelievably boring. The jeans felt heavy after the stockings. The T-shirt hung shapelessly compared with the fitted maid’s dress. Even walking barefoot across the bedroom felt strangely ordinary after spending most of the day in high heels.

Natalie had gone back into the lounge by the time I joined her. She was curled into the corner of the sofa with a glass of wine and her feet tucked beneath her.

I sat beside her. For several minutes, neither of us said much. The day had generated enough conversation already. Eventually Natalie looked across at me. “So?”

“It isn’t as easy as it looks.”

Natalie smiled triumphantly. “Especially in heels.”

I reached for the wine bottle and poured myself a glass.

“The outfit was ridiculous.”

“Was it?”

“Yes.”

“You looked very good in it.”

“I know.”

She watched me for a moment. “Did you hate it?” The question was simple enough. The answer should have been too.

I looked down at my wine. “No.”

“You survived.”

“Barely.”

“You enjoyed Cheryl seeing you. Admit it. I saw you preening, when you thought we hadn’t noticed.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but she wasn’t entirely wrong. Once the initial shock had passed, there had been something exciting about the fact Cheryl accepted Jasmine so quickly. The teasing had been humiliating, but not unpleasantly so. By the time I was serving lunch, I had almost begun to enjoy the absurdity of it. Natalie leaned her head against the back of the sofa.

“What did you like?”

I took another drink and stared across the spotless lounge. Eventually I said, “I liked the uniform more than I expected.”

Natalie remained very still. “And?”

“The role-playing was… interesting.”

“Interesting enough to take further?” She smiled. “You looked happy when I praised you. You also liked being called Jasmine.”

“I tolerated it.”

“And you called me Madam.”

“Under duress.”

“Repeatedly.”

I looked at her.

She was still enjoying this far too much. Later that evening, after dinner and another couple of glasses of wine, I went into the bedroom to find a jumper. I opened the wardrobe and stopped. A small brass hook had appeared on the inside of the door.

The maid uniform was hanging from it. Natalie had arranged everything neatly. The black satin dress had been smoothed out, the white apron tied around the waist, and the little lace headband rested over the hanger. Beneath it hung the stockings and petticoat in a garment bag.

It looked less like something packed away for fancy dress and more like a uniform waiting for its next shift. Pinned beneath it was a laminated pink card.

JASMINE’S SATURDAY DUTIES

Natalie appeared in the doorway behind me.

“You laminated it?”

“I thought it might last longer.”

I turned towards her. “Why does it need to last longer?” She leaned against the doorframe with one shoulder, looking far too innocent.

I looked back at the uniform. There was something almost inviting about seeing it there. The satin caught the bedroom light. I remembered the petticoat around my legs, the little apron bow at my back, Natalie telling me to stand properly.

Natalie came closer and slipped one arm around my waist.

“Because the flat will need cleaning again next Saturday.”


Enjoyed This Transformation?




If you enjoyed Saturday Maid, there are plenty more transformations waiting for you.

Feminine Transformation Short Reads is a growing collection of fast-paced, self-contained stories from Emma LaVerne, each built around a different feminine fantasy. Expect makeovers, satin and lace, maid uniforms, salon visits, dominant girlfriends, unexpected public outings and men discovering that becoming feminine can be far more convincing, and far more enjoyable, than they ever imagined.

Every Short Read features new characters, a complete transformation story and a satisfying ending, making them perfect for reading in a single sitting.

Look out for more titles in the Feminine Transformation Short Reads series, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited.

Full-Length Novels

If you prefer longer stories with deeper transformations, evolving relationships and more time to explore life on the feminine side, discover Emma LaVerne’s full-length Feminine Transformations series on Amazon. Novels such as Training Maid Sophie and Caught in Her Lingerie are perfect for a lazy day in bed where you can dream of becoming the girl.

Find your next transformation today.
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