

Book Club Maid 

Chapter 1 Day 1. A Turn of Events

“Right they are due in an hour, are you going to change or not?” 

“I just don’t know, I want to, I so want to, but I am scared, they will make fun at me and I have no time now to get ready.”

“Oh for Christ sake your finding excuses now, either you do it or you don’t. I’m not forcing you to, although I’ll remind you how often you have fantasised about being a maid. So it’s make your mind up time. Yes or No.?”

I looked at the floor both excited and terrified, drawn like a moth to the light, knowing it would hurt but finding it irresistible. I looked at my wife, my mind in a whirl. I had no choice. 

“Yes, yes I will,” I said. Unleashing the fear and the freedom of being dressed and seen by others. 

“Right,” said my wife with a degree of sharpness in her voice. 

“You’d better get changed and be quick about it and no make up or wig, I want my friends to see you as the male maid husband that I married, and get a move on, as I want some help in preparing drinks and nibbles.”

I turned to run upstairs, heart in mouth. 

She added, “and wear opaque black stockings, I don’t want people to see those hairy legs.” 

I hurried into the back bedroom. My heart was beating so fast.

I already knew what I was going to wear, I’d rehearsed it thousands of times in my head, but now it was for real, now I was going to be a maid serving strangers. Well not exactly strangers as my wife’s book group had been going for years. With six woman meeting monthly around alternate homes to discuss particular books they had all read. I knew them all, to a point of acquaintance but they had never seen me in anything other than a male persona. That was about to change.

I removed my cloths. Opening draws and cupboards. I quickly pulled out my maids attire.

Fumbling with the bra straps, I inserted the breast forms and hurriedly clipped together the lacy black bra. A suspender belt followed, I struggled with the hook and eye clips in my excitement, but quickly had it tight around my waist. The black opaque stockings were rolled up each leg and suspenders attached. Next a black, quite tight pantie girdle to keep my small penis in place and with no time to spare I stepped into some satin panties with white lace trim. 

Nearly there. My mind was racing. I shuddered momentarily, what was I doing? I was about to present myself to people we knew, in a way that would make them laugh at me, for me to be humiliated and look foolish. But and it was a huge but, the momentum within me was unstoppable, I so wanted to be a maid and more importantly treated as one.

I pulled a white satin petticoat over my head and shoulders. It finished just below the knee and with the dress I was wearing would show a hint of lace.

My wife called out from downstairs.

“Hurry up maid,” she shouted.

The word “maid” sent a shiver through me, one of delight tinged with one of terror.

I picked up the maids dress and unbuttoned the front. Stepping in I pulled the dress over my shoulders and re buttoned it. The dress had a flared skirt, grey cotton in colour with white edging to the short sleeves and collar. There was a bow which I tied at the rear allowing the skirt to flare a bit more. The hem was just below the knee. It was both smart and functional. I had bought it online a few years back and occasionally worn it around the house when doing housework. My wife accommodated my desire to dress, especially when I cooked her a meal and did some cleaning. But this evening was a very different occasion, as I was shortly to be exposed to our acquaintances wearing femme cloths, a maids uniform. 

I was scared and excited. 

I tied a short white apron around my waist and slipped into a pair of black flat leather pumps, not particularly stylish but very practical. I glanced at the maids white headband which was still on the bed. A quick reflective shake of my head as I thought that would be going too far, especially with no wig or make up.

As I checked myself in the full length mirror I turned and quickly headed downstairs.

My wife was in the kitchen cutting up some lemons for the drinks.

She looked me up and down. I stood feet fixed to floor, feeling flush with excitement and very nervous at what I was about to do.

“Not bad,” she said with faint praise. “But where’s your headband?” She demanded.

“I thought it looked a bit silly,” I stammered, looking down at the floor. 

“You thought,” my wife snarled. “It’s not your place to think girl, you already look completely stupid anyway, so go and get it and come straight back here.” 

Crestfallen I retrieved the headband tied it onto my head and returned to the kitchen. 

My wife told me that as the maid I was to welcome her guests, take their coats, serve drinks and nibbles and be discreet and wait in the adjoining room where she would call me when drinks needed refilling. 

Quite naturally I did a little curtesy on receiving my instructions and said, “yes Madam.” My wife smiled back.

The evening went well. My wife’s guests paid me little attention, yes there were the odd comments when someone said I looked nice or gave me a pleasant remark, equally I noticed a few smirks given in my direction whilst I was serving drinks but then I had anticipated far worse.

The only awkward moment came towards the end of the evening when my wife called me to get her guests coats, returning to the room, one lady said. 

“Oh Susan, your husband makes a natural maid, you should keep her dressed all the time and undertake all household chores. Just think no more cleaning, cooking, laundering, you’d be a kept woman!” 

The group of ladies laughed.

“It’s a thought,” my wife replied. 

“And perhaps” added another lady, “next time she could be dressed as a French Maid, short skirt, high heels, corset, so she knows what us ladies have to suffer.” 

The laughter and chuckles were even louder.

When the last guest left my wife told me to bring her some wine in the conservatory and clear up and wash the plates and glasses left by the guests. As before I curtsied, she smiled.

As I washed up, I thought how well the evening had gone. It was a big step to take and the nerves were quickly allayed when it all seemed so natural, so normal for me to serve and look after my wife’s wishes. I was happy and I hoped my wife was too. That I would soon find out.

Having finished clearing up I walked to the conservatory to see if my wife wanted anymore wine.

She was clearly relaxed laying back on the sofa, mobile phone in one hand, empty glass of wine in the other. 

“Would you like me to refill that, Madame?” I asked.

She looked up, another word, “Madame” filling the space between us. It only seemed right that as her maid, when dressed as her maid I no longer refer to her by her christian name, but the description which denotes our respective roles.

As before she smiled back at me.

“No I’m fine” she said, “come and stand here,”  indicating to a place in front of where she was sitting.

I did as instructed, standing feet together and hands clasped in front of my apron.

I then listened to the plans my wife had, which would totally change my life! 

Life has moved on she began, by highlighting the fact we had both recently taken early retirement and now had the freedom to do what ever we wanted. It was an opportunity she said to change the way we lived and to fully enjoy what life had to offer. She then spent sometime recollecting the fact that I always wanted to dress and be a maid and that she had spent her life looking after the home, both working full time and undertaking most of the household chores. This she noted now needed to change.

Tonight was a pivotal point, because her friends had made her realise that there was an opportunity to live a better life for her and for me. Also and importantly I voluntarily took the step, it was my choice tonight to dress, to serve and serve others, it was what I wanted, although she noted I had dithered about it but it was my own motivation to dress and behave like a maid.

“So …..” She paused for a few seconds. “Things are going to change from tonight. I have a plan,” she announced.

“I have decided to train you as my full time maid, over the next two months,” she said. “This is not something that’s up for negotiation, for if you ever want to dress up with me again this is what I now what I want you to do. We have no specific plans over the next few months, so at the end of that time we will have a serious chat about the next steps and decide, we’re we take this. But over the next two months I,” she stated with a degree of firmness, “I will decide every detail of your training. Understood?”

I nodded and mumbled, “yes.”

“I intend to feminise you, which I don’t think will be hard, as it’s always been part of your make up,” she chuckled at her pun. “It’s who you are, but I also intend to make you into a simpering sissy maid, whose sole purpose is to make me happy, to satisfy me and serve me in whatever way I desire. That part will be more of a challenge for both of us, but as long as you do as I require, you will become a dutiful, selfless sissy maid. Yes?”

I nodded with no hesitation and mumbled again. “Yes.” 

Feeling waves of submission as my wife was clearly taking the reins in our marriage, which was something deep down I had always wanted.

“Good” she said, going on to outline her plan. 

Henceforth I was to do all the housework, every household chore would be my responsibility, she would instruct me what to do and would inspect my work making it clear that if not to standard there would be consequences! She left that hanging in the air.

You will be dressed everyday as a maid, no male cloths in the house, if you have to go out you will wear female underwear at the very least. The uniform you are wearing will do for now but she said she would buy me some more outfits with different styles which can be used for different occasions. Those last few words gave me a shudder.

I was told that she would view me as her maid throughout the two months training period, no longer equals or her husband. We would no longer sleep together, I would use the back bedroom. I was also told she would be giving some thought to controlling my sexual activities. She smiled broadly.

She continued. “You are going on a diet, that male belly needs to go and you will, as suggested tonight be wearing a corset most days,”

“I am going to feminise you,” she said smiling. “I will help you with your make up, deportment, behaviours that will make you into a maid that I shall be proud to have in my service.”

“And finally”, she paused for effect, “because I don’t want you to be distracted from your work, I am going to confiscate your phone and your laptop. They will be locked away for two months,” she hesitated for a second and went on, “together with your wallet and bank cards. There is no need for you to be spending any money, I as your Mistress will take care of all such matters.”

“Right that I think is it” she said. “Do you understand?”

I was dumb struck. It was clear that there was to be no debate as to her plan. My mind whirled at the things she said, I knew and she knew this was what I wanted to. I mumbled again, “yes Madame”.

“I didn’t hear you maid,” she said sharply.

“Yes Madame, I understand.” 

“Good and you can stop calling me Madame, I am your Mistress got it.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said lowering my eyes to the floor.

“The book club are due to return in two months time, so my aim is that at that meeting to show them how you have improved and become a well trained and impeccable maid.”

“Yes Mistress,” I repeated.

“Right you are dismissed for the night and may go to your room, the back bedroom don’t forget. Get a good nights sleep, as your training starts tomorrow.” 

“Good night Mistress,” as I curtsied and left the room, not after having noticed another wide smile on my wife’s face.

The walk up the stairs seem to take forever as I digested what had just happened, lots of changes for sure but it was only for two months, I could manage that I thought. 

Sleep came easily. Tomorrow was another day. 

Chapter 2 Week 1. First Day

I came downstairs in my maids dress to see Mistress sitting at the kitchen table, in her white towelling robe and scribbling down some notes. 

She indicated for me to stand in front of her whilst she continued to write, what looked like a list. 

When she finally put down her pen and handed me the paper.

“This is this weeks tasks, you’ll see there is daily items such as cooking, cleaning and laundry, plus weekly jobs, deep cleaning, polishing, ironing etc. That should keep you busy. I will inspect your work whenever I see fit and as I said yesterday there will be consequences if things are not up to standard.” 

She paused and took a sip of coffee. 

“Don’t bother looking for your phone, laptop or wallet they are all now securely locked away. You’ll  see details of your diet on the bottom of the sheet, that starts today!”

“What are you wearing under the dress?” She asked.

I described the various items of lingerie, which were the same as last night apart from a clean pair of knickers. 

“I know you have a waist clincher somewhere, go and get it,” she instructed.

I returned holding the clincher, which I had only worn a few times. Mistress told me to remove my dress and petticoat. Standing up she took the clincher and placed it around my waist and pulled on the laces. 

“Breath out fully,” she said. Every time I did she pulled it a bit more. When she was satisfied she tied the laces off.

“Get dressed,” she commanded as she sat back down. 

“It will get easier for you as you lose some weight, but you will always wear a clincher or corset, every day, it’ll remind you of what woman have to suffer for the sake of their figures. I shall be out shopping for most of today, so you can get on with your chores, I shall check out how you are progressing when I return.” 

“Yes Mistress,” I said as I curtsied.

“Now go and get started,” was her final command waving her hand in dismissal.

The day passed quickly, the list Mistress had given me was very comprehensive. I worked with care and in the afternoon started to prepare an evening meal. 

I was hungry as the diet she had left me was strict but at least it would help me lose some weight and make the clincher less of a discomfort. 

Upon her return she was carrying lots of bags which she dropped in the hall, telling me to take them to her bedroom. I noted that it was no longer “our” bedroom. 

After having made her a cup of tea, she quizzed me on what chores I had completed. 

Her inspection was brief as she ran a tissue along the top of a few pictures hanging on the wall in the lounge which I had said I’d cleaned and dusted. The tissue was full of dust and dirt, which she held in front of my face.

“That maid is just not good enough I’m disappointed and your first day as well. I told you I demand impeccable standards, the best; this falls well below any acceptable standard.” She shook her head.

She gave me the tissue and without saying another word went upstairs. 

I hesitated not sure what to do, should I leave the room as it was, clean it again, carry on with dinner preparations. I decided on the latter. 

She returned to the kitchen after a while having showered and changed into some relaxing slacks and loose blouse. 

Standing behind me as I was cutting up some vegetables she whispered in my ear that she was looking forward to dinner as it smelled good, however, I would be punished this evening as I had to learn that poor sub standard work was just unacceptable.

I turned and said “sorry Mistress” in a rather pathetic tone.

“You will be,” she replied. 

She poured herself a drink and said “dinner at eight?”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied. 

As she turned to go. “You can serve mine in the living room, but from now on you can eat your meals in the kitchen, after all you are just the maid,” she chuckled and walked out.

Wow I thought this is getting quite intense and it was only the first day.

Dinner was a success, she was pleased with what I served. That said I was anxious as I ate alone in the kitchen as to what the punishment would be.

I had just tidied up the kitchen when I heard an unfamiliar bell, I returned to the lounge to see what it was. Mistress was holding a small hand bell.

“I found this today in a charity shop, ideal for my purpose,” she said with a smile. “When you hear it I expect to drop what ever you are doing and attend to me, is that clear?” 

“Yes Mistress.” 

I was then told to go and stand in the hall and face the wall, hands on my head and to think about how poor my cleaning had been and await my punishment, Mistress would ring the bell when she required my return.

I did as instructed, fearing what was to come and excited at the same time as my wife was fully getting into the role of female domination and I in turn just wanted to serve her and to submit to whatever she wanted. A mantra came into my head, “my role is to please her, my role is to please her …..” I repeated it again and again as I stood there.

It felt like I had been standing there for hours. I could make out the muffled sound of the tv and occasionally Mistress would walk past me but said nothing. This was humiliating and we both knew that. The power that she was now exercising and the submission that I was now feeling were intoxicating to each of us in completely different but complementary ways.

I heard the bell ring and entered the living room.

“Stand there,” she pointed in front of where she sat.

“This is your first punishment and I intend for it to hurt, a lot,” she said.

I shivered.

“Not because I want to cause you pain, but because I want you to learn, to improve, to be a better maid, to make me proud of you. I love you.” Her tone softened. 

“I need you to be worthy of the role of serving me, serving my friends and doing whatever I desire over these next two months, so this is going to be a painful lesson, one that you will not forget and one I hope you will learn from. Now remove your dress and petticoat.”

I did as instructed. 

“I think it’s only right that you know what is going to happen to you and as I have said before these two months are not up for negotiation, if I decide this or that, then you just have to endure my decision. Understood?” She demanded.

“Yes Mistress.” My heart was beating so fast.

“Firstly I am going to paddle your backside, get it nice and red. You will then be caned. I’m looking at least twelve strokes and I will add more if you wriggle or cry out. You’ll then be locked in the cupboard under the stairs for the night and if I hear any sounds, I’ll lock you in the garden shed instead!”

Oh my god I thought what have I done. Agreeing to serve her friends only yesterday had released a torrent of influence and dominance which my wife was now exercising in full, and I in turn had bought on myself. I swallowed hard, knowing that there was no point in protesting, for I knew once my wife’s mind was made up she would not be easily swayed and anyway I only had myself to blame.

I bent over the chair as instructed and waited whilst she fetch a cane.

Chapter 3 Week 1 New Uniform 

The night in the cupboard was truly horrible. I had little sleep as my backside was so sore and it was very uncomfortable. I felt quite sorry for myself, especially when I heard Mistress come down stairs the following morning and go straight to the kitchen to put the kettle on. 

The cupboard door was eventually opened, I squinted with the light but staggered out, still dressed in my stockings, bra and panties, together with the restrictive clincher. I was not in a happy state. 

Mistress was kind and gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She told me to go and shower and said that I would find some cream in the bathroom which she had left and her epilator which I should use to remove all my bodily hair so as to be completely hairless from my eyebrows down. She told me to take my time and not rush and to just wear a dressing gown when I had finished.

It took me quite a while to remove all my body hair, but I did as instructed. Returning to the kitchen, Mistress was sitting at the table in her white fluffy dressing gown supping some coffee, she told me to make myself some breakfast and sit with her. 

My backside was still very sore from last nights beating as I sat down. Mistress gently touched my hand and said encouraging words which helped me to relax. 

“I’m sure you will learn a lesson from last night that will help you to perform as the impeccable maid that I deserve,” she said. 

“We both need to look at these next two months as a training period to bring you up to standard as a maid that I can be proud of, especially when I show you off to my friends.” 

“Yes Mistress I will do my utmost and thank you for correcting me yesterday I will improve, I promise”. 

“That is good to hear,” she said gently squeezing my hand again. 

“I think we will review your progress at the end of each week, starting this Saturday, so I can judge your development and set the next weeks tasks, do you think that is a good idea?” 

“Yes Mistress” I quickly responded, “whatever you think is best I’m sure is the right thing as I just want to serve you and make your life as easy and enjoyable as possible.” 

These words came tumbling out of my mouth without any forethought or hesitation, it was like a dam had been burst and my natural submission was flooding out.

“Oh that is just what I want to hear, my maid dedicating herself to my pleasure that’s how it should be and that is how it will be. So when that next book club meeting takes place with my friends and I show off how good a maid you have become, they will be so jealous.” She smiled broadly.

“Now have you removed all your bodily hair?” She asked. 

“Yes Mistress.”

“Well let’s see then, I’m not taking your word for it, a Mistress always has to inspect a maids work and for that fact her appearance. Take the dressing gown off and do a twirl.” The sharpness had returned to her voice.

She was satisfied with what I had done, although pointed out a few areas that I needed to give more attention too, for I was to shave and epilate every morning before breakfast. 

As I stood naked before her, she said. “Of course your duties, work and behaviour are very important but also I expect you to look the part in every little detail. Your dress, how you present are an essential element of your training and making you into the perfect maid.” 

She continued. “I did quite a lot of shopping yesterday, and in the lounge is a new uniform, underwear and accessories. I will supervise you getting dressed just for today and then it’s your responsibility to present yourself to me properly attired every day. Next week we will have some make up lessons but for now let’s get your uniform presentable. Follow me.” 

In the lounge on the sofa lay several items of clothing, lingerie, a black dress, shoes, quite a collection of items. Mistress had clearly spent a lot of money, which underlined how serious she was. In the past it was I who would buy the odd femme item to wear and what was now in front of me was a complete outfit, selected by my Mistress, my wife. I was bewitched. 

She did as promised and dressed me. An under bust corset first, black with hook and eyes at the front and laced rear. She did not pull it too tight noting that this was my first time of wearing it but she would seek to reduce my waist measurement each week. A black full long line bra with breast inserts followed. 

Next she handed me a pack of stockings fully fashioned dark tan with seams. As I carefully rolled them up my now hairless legs she emphasised that the seams must always be straight and I was not to ladder them or there would be trouble. I attached them to the six suspenders hanging from the corset.

Putting on the stockings increased my arousal which she noted, painfully flicking my penis with her finger and saying she had plans for that! Handing me a black pantie girdle which she said would have to do for the time being. These were followed by some very feminine black satin panties with white lace edging and rows of white lace along the rear. They screamed girly.

Mistress then proceeded to take a few photos of me on her phone saying she wished to keep a record of my transformation. 

I was then handed me a white net petticoat with tiered layers and tied waist band, stepping into it and tying it around my waist I could see that it would add volume to the dresses skirt and flare out the hem.

My uniform was next. Mistress told me she had purchased it from a firm that provided housekeepers dresses. It was black, semi-fitted with capped short sleeves concealed front zip and ties at the back. The cuffs and collar had white trim. She was clearly very pleased with it and held it up for me to see. 

“What do you think?” She asked.

“It’s lovely Mistress, very practical and very feminine” adding “there’s no mistaking my role when I’m wearing it that’s for sure.” 

“That’s the idea,” she said, “now try it on”, handing me the dress.

It fitted perfectly, Mistress knew my measurements. The hem falling just below the knee. I did a few twirls as requested, she was happy with it and so was I. 

Finally Mistress picked up a new white apron, quite plain and again functional with a small pocket, which she tied it around my waist. 

Pointing to a pair of shoes she told me to put them on. They too fitted perfectly. Classic court shoes with 2” heels. Not too high but none the less clearly woman’s shoes, that I would be wearing all day.

“Nearly there,” she said picking up a headband. It had white ruffled lace along its length decorated with two small bows at either end of the hoop. I bent forward and she placed it on my head. The headband is such a simply accessory but shouted very loudly that the wearer was a maid. 

Standing back, Mistress clapped her hands. “My you look the part, I am really pleased with the outfit, do you like it?”

“Yes Mistress it is just right and thank you so so much for buying it all.”

She chuckled. “Well I’m pleased you like it as you’ll be wearing everyday for the next two months, oh and no need to thank me for buying it, the money came from your account! So fitting don’t you think,” she laughed loudly not expecting a reply. 

“In fact there are two sets, you’ll find another complete outfit in your wardrobe in the back bedroom. I expect you to throughly wash, dry and iron one set, everyday,” she emphasised the last word “including your stockings and corset. My maid must be clean and fragrant at all times.”

“Right I think you can start your duties for day, I’m off in a bit, lunch with the girls.” She smiled. “Oh one last thing, a little present from Mistress to her maid.” She passed me a small box.

Inside was a bracelet, silver, hinged on side with delicate chain clasp on the opposite side. Across the main face in pink crystal stones was the words “MAID”.

“I want you to wear that all the time, in case you forget who you are. I will have a think of a suitable name for you in the coming weeks, but today marks the start of your new life, as my Maid.”

“Off you go and get busy,” and with a clap of her hands I was dismissed and set about my tasks. 

Chapter 4 Week 2. The Life of a Maid

The week went quickly. I had so much to do, at times I really struggled to keep on top of everything. The bathroom and shower room had to be cleaned every day, laundry and ironing was always time consuming. I had to cook, serve meals and keep the kitchen spotless at all times, plus vacuuming, dusting, polishing. Each day was full on.

Mistress seemed pleased with how the week was going, in that she said little to me other than issuing instructions on specific things she expected of me. 

The little hand bell became a real feature of the household, as I was literally expected to drop whatever I was doing as soon as I heard it. She was out often in the week, shopping, seeing friends, as far as I knew. 

On Friday she reminded me that we would be having our first weekly review the next day and she told me to report to her 11.00 am sharp in the dining room. Sleeping in the back bedroom that night I was slightly anxious as I didn’t know what to expect but I knew I had tried my best. 

At the appointment hour I knock on the door and entered performing a little curtsy as I stood in the centre of the room. Mistress was sitting at the table, she continued to scribble at a sheet of paper, without looking up or acknowledging my presence.

After a few minutes she looked up. 

“Good let’s begin. I think you should remain standing as whilst this a review of your weeks work after all you are my maid. Firstly, I must say how pleased I am, you have performed well, carried out your duties diligently. It’s a good start, so well done.”

“Thank you Mistress” I said performing a little curtsy. 

She went onto to balance her praise with noting a few areas for improvement, her main criticism was my timing, if I was to for example present dinner at 8.00pm it must be 8.00pm not five past or ten past. Timeliness was next to godliness she reminded me. 

She highlighted a few cleaning issues which were not up to standard in particular that I must scrub the kitchen and utility floors on my hands and knees not just use the mop. 

I was then passed a small notebook with pencil and told to keep a note of tasks and instructions, to which Mistress then read out items and I was to scribble them down. She told me that in future she would only orally give me instructions, as it was my responsibility to note them down and act on them.

She reinforced the fact that each week there would be some changes destined to improve how I looked and how I performed. So tomorrow I would start wearing make up. As with the dressing at the start of the week Mistress would help and she would devote most of Sunday to giving me instructions on how to apply make up, which would include nails, hair, jewellery and of course all the complexities of cosmetics. She planned to pop out this afternoon to get me some make up so I did not have to use hers. 

Mistress added that she would no longer tell me when she was going out or where she was going, as it was not a maids place to know what a Mistress was doing. 

“Have you missed your phone and laptop?” She asked.

“Not really I have been so busy I would not have had any time to spend on them,” I said truthfully. 

“Good. That brings me onto spare time. I hope that as the weeks progress and you improve your efficiency on household duties that you find you have some spare time. If that is the case then I don’t want you relaxing or taking a break. You start work at 7.00 am and finish at 9.00 pm, yes?” 

“Yes Mistress” 

“With a half hour lunch break, yes?”

“Yes Mistress” 

“I will have a think about what other tasks I may want you to perform but in the meantime, spare time means corner time. When you have finished all your jobs then you are to stand in the hall facing the corner, hands clasped on the back of your head. 

I also plan to introduce degrees of humiliation for you to endure, it’s important as my maid that you feel humble and subservient. This period of training is to not only to help you learn to perform all household duties to an impeccable standard, it’s also a period where you learn to dress and present as a maid. I plan to use these next seven weeks to help change your mindset.  In that you no longer see yourself as my equal, my husband, you need to internalise the fact that you are my maid, an object of use to a point whose sole purpose, I quote your words, to “serve me, to make my life enjoyable.” Remember whatever happens over these weeks it was you that said yes, to serving my friends dressed as a maid and it is you that opened up this Pandora’s box. Therefore when in the corner you are to tuck the skirt of your dress and your petticoat into the top of your knickers, I want to see you standing there humiliated with your pretty knickers on display. Got it?” 

“Yes Mistress” I said bowing my head.

She then rose and picked up a ruler from the table telling me to hold my palms out. 

“I am, as I have said pleased with your work this week, this punishment, however, is because of the few cleaning errors you have made, but you can anticipate every Saturday some form of punishment as I think it’s important that a maid is regularly reminded of her status and the right of her Mistress to inflict pain.” With that she slapped each palm, hard three times.

“Dinner at 8.00 pm.”

“Yes Mistress.” I said and was dismissed. 

Chapter 5 Week 2.  Make up and Training

Sunday morning was a bit of a blur. Mistress had purchased lots of cosmetics for me and laid them out on the vanity table in my bedroom. She told me to remove my dress and petticoat and put on a dressing gown so I did not get any make up on the dress. 

Mistress took me through the importance of good foundation, contouring, blusher. She spent a lot of time on my eyes. Different shades of shadow, eyeliner and mascara. Then my mouth lip liner, lipstick and lip gloss. 

She would apply make up on one side of my face and I would have to match the other side. We did this several times. What was important was that I looked feminine, even passable, she did not want me looking tarty. Subtlety was the watch word. 

After she was satisfied with my face, I painted my finger and toe nails, again a subtle colour of light pink, which Mistress choose. 

She had purchased a couple of wigs and we both liked the long bob brunette which nicely framed my face. Mistress felt that getting my ears pierced was a must, but for now a pair of silver hooped clip on ones would do.

Eventually Mistress was happy and left me to it, requiring dinner at 7.00pm.

I returned to the kitchen in good time, taking extra glances in the mirrors to check how I looked. It was absolutely amazing the difference make up made, I really felt transformed. 

I served dinner in the living room as Mistress watched tv and she complimented me on my appearance. I felt my cheeks redden with pleasure before I returned to the kitchen to eat.

I reflected that within just over a week, so much had changed. I felt relaxed and absorbed in my new role, equally Mistress was clearly enjoying her new position as head of the household. This after a week and bit, what would several weeks bring! 

I was just about finishing washing up when I heard the bell. I dropped the dish cloth, smoothed my apron and entered the lounge.

Mistress was supping the end of her glass of wine as she looked me up and down.

“Do a twirl.” 

I obliged.

“Let’s check those seams, lift up your skirts.”

I obliged.

“Not bad.” 

She continued. “You are beginning to look like a real maid. I’m pleased. From tomorrow you will always be fully dressed and made up, with hair in place and of course seams straight.” She chuckled. 

“We must concentrate this week on respect and behaviour, do you know what that means?”

“Sorry Mistress I’m not sure,” I said.

“I will help you, firstly curtsies, this little bobbing up and down that you do is not sufficient. I need to see far more deference than you are currently displaying. More respect. So do some curtsies now.”

I did several, clearly from the expression on Mistresses face she was not satisfied.

“The right foot always goes behind the left, directly behind it, not to the side,” she said and I could hear exasperation in her voice.

“Then bend the knees, not the back, try it again”

“And again ….. “ 

After several attempts she was more satisfied with what I was doing. 

“At the same as you step back each hand holds onto each side of your skirt, when you bend your knees and you slightly, just an inch or two raise the skirt. And at the same time you bow your head or at the very least avert your eyes to the floor. Try it again.”

After several more attempts I received her approval.

“Now that is sign of deference, you by your behaviour are showing respect, polite submission to your betters. I expect you to that every time you enter or leave my presence and also every time I give you an instruction. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said doing the best curtsy I could. She smiled. 

“Right you have lots to do this week, so I suggest you get an early night, don’t forget to remove all make up before you go to bed and I suggest you set your alarm clock earlier to give yourself more time to get your make up done in the morning.”

“I am conscious” she continued “that you have not been out of the house this week, I intend to correct that this week. I will have a think about where and when but you will be femme.” 

“Oh Mistress,” I exclaimed.

“Don’t oh Mistress me,” she said sharply “remember your training is not up for negotiation and you have already accepted that I know best.”

She continued “as I said earlier humiliation is an important aspect in developing you into the perfect maid. Over the coming days you can feel that little bubble of anxiety in not knowing what I have in store for you,” she said smiling broadly.

“Right you are dismissed” she waved her hand.

“Thanks you Mistress” as I did my final curtsy for the day and headed to my room. 

Chapter 6 Week 2. Shopping

As in the previous week, time rushed past, being so busy. 

The only significant change was doing my make up, which could not be rushed and each morning I was given a close inspection and Mistress would always find something that needed improvement. 

Often I would find myself in the house alone as Mistress had gone out, as usual not telling me where or what she was doing. On the Wednesday I had finished most of my duties and thought about having a rest on the sofa. Just then I heard the car pull into the drive so I returned to the hall, tucked the skirt of my dress into my panties, faced the wall and clasped my hands on the back of my head.

The key turned in the lock, there was a pause, then footsteps as Mistress walked past me, nothing was said.

Later that evening after I had cleared away the dishes, she praised me for standing in the corner exactly as instructed.

“It’s good to see the maid humiliate herself in that way. Speaking of which we are going out tomorrow, you and I.”

My heart jumped.

She went on to tell me that we were going shopping and that I needed to buy some things.

She could see that I was alarmed at the prospect. 

“Remember, I can make this very very embarrassing for you, so you’d better behave and do exactly what I tell you. It’s for your own good, you can’t hide away in the house all the time.”

She was right, but I was so scared.

The next morning I stood in the hallway, whilst she put on her jacket and picked up her bag.

“Let’s have a look at you.” She gave me a close inspection. I was wearing my usual uniform, black dress, make up, wig, apron and headband, I looked the part. I so wanted to ask where we were going but did not want to make her cross, that said she answered my question without my asking.

“I don’t think you’ll pass but that does not matter, I’m taking you to the retail park where I shall give you some cash and list of things I want you to purchase, quite simple really,” she said. 

“Yes Mistress, I’m just really scared.”

“Scared, scared of what exactly?”

I thought for a second.

“Scared of being laughed at, made fun of I guess.”

“Oh dear you really don’t get it do you, that will probably happen, but that’s why I am making you do it, I want to embarrass you, it’s a tool that I will use, both as a punishment and a way to reinforce your new status.”

“Mistress I do understand,” I said, “I just don’t want to go, publicly, please,” I implored. 

She came up close to my face, I could see she was unhappy. “You clearly do not understand, you have no say in this decision, let me be totally transparent, you will be punished again if you don’t behave and then you’ll be sent out on public transport wearing a very short dress and very high heels, would you like that?”

“No Mistress, no” I whimpered.

“Right then follow me.”

In the retail car park she handed me a list and £100 in cash. I quickly scanned the list. They were all very female items, apart from one! A bra, style, colour and size all specified, tights, again size, denier and colour specified. Some tampons and some sanitary pads - with details of which type and size and on the bottom of list, some condoms.

My heart sank. 

Mistress made it very clear that I must get exactly what she listed or I would be sent back to get the correct item. She said she would be having a coffee, pointing across the car park to the nearest coffee shop and I was to return to her there.

Nervously, stepping out of the car I headed for the first shop. Trying not to look at anyone, hoping they were not looking at me. 

I was terrified.

I had no choice.

My experience in all the shops was quite low key, the fear was far greater in my mind than the actual experience. A few folk cast glances my way but no one was pointing or laughing as I feared.

I entered the coffee shop and walked over to where Mistress was sitting. She was on her phone ignoring my presence. I felt lots of eyes looking at me as the coffee shop was pretty busy, I just looked at the floor, feeling my face flush. Eventually she glanced up and beckoned me to sit.

Mistress took the bags and looked through all the items. 

“This item,” she said handing me the bra “is not the right size, go back and change it. Oh and Daisy a curtsy please when you enter and leave my presence.”

Heck I thought I forgot to give one in my nervousness when I entered the coffee shop. I stood slowly and did my best curtsy, hoping to redeem myself and just ignoring the eyes upon me. 

Anxiety rose again in my stomach as returning an item always involved more dialogue with the staff.

I of course did as instructed. This involved a degree of embarrassment when the assistant asked if I wanted her to check my measurements. Whether she didn’t read me or just was being sarcastic, I’ll never know, as I hurried back to the coffee shop only to see Mistress leaving and she beckoned me to follow her to the car. This time fortunately Mistress was happy with the purchase. We headed home. 

The next few days were pretty uneventful, other than keeping busy. Before I knew it another Saturday had arrived, a review was scheduled. I was two weeks into the training plan.

As before Mistress summoned me into the dining room at 11.00 am. 

Chapter 7 Week 3. Training and Correction

She began with complimenting me about my make up and presentation, she said she could see real progress, which pleased her. 

Balancing her praise she noted a number of less than satisfactory deep cleans, where she had identified surfaces which were still dusty. Mistress would, as part of an inspection run a tissue over places she thought I had missed and invariably she did find dirt. I was told in no uncertain terms that such shoddy work would not be tolerated adding that she had thought of some appropriate punishment which involved the garden! I was left wondering what she had planned.

Mistress told me that she was spending more of my cash on some additional maid uniforms, which should arrive in the next week or two, I was intrigued. She also told me that she was seeking to buy some equipment and items to help with my training and that these should arrive next week. I was further intrigued, although it was not my place to ask what exactly she had purchased.

For the next few hours Mistress wanted me to focus on presentation, in this case deportment and respect, which she broadly described as submission. 

She passed me a heavy book and instructed me to walk up and down the room slowly, with the book balanced on my head. 

It was not easy, I dropped it several times. She sat watching my rather slow progress and every time I dropped it I would have to restart. She told me to walk as though I was on a tie rope so one foot went in front of the other, which made my body swing a bit more, which in turn made retaining the book on my head even harder. 

After half an hour she set me a target, I was to walk the length of the dining room ten times and every time I dropped the book I would have 10 minutes of corner time. I dropped the book five times. 

Mistress then said the other issue she wished to cover was respect. She stood up and walked towards me.

“When I do this what does it mean?” She clicked her fingers.

“I don’t know Mistress,” I said in all honesty. 

“It means you are to kiss my feet.”

She clicked her fingers again. I quickly got on my knees and planted kisses on the top of her feet.

“You are to keep worshiping my feet until I say stop. You must do this where ever we are, whoever we are with. It’s a very visible sign of respect that any Mistress should expect from her maid.”

“Stop,” she commanded “but stay on your knees.”

She clicked her fingers twice. I looked up at her and went to kiss her feet again.

“No silly girl that was two clicks, what does that mean?” 

“I’m sorry Mistress I don’t know.” 

She smiled. “When I click my fingers twice I expect you to kiss my backside.”

Two clicks.

I crawled around behind her and started planted kisses on her buttocks.

“That is an even more debasing act for you, cementing your lowly status. I may, I just may at some point in your training give you the honour of kissing my naked arse, you’ll have to be a very good maid to get that privilege,” she laughed.

“Now to those punishments I mentioned, follow me to the garden.” 

As we walked down the path she handed me a pair of secateurs.

“From the silver birch trees,” she pointed to the end of the garden. “Cut several thin branches about two foot in length. Can you do that simple task?” 

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, taking the secateurs and heading to the trees.

As I commenced my task, it suddenly dawned on me, what was coming next. She was going to birch me. 

Having cut several branches, I was instructed to return to the kitchen and remove the leaves. As I stood in the kitchen removing the leaves I watched Mistress collecting some greenery from the bottom of the garden and putting it in a bag. When she returned she opened up a kitchen draw and handed me some duct tape.

“Make a handle by tying the branches together at one end.”

I did as instructed.

“I’ll have it,” she beckoned with her hand and I passed her the now bound birch branches.

“Right where shall I punish you?” She pondered rhetorically. 

“In here will do, go and bring one of the dining room chairs and put it in the centre of the kitchen.”

I obeyed immediately, heart pounding at what was coming next.

The chair in position I was instructed to kneel on the seat and lean over the backrest. Mistress stood in front of me, menacingly swishing the birch rods through the air.  

“I love the fact that you have made the instrument of your discomfort,” she said continuing to to swish the rods in front of me.

“I understand that birching is very painful, so on this first occasion, I’m only going to hit you three times. You must learn Daisy that I will not accept sloppy work and this is not the first time I have had to pick you up on poor cleaning.”

With that she stepped behind me and I felt my dress and petticoat being tucked into my suspender belt, my knicker pulled down to my knees. I was exposed. There was more swishing in the air, I tensed. 

“Count,” came the sharp command, at the same time pain seared through my backside, as Mistress laid on the first stroke.

“One,” I shouted, more as a yelp. Quickly followed by “thank you Mistress.” Two and three came in quick succession.

Wow did my bottom sting with just three strokes of the birch, I shuddered at the thought of a dozen or more. 

Mistress kept me kneeling on the seat for a few minutes saying she was fascinated to see how quickly the welts appeared, noting that I would not find sitting particularly comfortable for the next few days.

“Now stand up pull your knickers up but keep your dress and petticoat held up, I’ve another surprise for you.”

I did as instructed, watching as Mistress pulled on a pair of rubber gloves and picked up the plastic bag she had bought in from the garden.

She pulled out some nettles.

“These should be a constant reminder as you stand in the corner of the need to do better.”

With that she pulled back the elastic waistband of my knickers and pushed in a bundle of nettles.

Oh the stinging was immediate, especially in such a delicate area. 

She pushed in some more, telling me to spread my legs as her gloved hand positioned leaves in my crotch. Ouch!

Turning me around more nettles we’re placed in the rear of my panties, adding to pain in my already sore bottom. With one final handful Mistress positioned leaves in the crack of my backside.

Standing back she peeled off the gloves and tossed them onto the worktop with the now empty bag.

“Put your dress straight Daisy,” she said in an irritated tone, implying it was my fault for being so unkept.

The stinging sensation grew. All I wanted to do was strip off my knickers and remove the horrible leaves. But I just stood there, transfixed in distress, sensing that any movement would aggravate the discomfort.

Stepping directly in front of me Mistress gently stroked my cheek.

“This is for your own good Daisy, I hate having to punish you, but you must learn.”

“I know Mistress, it just hurts so much, the nettles they are horrible, they really sting. Please please please remove them, I don’t know if I can stand it,” I pleaded, the pitch of my voice rising with every word.

“I’m afraid Daisy you have no choice in the matter, it’s what I deem is necessary to teach you a lesson. If you keep moaning I will stuff more nettles into your bra and tie up in the cupboard. So just grin and bear it.”

I said nothing.

“Right enough, chat, corner time next. This can be your final punishment for todays review. Let’s try and make this a bit more interesting, pop up stairs and get an old pair of my tights,” she said.

Even taking small steps caused extra stinging as I moved against the wades of nettles nestling in my knickers. I walked slowly upstairs to collect the tights. Handing them over, Mistress cut off one leg of the tights with a pair of scissors. I was the told to turn around.

“Put your hands behind your back.” She then tied my wrists together with the tights and led me into the hall. I was positioned facing a wall and felt her lift up my skirt and petticoat and tuck both into my knickers. She then went into the dining room and returned putting a 50p coin on the wall by my nose and gently pushing my head forward so my nose held the coin against the wall.

“Now I think it was 50 minutes corner time, so that is where you will stay, stock still, you move the coin drops and you’ll have to start all over again! So if you stay still corner time will pass and you can then remove the nettles.”

I heard her take some photos on her phone. 

“I’ve set my timer, so I’ll be back in 50 minutes and trust the coin is still in place. Good luck,” she chuckled and left me. 

This was going to be tough, especially so as if I did drop it there’s no way I could put it back, with my hands tied.

Chapter 8 Week 3. A Picture

The following week was full of household chores. A number of packages and parcels arrived for Mistress which I put in her bedroom. 

As the previous week she would be out most days and again I had no idea where she was going.

Many of my muscles ached after Saturdays corner time. I dropped the coin twice and good to her word Mistress re started the clock. I learnt that holding a stress position is really difficult, more so when I could not move an inch. The whole of my crotch and backside was covered in a painful rash, which Mistress tended to by giving me some ointment to use, it helped. Although she noted that causing discomfort in sitting position was a good thing for a maid, as she should busy all day on her feet. 

On a couple of occasions she had clicked her fingers whilst I was in the room and I dropped to my knees and kissed her feet. She gave me praise both times and I could feel an increasing need to please her, I wanted her approval, her appreciation as every day of my training passed. The more this desire increased the more obedient I became. I was becoming meek and increasingly compliant. This direction of travel was further cemented on Wednesday evening before dinner when I heard the bell.

Attending the lounge where I curtsied on entry, I waited, hands clasped in front of my apron, feet together and eyes lowered. Mistress would rarely respond to me straight away. Eventually she looked up from her phone. 

“Couple of things, at this coming review I’m finally going to give you a name, I hope you’ll like it, but as  you now appreciate, if you don’t like it, well tough! Also I have something new for you to wear. So two things for you to look forward to on Saturday.”

“Thank you Mistress,” I said doing another curtsy and feeling pleased that Mistress was taking an interest in me.

“The other matter,” she went on “we can sort now. Have you any books or magazines in your bedroom?”

“Yes Mistress a few.”

“Right go to your room now, remove all of them, I don’t mind where you put them but I do not want to see any books, magazines or any other reading material in your room and when you’ve done that come back here.”

I curtsied again and went upstairs to do as instructed.

Returning Mistress handed me a picture of her in elegant frame, that I recognised from a few years back, very glamorous, taken at an event we both attended. The photo was solely of her, in a long black off the shoulder evening dress, looking directly at the camera with her enigmatic smile. 

“I want you to put this by your vanity table in your room and each evening, before you go to bed you must kneel on the floor in front of the picture and express your adoration for me, for let’s say at least 15 minutes.” She smiled. 

“As your Mistress I don’t just expect you to serve me, I expect you to worship me, express your reverence, your deference to me. This is part of changing the mindset, no longer the husband, the equal but someone whose objective in life, your words I recall, whose aim is to make my life more enjoyable.” 

“Yes Mistress,” I responded. Feeling yet again blind sided by how far she was taking this.

“I could, as your Mistress trust you to carry out this instruction every night, but that would be shirking my responsibility to monitor your behaviour, validate it and oversee what I tell you to do. So I have installed a small monitoring camera in your bedroom, so when you are sent to bed I can check on my phone that you are doing what I tell you.”

“Do you understand maid?”

“Yes Mistress, I will do exactly as you instruct.”

There was a pause whilst she stood in front of me. 

“You really are quite the pathetic little maid,” she said with a stern look across her face.

I lowered my head not knowing what to say.

Next much to my surprise she pulled up her dress to her waist holding it there and with her free hand clicked her fingers twice.

I was on my knees very quickly and crawled around behind her, looking up at her bottom encased in black satin knickers. I started to plant kisses on her arse.

Chapter 8 week 4.  A Name and Chastity

Saturdays review marked the half way point in my training programme which my wife, now my Mistress had established. This of course followed my fateful decision to serve her friends in my maids uniform, a point which through the preceding four weeks she regularly reminded me.

As usual I entered the dining room at 11.00 am and curtsied. I didn’t have long to wait before Mistress addressed me.

“We have a few things to cover today, so let’s get started. Strip off all your cloths.”

I was not expecting that.

“Everything Mistress,” I asked. 

“What part of strip all your cloths do you not understand or are you being intentionally thick!”

“Sorry Mistress,” I said and quickly untied my apron.

With everything laid neatly on a nearby chair I stood naked in front of her.

“Here,” she said handing me a measuring tape, “let’s see if you’ve lost any thing off your middle.”

I gave her the measurement and she checked it off against the figure taken at the start of my training. I saw her frowning as she noted no change.

“You’ll have to improve on this, so black coffee in the morning, water through the day and your evening meal must be half portions of what you serve me, understand.”

“Yes Mistress.”

She went onto emphasis that I must lose weight to improve my figure as she was keen for me to wear tighter corsets.

“I’ve decided what name I’m going to finally give you,” she announced with a degree of triumph, “it’s …..” she paused. 

“Daisy. It’s such a girly name, you will be known as Daisy maid henceforth,” she said with a slight smirking smile. 

“And to celebrate here’s a little gift.”

She handed me a small box, inside was a silver necklace with the word “Daisy.”

I thanked her. She indicated that I put it on. She told me I was to wear it permanently, along with my maid bracelet so I would always be reminded as to who and what I was. 

I was grateful, it was an acknowledgment, the sort of approval I now craved from the one person who was my wife but even more so now my Mistress, the centre of my world.

She then indicated that I open the second, slightly larger box which sat on the table in front of her.

I instantly recognised the contents, a chastity device.

“Take it out, have a good look at it, as you and it are going to become close friends,” she let a small chuckle.

It was hard pink plastic. A ring to go around the testicles, in turn attached to a sheath in which the penis would sit, all locked together with a small padlock.

“Let me ask you an honest question and I expect an honest answer, how many wanks have you had since your maid training started?”

I hesitated, “three Mistress” and hung my head, feeling the shame wash over me. 

“And what do you think about when you wank, what’s the fantasy that makes you come Daisy?” 

The first time she had used my new name, it rang out loudly. 

“Humph” I hesitated.

“Come on,” she said “I think I know anyway but I want to hear it from your lips.”

“That I am in a helpless situation, dressed as a maid, serving you Mistress.”

“Helpless, as in bondage?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

“You are such a little submissive aren’t you. Well we will have to see what transpires over the coming month of your training. But in the meantime you are no longer to have any wanks, for I want all that sexual tension devoted to serving me,” she said. 

“Now put the device on, lock it and give me the key.”

I did as instructed. I had tried one on before, they were effective, although this was the first time where the key holder was my Mistress.

I struggled to get it in place but eventually clipped the cage and ring together and pressed the small padlock, click.

“Good” she said as I gave her the key.

“That will stay on until …. Until I decide you can have some relief, who knows when that will be!” She smiled broadly.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you Mistress for putting me in chastity and taking control of me, I do appreciate it.”

“So you should Daisy I have spent a lot of time over these few weeks planning and purchasing things for you, making sure your training is going in the right direction and I am pleased to hear what excites you is what you are actually doing, no more fantasy, just reality.”

“Yes Mistress.”

She then told me to get dressed, which I did, making sure everything was as it should be, seams straight, apron smoothed down. She watched me carefully.

“Now before you return to your duties I just want to ask how have you found the last four weeks, speak openly I am listening. It’s important for both of us, that we learn from this past month so any adjustments can be made if needed over the next four weeks.”

I paused for a second.

“It’s been amazing Mistress, so exciting and so liberating, in that I get on with the chores you set me, dressed and acting as a maid. I like doing things around the house and especially doing things that please you.” 

I went on.

“I do miss being physically close to you, as acting as the maid all the time is challenging, I get tired some days. But yes,” quickly wanting to sound more positive, “I love serving you, feeling submissive and making you happy.” 

She pondered for a moment. 

“It’s good to hear that serving is important to you, as it’s core to a maids role. I must though pull you up on one thing, you are not “acting” as a maid, you are a maid, 24/7. Clearly that point is not yet ingrained in your thinking or mindset.”

“I’m sorry Mistress I meant … ”

She put her hand up to stop me speaking.

“I don’t want to hear any pathetic excuses, you said what you said and that can not be unsaid Daisy.”

“You are obedient and compliant, you certainly work hard and present yourself so much better than four weeks ago. I do feel, however, that you need to be more demure, more modest, particularly in your thinking. To a point a maid does not have her own dignity or respect, her total focus must be to serve her Mistress and to lose any thought of her own well being. I think you can anticipate some challenging weeks ahead Daisy, I’m going to push you more, as I want to be so proud of you at the next book club meeting and show my friends how much you have developed as the real maid you were always meant to be.”

“Thank you Mistress, I will do all I can to please you.”

She continued “I noted what you said about being tired, so from now on you can have an hour and half lunch break, but corner time as soon as all the chores are complete, you need time to reflect on who you now are.”

“Thank you Mistress,” I repeated.

I watched as she rose from the table. Moving in front of me she picked up the ruler.

“Hands out, palms up,” she commanded.

I did as instructed.

Chapter 9 Week Five. Caught and Punished.

The week started well, but did not end well.

The Chasity device certainly restricted any arousal but was not hugely uncomfortable and allowed me to go about my duties.

Mistress told me in the week that the new uniforms she had ordered had now arrived and she would be getting me to try them on over the coming days. 

I was slightly anxious to hear that she had invited Jane around on Saturday for an evening meal. Jane is one of the founding members of the book club, very forthright and opinionated, I always thought that she disliked men. She had already seen me as a maid at that fateful evening a few weeks back. Apparently she is keen to see how my training had progressed and so Mistress had invited her over on the weekend. I certainly felt apprehensive about her visit.

Midway through the week, things turned rather bad, well very bad.

“What the fuck are you doing ….. “

The words vaguely penetrating my subconscious.

Second time around and definitely louder.

“What the fuck are you doing.”

Now I was awake, fully awake, although flustered, a bit disheveled and frightened at the tone of voice Mistress was using. I quickly got to my feet, did a quick curtsy, apologised profusely and waited for the anger to subside.

It didn’t.

She stood right in front of my face having just returned from an afternoon out. 

“Sleeping, whilst you should be working is a disgrace, what is it?” She shouted.

“A disgrace,” I mumbled.

I was having a nap after my lunch but clearly feel into a deep sleep on the sofa. 

“I’ve a good mind to restart your training programme all over again, you clearly can’t be trusted, you fail to follow even simple instructions and you embarrass me, just think if I’d returned with friends and we had found you asleep on the sofa. It really will not do Daisy.” 

I started to mutter my apologies again, she cut me short.

“I gave you some slack and allowed you to take longer lunch breaks and this is how you repay me. Go to your corner and wait there until I have decided what to do with you.” 

I quickly curtsied and left the room, happy to get out of the line of fire, as I could see she was angry and I felt anxiety welling up in my stomach. 

I stood facing the corner, dress and petticoat tucked into my knickers, hands locked behind my head. I waited and waited.

I heard Mistress chatting on the phone and laughing, but could not make out what she was saying. After what seemed an age she came and stood behind me.

“I have decided what I’m going to do with you, following your disgraceful behaviour,” she whispered in my ear. 

She told me that I would confined for the night, I was not sure what that meant, maybe locked in cupboard under the stairs again. I was to be punished, again she did not specify, she paused for affect and then told me I was to be shamed, as her friend Jane, was coming over this evening and would witness my humiliation. She laughed.

The nerves jangled through my body, as this had never happened before and I could feel distress washing over me at the thought of another person observing my shame and knowing Jane, she would enjoy every part of it.

I whimpered.

“You may well moan,” she said “but you have bought this on yourself, by your own foolish behaviour, you know I will not tolerate sloppiness, your role is to serve me, not to make me angry. So you’ll just wait there until Jane arrives and then I will deal with you.” 

Oh God I thought what had I done. This was not going to be pleasant, I knew that whatever was about to happen I was going to suffer.

It must have been another hour that I stood there, facing the wall. I kept moving my hands a bit just to keep the circulation going. My heart jumped and anxiety rose when I heard a car pull up in the drive. 

Mistress opened the front door and straight away I heard loud laughter.

“Oh brilliant” said Jane, “whose been a naughty maid then” she stepped forward and stood just behind me, laughing.

“Do you mind my dear” Jane said to my Mistress. Jane called everyone “my dear.” 

“No please go ahead.”

The next thing I felt was a very hard slap across my exposed back side. 

“Oh that’s good fun,” said Jane. “I’m sure there will be more of that before the evenings out” she laughed again.

Mistress said “she is very compliant, most of the time, good progress was being made in her training, but this afternoon Daisy was found fast asleep. I was so disappointed. Still this evening she will make amends. Would you like some wine Jane?”

“Yes please my dear.” 

“Then let’s go and get a drink, retire to the lounge and discuss what we should do with this naughty maid.” They both laughed. 

“Stay where you are Daisy.” She added.

I again stood still, awaiting my fate. With just Mistress overseeing my training there was discretion, my secret was my secret and whilst I feared the next book club meeting it was still weeks away. Jane's presence altered the stakes, raised the stakes, as I was exposed, humiliated in front another person, it made my predicament far more real, far more demeaning, any dignity I had as a man, as a husband was rapidly disappearing.

I heard the bell.

Quickly adjusting my dress I hurried to the lounge, knocked the door, entered and curtsied.

They were both sitting on the sofa, each with a glass of wine in hand, smiling and enjoying my obvious discomfort.

I was told that they had already ordered a take away meal for the evening, so I would not have to cook. 

Mistress told me to remove my apron, dress and petticoat. Standing in front of them both was hugely embarrassing. It was clear that their objective was to maximise my shame.

“Jane wants to see your chastity cage,” said Mistress, “so take down your panties.”

Jane clearly thought it was fascinating as she stared intently as my groin. 

She said, “so no more erections for you. God you are quite pathetic, still I think this is your destiny Daisy, you make a good little maid for your Mistress.”

“Yes but only if she does not fall asleep on the job,” Mistress said with a large amount of sarcasm in her voice.

“Yes quite,” said Jane, “so what punishment is she to receive?”

“I’ve already told her she is to be restrained and confined.”

“Sounds interesting,” said Jane. She continued. “So what do you think that actually means Daisy?” She asked. 

“I don’t know really.” I said in soft tone.

Mistress snapped. “Oh yes you do Daisy, tell Jane what you think I’m going to do to you.”

My head dropped. “I think Mistress is going to put me in bondage and lock me away.” 

They both laughed.

Just then the front door bell rang.

“That will be the take away delivery, go and answer it Daisy,” said Mistress.

I looked at my dress on the armchair, with eyes which implored.

“No, go as you are, be embarrassed, go on,” Mistress barked.

I curtsied, without a dress on and rushed into the hall. What would the delivery person on the other side of the door think!

He didn’t bat an eyelid - I took the food and the door was shut in a few seconds, although I’m sure they would have a tale to tell his colleagues of a tall cross dresser in corset, stockings and heels with a pink plastic thing covering her genitals. Oh well, I thought I’ve made my bed I now have to lie on it.

I served the food to Mistress and Jane and was made to go to my corner whilst they ate. 

I was hungry, the smell of the take away was wetting my appetite, at least I could grab whatever was left when I cleared the plates away. Sadly that was not to be. 

Upon hearing the dreaded bell I re entered the lounge. I was told how good the take away was, but that as part of punishment I was to forgo an evening meal. Mistress emphasising that I needed to lose more weight. 

Mistress then fetched what looked like a new corset from a nearby table.

“This dear Daisy is to be your new best friend.” As she held up what clearly was a corset but with extra straps and buckles.

“I’ll describe this,” addressing Jane, “as a bondage corset, once in place the extra panel over the laces at the rear, the lockable zip over the hooks at the front and the lockable belt ensure that the wearer can’t remove it. It stays in place.” She said looking directly at me.

“Also it has extra stays, so it’s quite restrictive, especially when pulled tight. I was going to leave making Daisy wear this until her last week of training but after today’s disgraceful behaviour she’s going to have to suffer it for the next three weeks.”

With that I was told to remove the rest of my underwear. She then placed the corset around my middle and did up the hooks. Mistress invited Jane to pull on the laces, commanding me to breath out and Jane would pull again and again.

Once she was satisfied that it was tight she tied off the laces and zipped up the front panel covering the hooks. The belt closed off the laces at the rear and it was buckled in place, she secured it with a small padlock. I was now wedded to my new “best friend.” 

To my alarm Mistress made it clear that it would stay on 24/7, I would even have to sleep in it. She would supervise it’s removal for showering but that was the only occasion it was to be removed.

Addressing Jane again she said, “it’s important that a maid wears restrictive under garments to both constantly remind her that she is in servitude and make her work more arduous.” 

“Oh absolutely, I love it,” said Jane clapping her hands.

I on the other hand didn’t love it, but said nothing, as I knew it would make no difference. 

“And,” said Mistress “I have not finished yet.” 

As she took a box from the table and passed it to me. Inside was a gorgeous pair of patent black stilettos with about a three inch heel I would guess. There was an ankle strap which like the corset had a buckle with small padlock. So like the corset once the straps were buckled and locked I would not be able to remove them. 

“Thank you Mistress, they are lovely,” I said. They genuinely were a fabulous pair of shoes, although I knew that after a few hours wear my feet would ache.

“Your welcome,” she said smiling “and you’ve guessed already, once buckled they are to be locked in place and I will have the key.” 

“Delightful,” added Jane. 

I was told to put back on my suspender belt and stockings, which I did, as they both watched me from the comfort of the sofa. Next Mistress indicated that I was to put on the new shoes. It was a struggle to do the buckles up with the new corset restricting movement. I placed the small padlocks in position and locked them. Mistress held out her hand for the key.

She then had me walk up and down the room, emphasising the need to put one foot in front of the other, “like walking on a tie rope.” 

Jane was clearly enjoying the show. After a few minutes I was told to stop and Jane asked. “So is the maid to be punished for her previous poor performance?”

“Of course,” said Mistress. “I punish her even if she’s good, as it’s only right that a maid is regularly punished but more severely when she has done wrong, would you like to punish her?” Mistress asked Jane. 

My heart skipped a beat.

Jane did not hesitate and replied enthusiastically, “Oh yes please, my dear, I would enjoy that!”

My predicament was worsening. I looked imploringly at my Mistress but she was ignoring me. 

“Daisy go and get the cane from my study,” she commanded. 

I did a quick curtsy, which seemed a bit strange as I was nearly naked and had no dress to hold, I hurried off across the hall, feeling my feet arching in the new heels and my body held tight in the unforgiving corset.

The cane was by far the most painful implement that Mistress had used on me, the question that was running around in my head is how many strokes would I get. 

Returning to the lounge, both woman were now standing. Mistress pointed that I should give the cane to Jane. As I did I noticed Mistress was holding some black leather straps, certainly something I had never seen before. 

She walked up behind me and put a collar around my neck, buckling it at the rear. A strap was dangling down my back. I knew what was coming next.

“Wrists,” she commanded as my wrists were cuffed behind my back and connected to the collar.

“There you are Daisy maid you have your bondage,” she said taking a few steps to stand in front of me, next to Jane.

“All that’s left now is your confinement, which is coming soon, but first Jane is going to cane your backside, as she knows how much you upset me this afternoon and is keen to see that you are probably punished.” 

Mistress then turned to Jane. “I think ten strokes should redden her backside. Let’s do this in the hall, you’ll see why in a moment.”

I was led back into the hall with Jane following and I could hear her swishing the cane through the air.

Mistress had me stand in front of the full length hall mirror. 

“Do you remember Daisy,” she said, “that I told you last week you need to change your way of thinking, as you are no longer just acting as my maid, you are my maid.” She stressed these last four words.

“Yes Mistress,” I responded.

“And that you must be humble at all times and solely focus on serving me.”

“Yes Mistress,” I repeated. 

“When you look in the mirror as Jane punishes you and see yourself, reflect on what you are, I want you to internalise that mindset. As a maid you are not my equal, you are my servant and your life is dedicated to making me happy, your wants and needs are no longer relevant. Remember that Daisy when you feel the sharp sting of the cane, as if you disappoint me or upset me again, things will get a lot worse,” she warned. 

“Right let’s begin, Jane if you would like to do the honours and please feel free to hit her arse with force. If you are really feeling cruel aim for the same spot.” She laughed.

“Oh I’m going to enjoy this, my dear,” said Jane, as I heard the swish of the cane through the air.

Mistress had already told me to stand still while I took the caning and if I was to move or cry out more strokes would be added. As each stroke fell I had to thank Jane and without any forethought I called her “Mistress Jane.” 

“Quite right,” said Jane as she aimed another blow.

Each stroke was preceded by a few taps of the cane on my bottom, a pause, then the swish of the cane through the air. Crack. A few times Mistress Jane teased me by pretending to strike a blow but the cane would just complete its journey in the air.

The pain was intense, I knew it would be. I locked my jaw and sucked air and nearly lost count but managed to mutter thank you at each blow. I wanted to scream, to plead for  mercy. Thankfully it did not take long. I could feel the tears welling up as Mistress Jane ceased. 

“Phew that was fun but hard work,”  exclaimed Jane.

“Thank you Mistress Jane,” said my wife “for caning my wayward maid.” 

“Your very welcome, my dear, anything to help Daisy become the efficient and willing maid I think we all know she was meant to be.”

“Exactly,” said Mistress. “Now Daisy you are to stay in position, and we will be back in a while to sort out your confinement.”

I listened as they returned to the living room, chatting and laughing.

My backside was on fire, I so wanted to rub it, but my secured hands prevented any relief.

As I stood looking in the mirror I felt exhausted, fearful of where our relationship was going. I tried to console myself that my current predicament would only last another three weeks, as Mistress had always stated her aim of showing me off, as a fully trained maid at the next book club meeting. I did, however, love dressing as a maid and more so serving as one. As each week passed I needed, even craved for any acknowledgement or thanks from Mistress, cursing the fact that I had disappointed her today and internalising that the current pain and discomfort were of my own making. Vowing that in the following weeks I would be extra vigilant and diligent in carrying out instructions and making sure I pleased her.

I guessed when the term confinement was used I would be locked in the cupboard under the stairs, hopefully not all night as on the first day of training.

The lounge door opened. Footsteps behind me.

“Right follow me,” said Mistress leading the way to the kitchen, Jane following behind me.

Turning she faced me as we stood by the back door. “I’m locking you in the garden shed for the night, as the last part of your punishment, should give you plenty of time to think about your behaviour and how you need to improve and avoid harsher penalties in the future.” 

“Oh Mistress,” I blurted out, but she was already out the back door and Jane was prodding me to follow.

As we walked down the garden path, I was at least thankful that our garden was quite secluded, but it suddenly dawned on me that if I was locked away all night I would have no chance of going to the toilet.

“Mistress I need the loo,” I blurted out.

She turned, “stupid girl, why didn’t you say so earlier.” She looked at Jane and they both rolled their eyes. 

“I’m not taking you back in the house, you’ll have to have a pee here, go on squat on the grass.”

I looked at her, making a desperate appeal, knowing how embarrassing this would be. She ignored me.

“Go on,” she barked. 

I stepped off the path onto the grass and crouched down. My nervousness caused a hesitation in my release, the two ladies looking down at me with derision and contempt. I eventually pissed as I squatted, the Chasity device meant I had to now sit on the loo to pee and with my hands secured behind my back I was completely helpless.

As I stood Mistress walked over to the shed, which was sited at the bottom of the garden and opened the door. I stepped inside.

“It’s not going to be cold tonight, I’m sure you will be fine,” she said giving me some encouraging words. “I shall come and release you before breakfast and after today I’m sure you will have learnt some lessons and your service tomorrow will be of the highest standard.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said looking down at the shed floor.

“Good night Daisy,” both woman said in unison, with Jane adding “and sleep tight.” They both laughed as the shed door was shut and key turned in the lock. 

Chapter 10 week 5. Reflections and Where Next

I was released from the shed early the next morning. It was one of the worst nights I had ever had. No where was comfy in the shed. I struggled to pull together some old seat cushions to make something to lie on. My hands fastened behind my back made it virtually impossible to find a comfortable position. Together with the secured high heels and the unforgiving corset it was a miserable night.

Mistress said very little to me in the morning. Once she released my hands, I was to shower, get dressed and make her breakfast.

When she finished breakfast, she grabbed her jacket and bag and before I knew it the front door slammed shut and I could hear the car pulling out the drive. No other word was said.

I had my normal daily chores to be getting on with, I was very tired after yesterday and last night, but what worried me more was whether she was still cross with me, I so hoped not.

The weekend was coming up in a few days and I knew Jane, Mistress Jane would be coming over on Saturday night, so I must be on my very best of behaviour, especially as only two weeks to go before my training was complete and some sense of normality could resume.

As I busily cleared up the breakfast things and gathered together some cleaning materials to start on the toilets and bathroom, I struggled to be as quick as before, the corset was unrelenting and a few hours in my new heels already had my feet aching. 

The day passed quickly. At each weekly review I was given a list of anything extra to my normal daily and weekly tasks, this often involved one off chores usually cleaning, this weeks was all the light shades. Not just a quick dust, Mistress required that I remove them all and wipe down with a cloth and soapy water and wipe all the light bulbs. It was lengthy task.

Just as I had finished putting back the hall light shade, I heard the car pull up into the drive. 

I thought it best that I stood, suitably demure, head bowed and ready to curtsy as soon as she entered.

She looked pleased to see me, which pleased me and she commented that it was good to see I was doing my chores and not asleep on the sofa!

I took her jacket and hung it up and went to the kitchen to make her a cup of tea.

Returning to the lounge, tray in hand I placed the cup on the side table as she continued to look on her phone.

“Thank you Daisy,” she said looking up. “Just wait a minute,” as she returned to her phone.

After a while she put the phone down and sipping her tea looked up at me and smiled.

“It will be a good time to have a chat,” she announced.

“I’m sure yesterday was a salient lesson for you, well for both of us really. I’m sorry,” she said “if I was hard on you, but you did need to be punished for the transgression in behaviour. I really want you to have a realistic opportunity to be the maid that I think you need to be and want to be. I hope you understand that?” 

“Oh yes Mistress, I did wrong, I am so sorry. I deserved to be punished and I’m sure it will help me become a better maid. I hope you feel I am improving, as I so, so very much want to please you.” I said this in a very simpering coy tone, I was keen to ingratiate myself after yesterday.

“It will not happen again,” I added.

“I am glad to hear it,” she said.

“I’m sure from yesterday’s experience you now fully understand how seriously I am taking your training. We have spent many years fantasising over you acting as my maid, but never actually really put it into practice. I don’t want it just to be play acting, this has to be as real as it can be and we are getting there, don’t you agree?”

“Yes Mistress, it’s not easy but we are at a place now that I used to dream about, fantasise about. You always said that being a maid is not just titillation and fun, but hard work, chores and serving. I now over these last few weeks fully appreciate that.”

I felt that now was a good time to ask what next? I was hoping that at the end of the eight weeks, the training programme as Mistress had called it, that some normality would return to our household, although I was not sure what that would mean and for that fact I was not sure what I wanted. So much had changed in the last five weeks, I needed to know would she still let me dress and serve her, would we just go back to dreaming and talking about a maid / mistress role.

“Can I ask Mistress, what happens at the end of eight weeks, I know I am to be presented as your fully trained maid at the next book club meeting, but I was just wondering what thoughts you had beyond that date. I hope you don’t mind me asking.” I quickly added, not wanting to sound that I was speaking out of turn. 

“That is a good question Daisy and deserves a response,” she said with a small smile. 

I curtsied.

She smiled more broadly.

“I don’t think I can say yet where this will go next, it’s already been quite a journey for us both, realising that we can turn fantasy into reality. So far, and this was a conscious decision on my behalf I have kept sex out of the training programme. Establishing a mistress maid relationship is not something which relies on a sexual foundation, in fact the very reverse in that you are now denied sex and I am free to do whatever ever I want. The key for me Daisy is that your sole role is to please me, it’s as simple and basic as that and that is what you have to learn.” 

“You please me by doing all the domestic chores, that has been hugely beneficial to me over the last few weeks. I enjoy having you at my beck and call, you obeying orders and just getting on and doing whatever I ask. It is also good fun punishing you, not always because I have to but just because I can. The fact that you dress as a maid, is inconsequential to me, it’s your thrill but it does constantly and visually state our new relationship and that important.” 

She went on.

“Let us see how things go over the next few weeks, your performance at the next book club meeting will be crucial as to where next and we will discuss that, although and I must emphasise this now, we have shifted to a real life female led relationship, not just one we used to talk about in bed. The implications of that are that I lead and I ultimately will decide where next. This can’t be some sort of negotiation, I hope you understand that Daisy?”

“Yes, yes Mistress I do. I know that you will decide what is best for both of us. So often I am not sure what I want, so it’s better if you lead. I feel far freer in many ways not having to decide what to do and you deciding for us both.” 

“That’s good to hear,” she said smiling. “We can take this to many different levels and clearly we have taken some significant steps forward with your training to be a proper maid 24/7. We could of course at one end go back to just being husband and wife having the odd fantasy sex chat in the bedroom. At the other extreme I could say take complete control over all aspects of your life, including for example all financial matters, decide what we do together socially, with you signing a contract where you give up all your rights. Which end of that spectrum would you wish for Daisy?” She asked.

Oh that was a big big question. She knew it and I knew it. I paused and looked down at my feet, which were locked into my new high black court shoes, I took a deep breath and could feel the tight constraint of the lockable corset. I fidgeted a little and smoothed down my apron. My present dress, my present demeanour said it all really.

Slowly I said “I don’t want to go back to where we were Mistress, it has been a big step forward. There are many aspects that I truly love and some parts that I struggle with.” I was being honest. “But the last few weeks have allowed my true submissive side to flourish, I am sometimes scared as to how obedient and passive I can feel and where this might lead, that though is exciting. It’s accepting that I don’t know where this will end. That said I feel in my heart that you will make the best decision for both of us and if I like it or not I guess that does not matter, as making you happy is all I want.” 

I looked down at my feet.

“That’s lovely,” she said. “As Jane noted yesterday you are so naturally submissive.” She chuckled. “It is good to hear you feel that way, I think we have both always known what lay beneath the surface and it just took that step, which you took, to serve our friends as a maid to get things started. Where it will end, well who knows, but I’m happy with that too, albeit in my case, I will have the final word!” 

She smiled looking at me from the comfort of her chair, as I stood in front of her.

“I will though push you further over the next few weeks, I don’t plan to make this journey easy for you, I like to see you suffer sometimes, to struggle emotionally, I think you have yet to learn that it is an important part of our new relationship. If your suffering brings a smile to my face, then you must to suffer, welcome it, as part of the regular interaction between a maid and her Mistress.” 

“Yes Mistress, I will do my best.” 

“Talking of pain, go and get the ruler from the study.”

Returning I handed her the ruler as she stood and told me to hold out my hands palms up.

Looking directly at me she said, “you have had your punishment for yesterdays transgression, this is just to give you a little reminder that I can and will do, whatever I like.” 

With that three sharp slaps followed.

She then told me to remove my apron, dress and petticoat.

“I’m going to release you from the corset tonight, I’m sure you are tired after last night and could do with a good nights sleep.”

“Oh thank you Mistress, that is kind and much appreciated.”

She unlocked the belt fastening the corset and released the laces. I breathed a sigh of relief. She also gave me the key to the court shoes.

“Go and have a shower and rest, you are dismissed for the night. Come and see me first thing before you dress, so I can lock you back into the corset and make the most of tonight Daisy as through the rest of your training you will be sleeping in it.” 

“You may go,” as she waved her hand, but just as I was about to leave she gave me a small bottle of nail varnish.

“Put this on first thing, fingers and toes, as I want you to try on one of your new uniforms tomorrow, I’m sure you’ll like it.” 

With that and another wave of her hand, I headed upstairs.

I was very tired from my night in the shed, but happy that we had moved on and she clearly had lots planned over the next few weeks. The relief of getting out of the corset was huge. After I showered I decided to put on the nail varnish before I went to bed. Slipping on my nightie I picked up the bottle. It was powder pink in colour, very pink. I wondered what the new uniform would be like. Tomorrow would soon come and before my nails were fully dry I was fast asleep.

Chapter 11 week 5. A Real Sissy Dress

I slept well, free to move around in the bed, my chastity device my only constraint. 

I heard Mistress was up, so quickly showered and headed downstairs, bringing the corset with me. 

As promised she had me in the corset very quickly, laces pulled tight, panel pulled across, belt buckled and locked in place.

“Now get dressed and clear up the kitchen, I’m out for most of the day, so you have your chores to be getting on with and I’ll see you later on.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said and with a quick curtsy I headed back to my room. 

Since my training programme had began I was required to sleep in the back bedroom, as Mistress felt it was not right for a maid and Mistress to share the same bed. I kept all my maids cloths in the room plus my make up, so set about making myself look presentable and dressed. 

Over the preceding weeks, my uniform had not changed, black dress, white underwear, black stockings. I did have two sets and was required to wash and iron one set every few days, together of course with all of Mistresses laundry. 

What was new was the very tight corset, which was securely locked around my middle and the court shoes which I was required to lock with the ankle strap and Mistress had the key. Stockings were of course a must and Mistress had allowed me to use some breast forms, which I liked the feel of.

I had definitely lost some weight, although I anticipated that the corset would just be pulled tighter the more weight I lost.

I set about my daily tasks, cleaning the bathroom and toilets, then cleaning and polishing the hall floor, which I had been specifically instructed to do this week. Mistress said she liked to see me on my hands and knees, as it was a fitting place for a maid. 

She returned late afternoon, by which time I was well on with preparing dinner. Another change which she introduced was that we no longer ate together. I would serve her food in the dining room or lounge, only when she had finished would I be allowed to eat and that was small portions only, since she had me on a strict diet. Recently she required that I wait in the same room as she is eating, so I’m readily available if she wants another drink etc. Although I am required to face the wall whilst waiting. 

Tonight was no exception. 

“Come stand by me,” she said having finished her dinner. 

As I stood there her hand stroked the front of my apron. This was exciting, the first sensual contact we had had since my training commenced. 

She teased me some more.

“Hands behind your back,” she commanded. I obeyed as her hand drifted up the skirt of my dress with the fingers drifting around my caged penis. 

“Oh, oh,” I softly whimpered.

“Is that nice Daisy?” She asked.

“Oh yes Mistress, very nice.” 

“Are you excited,” she asked.

“Very, very much Mistress.”

“How long since you came Daisy?” She asked.

“Over a week ago Mistress,” I murmured. She already knew the answer as I was placed in my cage a week ago.

“Would you like to come now Daisy,” she asked in a soft sexy tone.

“Oh please Mistress, yes please ….”

She looked up at me, laughed and quickly withdrew her hand from under my skirt.

“Well that dearest Daisy is not going to happen, not tonight and certainly not until your maid training programme is finished. I want you to be passionately denied what you want, it amuses me, therefore you must suffer and I’m guessing it makes you even more servile, not being able to release that sexual tension, am I right Daisy?”

“Yes totally Mistress, my every thought is increasingly focused on how I can please you, the desire is incredibly strong. I just want to serve you. Totally.”

She laughed.

“We will see what can be arranged this coming week, for my pleasure of course, not yours,” she said. 

“Okay Daisy,” she said sitting back in the dining table chair, you may clear up now, go and eat and wait in the kitchen until I call you. I’m just going to get your new uniform from upstairs.”

It was not long until I heard the bell and returned to the dining room. 

The dress I saw draped over the table was not what I was expecting, but wow was it sissy. Wearing it would completely emasculate me, feminise me, beyond any doubt. 

Mistress watched as I took in what was in front of me. 

“I’ve spent a lot of your money on some new uniforms and this is the first one I want you to try, strip off then,” she commanded. 

Once I had removed my dress and underwear, Mistress removed my locked corset and heels, so apart from my Chasity device I was naked.

I now realised the significance of the nail polish as it matched the powder pink colour of the dress, in fact all I could see on the table was pink satin or white lace, I noticed a pack of white stockings and pink Mary Jane shoes. It all looked so over the top, that said I was keen to try it all on.

Mistress sat and watched as I dressed, she occasionally would take a few pictures with her phone as I selected different items and put them on.

The foundation garment was a white corselet with six suspenders, it had an open bottom and was more giving than the lockable corset I had just taken off.

With breast forms in place I opened the pack of white stockings and rolled them up my smooth legs, they where finished in lace at the top and I attached them to the suspenders.

Next came a pair of what I could only be described as pink satin pantaloons, finished in lace, quite long with the legs just above the knees.

The petticoat had several layers of white organza, I tied it off at the waist. The stiffness of the material made the hem project out, it would certainly exaggerate skirt of the dress. But of course the whole outfit was a complete exaggeration.

Stepping into the dress my heart pounding, I looked across at Mistress, who was smiling as she watched, she knew I was excited. The dress had puffed sleeves with a scooped neckline, both it and the hem of the flared skirt trimmed with white lace. A long zip at rear had a couple of rings at the top together with a small unlocked padlock. 

I looked across at Mistress, she nodded and I clicked the padlock closed making it impossible without the key to remove the dress. 

I picked up the patent pair of pink shoes, they just shouted girly, the heels were not high with the shoes secured with a single ankle strap. As I was about to put them on, Mistress coughed pointing to the table. In my excitement I’d failed to notice a pair of white lace frilled ankle socks. 

I curtsied to Mistress and picked up the socks. A few minutes later I looked down at my feet, calfs covered in white silk stocking, white laced ankle socks and pink Mary Jane shoes. I sighed in submission.

On the table there was just a couple of items left. A frilled white satin apron was quickly tied around my waist and set off well against the pink of the dress. 

I picked up the last thing on the table. I guessed as soon as I saw it that it was something I had never worn before. 

I looked across as Mistress, she gave an impeccable nod.

The bonnet, had long pink ribbons, it was fully lined so soft to the touch, white satin ruffled laced around the edges. 

Putting it on was humbling, as I knew it would finish off what was a very embarrassing outfit. Equally the uniform felt good, for there was no hiding behind a more bland maids dress, this was full on sissy, “look at me.”

“Let’s have a good look at you then, do a slow twirl,” she said. 

“Now do it again, but this time lift the skirt a little, I want to see the pantaloons.”

I did as instructed, all the while Mistress was taking photos on her phone.

“Good,” she said. 

“Now that is a very sissy outfit Daisy, how does it make you feel?” 

I looked down at my dress soaking up what I saw. 

“Like a sissy Mistress it is so so girly, thank you so much for getting it for me, it’s lovely,” I did a curtsy.

“You are welcome. I wanted to have a few different outfits for you, beyond your standard maids attire. Just imagine,” she paused for effect.

“Just imagine if I made you go shopping in it, or perhaps serve our friends at the next book club meeting.”

“Oh Mistress,” I exclaimed.

“You may “oh Mistress,” she mocked, “but your response just shows me how important such humbling experiences can be, anyway we will have to see, as your behaviour over the next few weeks, will be of influence the course of events.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said with a curtsy.

She then told me to get a chair and sit in the hall facing the full length mirror for the next hour and reflect on what sissy I had become.

Afterwards she told me to hang my new outfit in my bedroom and return to be locked back into the corset before I went to bed.

Later on as I walked up stairs, my “best friend” as Mistress called the new corset, constrained my movement, I quickly thought of the next planned event, Jane coming for dinner on the weekend and then just two more weeks before the next book club meeting and the chance to talk through with Mistress “where next.” That was my challenge as I just didn’t know what I wanted next, albeit I smiled to myself, knowing that it probably would not matter what I wanted, anyway.

Chapter 12 week 6. Evening Meal

The next few days went quickly. Completing my chores in the unrelenting corset and high heels was certainly more arduous and Mistress delighted in knowing that the corset was restrictive. True to her word she made me sleep in it and only removed it, when I showered, ensuring it was relocked in place as soon as I was ready to get dressed. 

Mistress Jane was coming around at 6.00 pm on Saturday and Mistress was clearly very keen to impress, well to put it more aptly she was keen to ensure that I impressed and that she could be proud of me.

Apart from all the cooking and ensuring the house was spotless, Mistress had me practicing laying of the table and how to serve. She wanted everything to be exactly as she specified, both to ensure Jane could see how good I had become at being a proper maid and also as practice for the book club meeting in a fortnights time.

Mistress made it clear as she had me practice laying the table for the third time, (twice before I did not get all the cutlery in the right place), that any faults or mistakes would result in my punishment in front of Jane. That I did not want.

On the Saturday morning I served breakfast as usual and was tidying the kitchen when I heard the summoning bell.

Mistress had just finished. I curtsied.

“Well today is your big day,” she said smiling and supping the last of her coffee.

“Yes Mistress” I said” I’m looking forward to serving you both. I shall do my best,” I added. 

“I’m sure you will, I’m sure you will,” she repeated.

“You can go and change into your pink uniform to serve us tonight,” she announced. 

“Oh” I said spontaneously. 

She looked up at me, “is there some reason for the, oh?” She asked.

“No nothing Mistress,” I said quickly knowing that any comment would be taken as back chat with subsequent consequences! 

She smiled. “It is for your Mistress to decide what you wear, you get no choice in the matter, only I know what suits you and how I want you to look on an occasion and tonight I want you to look the total simpering sissy maid, with not a shred of masculinity left, only able and willing to obey orders, do I make myself clear, Daisy,” she said sternly.

“Yes Mistress” I curtsied.

“I intend to objectify you for the amusement of Jane, to show you off. That pink uniform speaks of my authority over you and seeing you dressed like that, no one can be in any doubt that you serve me.” 

“Yes Mistress,” I repeated with another curtsy. 

“You’ll keep on your corset, but everything else, including the bonnet you’ll get changed into. Off you go then,” she dismissed me with a wave of her hand. 

About an hour later I returned down stairs and continued with food preparations for the evening. I was keen to ensure my frock was protected so put on a full sized plastic apron. 

I heard the bell ring. 

Mistress was on her laptop when I entered the study. As usual after summoning me, she made me wait. 

Looking up she said. “That’s better, you really do look the part dressed in pink,” she chuckled.

“I’m sure you’ll find those Mary Jane shoes easier that your heels. That said I don’t want to make this evening too easy for you.” 

She pulled open a draw of the desk. Rummaging around, Mistress held up my phone for me to see, “bet you’d like to play with this wouldn’t you Daisy?” 

It was a rhetorical question, although I knew I was expected to answer. “Yes Mistress,” I said, “that would be nice.”

She smiled, “maybe one day, maybe never Daisy, largely depends on how you perform and what we decide at the end of your training.”

She returned my phone into the draw and continued looking for something. 

“Awww there it is,” as she pulled out a pair of handcuffs and a chain, holding them up for me to see. 

“As I’ve told you before Daisy I’m going to step things up over these last few weeks of your training, so tonight you will wear these cuffs. I could be really unkind and place your wrists behind you,” she laughed. 

“But that would be silly and I’m sure even with your improved serving skills that would make it impossible for you to cook and serve.”

“So hands in front,” she ordered and walked around from the desk and fastened each cuff to each wrist. There was a foot long chain which attached the cuffs, so they were not too restrictive.

Standing in front of me she said “I do have some more toys that I’ll try out on you over the next few weeks, but these are symbolic, a demonstration of the fact you are enslaved, that I own you. So Jane, Mistress Jane to you, can see straight away both how ridiculous you look, but also how submissive you are.” 

She paused.

Looking directly into my eyes. “Don’t let me down tonight Daisy, I expect the highest standards of service and obedience. Let’s use tonight as a small trial run for your presentation to the book club in two weeks time. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said giving a deep curtsy.

She took a step back and clicked her fingers.

Without hesitation I knelt in front of her and planted kisses on her feet. 

Stepping away she dismissed me and returned to her lap top.

I curtsied and headed for the kitchen. 

Chapter 13 week 6. Evening of Service

“Oh my god, oh my god well look at you.” Exclaimed Mistress Jane as she stepped into the hall. 

She laughed loudly, whilst circling me like some preying mantis ready to strike.

“My god you look ridiculous Daisy, what do you look like!”

I hung my head.

Mistress then walked into the hall and they warmly embraced. 

As I took Mistress Jane’s coat, she continued to stare at me.

“Oh I love the handcuffs as well, so apt that you have complete control over your maid Susan, you are a lucky Mistress.” 

“Yes I am, it’s taken a lot of hard work on my behalf over the last six weeks, but Daisy is coming on well. Not fully trained as I would like it, but direction of travel is as I hoped.”

Jane being Jane could not resist asking me a direct question. “How does Daisy feel about being a full time maid?” 

I looked across at Mistress and she gave a small nod indicating I should reply.

“It’s been a real joy to allow my inner most fantasises to come true and I so love serving my Mistress.”

“Good answer,” said Jane with a smile.

With that they turned and headed for the lounge.

“Drinks Daisy,” was the instruction as I hurried to the kitchen.

The meal went well and both Mistresses were pleased with what I served. Between courses I had to stand in the corner of the dining room, facing the wall. When they finished desert I cleared everything away and was busy in the kitchen washing up when I heard the bell ringing in the lounge. Upon entering Mistress gave me an instruction. “Daisy, do a slow twirl for Mistress Jane.”

I did as commanded.

“Now do it again but this time hold up your skirts and petticoats so we can see your fancy knickers.”

I did as commanded, feeling the familiar flush of embarrassment on my cheeks. 

“Oh divine, Susan just divine, you have done a truly marvellous job on her, you really have.”

“Why thank you Jane,” said my Mistress and smiling as she stood up, “you’ll love this” and clicked her fingers.

I quickly knelt in front of her and kissed her feet.

“Brilliant just brilliant,” squealed Jane.

“It gets even better,” chuckled Mistress as she clicked her fingers twice. I knew what to do as Mistress stood.

Crawling behind her I started kissing her arse cheeks through her skirt.

“Oh how gross, but you have got her well trained.”

“She’s getting there slowly but with only two weeks to go before the end of her training and the next book club meeting there are still a number of improvements needed.”

“Quite,” said Jane, “what have you planned?” 

I continued to plant kisses on Mistresses arse.

“Well this is just an example,” as she pushed my head between her arse cheeks. “I find it exciting to humiliate her and I need to get her head in a place, like my arse!” They laughed loudly.

“I’m keen that she no longer see’s this as a game or pretend but is a seismic shift in our relationship to where it is totally female led. I’m going to and I’ve already told Daisy this, make the next few weeks a real challenge for her, in lots of ways…..” That last line was left very much hanging in the air.

“Enough, go to your corner Daisy.”

I left the room, hitched my skirts up and stood in the hall facing the wall.

I could hear them laughing and chatting. Whilst I knew this was an enjoyable evening for them both it was hard for me being ridiculed and made fun of. That though is what I enjoyed, my masochistic side craved to be treated as the humble maid I now had become. My emotions ran in lots of directions, but I could not deny the fact that I was dressed as a pantomime maid in pink and white frills, handcuffed wrists, caged cock, facing the wall having kissed my wife’s arse whilst watched by her friend and now listening to my wife, my Mistress enjoying a fun evening. 

I was a sissy that was for sure. What kept bopping into my mind was, what next, where does this go?

I was soon to find out. After a while of corner I took them coffee in the conservatory and then was dismissed for the night.

As instructed I sat in front of a picture of Mistress for 15 minutes before getting into bed and I could hear increased laughter from downstairs as no doubt they were observing me from the security camera.

Sleep was fitful and the next day would bring another review with just two weeks to go before my training was complete and the next book club meeting would take place.

Something deep inside told me that tomorrow would be challenging!

Chapter 14 week 7. Intensity Grows

I entered the study at 11.00 on the following morning. As usual Mistress ignored me, continuing her focus on her lap top. 

After what seemed an age, she looked up and acknowledged my presence.

I had changed from my pink uniform of last night into my every day black maid dress. 

She looked up at me, smiled and returned to her computer.

I waited. 

And waited, anticipation building.

Mistress suddenly stopped typing and stood. She stood in front of me and took in a deep breadth.

“Daisy you have performed well these last six weeks and we have only two weeks to go of your training programme. That said I have already warned you that life is going to get tougher for you and that starts today,” she said with a degree of malice in her voice.

As the words left her lips I watched in awe as she pulled down her slacks, folded them onto the nearby chair and then peeled down her knickers, which she stepped out of and also laid them on the chair. From the waist down she was naked.

“I need to feel that you are totally committed to serving me Daisy and this is your opportunity to show me that dedication,” with that she clicked her fingers, twice.

With no hesitation I knelt behind her and kissed her arse pressing my face into her sacred place.

“Good girl,” she purred as her hand pushed my head into her crack. 

I licked, kissed and probed her most intimate of places. From the sounds she was making I was pleasing her. 

“Go on debase yourself Daisy, you are just a little no good arse licker, you are a useless waste of space.” She shouted.

Fear rang through me at her words like an overwhelming wave. All I could do was kiss and lick and physically show my absolute devotion to doing whatever she wanted. This was submission, this was me.

After several minutes she stepped away and told me to stand. 

Retrieving her knickers and slacks and redressing, she stood before me.

Hoping that I pleased her I anticipated some encouraging words, but I was so, so wrong.

“You are such a useless little twat,” she snarled. 

My head dropped.

“Sorry Mistress,” I muttered.

“Sorry,” she snapped. “I’m not sure you are even worthy of being a maid, my maid, you are so pathetic, so incapable of doing anything useful. I really do despair.”

Oh god I thought, what’s happening, I had tried so hard to please her and yet I seem to upset her and I knew her anger could be limitless.

I apologised again, feeling helpless as I had no idea of what I had done, what I could or should do to placate her. 

She stood staring at me her eyes burning into my face. Time felt like it had stopped. I wanted to plead, ask what I had done wrong, but I knew from past experience that when she was angry, all you could do was to absorb that displeasure.

“Go to the cupboard and stay in there, out of my sight.”

I was slightly relieved to be dismissed. Squatting on the floor in the cupboard I felt like crying, I was upset, Mistress was upset and I felt lost, rejected and very alone.

After a while I heard her footsteps in the hall and the click of the lock as she secured the cupboard door. A few minutes later the front door slammed and car pulled out of the drive.

I felt desperate, very insecure, especially as the one person I desired to please, the one person I wanted to make happy was clearly upset. What had I done wrong? Why was she upset? My mind kept playing over and over the last few days.

The previous evening had gone well, I had received praise, both Mistress and mistress Jane had a good evening, a laugh, even if some of that was at my expense, but that was my role. This morning she had commanded me to debase myself, serve her in the most intimate and intense way. I had given up my dignity, my self - esteem had faded as I did whatever she wanted, no matter what. 

Yet, yet, she was upset, why, why? I kept ruminating and getting no answers, sitting on the floor in a dark under stairs cupboard, I wept.

After an immeasurable amount of time I heard the car pull into the drive. My heart rate increased, I wanted to call out when I heard her walk into the hall, but thought better of it. 

As I continued to wait, I heard the shower run and then the kettle boil. Eventually foot steps outside the cupboard, click and the little space was flooded with light. I squinted. 

Her hand offered support as she helped me out of the cupboard and held me tight. I started to sob.

With calming words she soothed my troubled mind.

“We must talk,” she said. “Come on into the lounge.”

As I stood wiping away the tears, she passed me a glass of wine and sitting on the sofa she bid that I sit on the floor by her feet. I could see that her anger had subsided, she was quite chilled and relaxed and therefore I relaxed and felt more at ease.

We sat in silence for a few minutes.

“I think,” she said “it’s the realisation of how much, over the last six weeks we have changed and that has shocked me. I guess I always knew but never openly acknowledged and I’m sure you always knew, just how submissive you are. Also how dominate I can be, how I want to control you, be cruel to you even, but care for you, all at the same time. That all opens up a very different dynamic for both of us.” 

She paused.

“I was initially not sure how far I wanted to take this, but it feels natural, like it’s meant to be and I’m just trying to adjust to it. I do so love you,” she said looking down at me and smiling, “this though is a huge and not unattractive adjustment for both of us and I now know there are few limits to which we and by that I principally me, can not take this.”

She paused again.

“Tell me how do you feel now, what’s going through your mind?”

I took a sip of wine and looked into her face.

“It is,” I said hesitantly, “all rather confusing. Living full time as your maid is a wonderful experience it fulfils so many of my dreams, the things we have talked about over the years. I just don’t know whether I’m capable of meeting your standards, being so immersed in serving, being so submissive. It’s both exciting and frightening.”

“Well I want you to know that I am very proud of you, of how you’ve developed, Jane was very complimentary, in fact I think she was slightly jealous, so you’ve done well Daisy and allowed yourself to become the true submissive you always were.” 

She took a sip of wine. 

“For my part I love having a maid and I know how precious you are and it makes me very protective of you.” She stroked my head. “At the same time it reinforces how our relationship has changed and how it can change more, so that we both push our boundaries and explore what life has to offer.”

I nodded, “yes Mistress I understand.”

“Good. Just two weeks left of your training, then the book club meeting and some decisions as to where next.”

“Are we good Daisy?” She asked.

“Absolutely Mistress,” I said, happy that we had reset the agenda and would see where the next two weeks went. 

“I love you Mistress,” I added.

She smiled, “I love you too, Daisy, you make a perfect maid.”

“Right,” she said changing the tone of the conversation “I have a few phone calls to make, you can go to your corner for the next hour and then prepare dinner.”

“Yes mistress,” as I stood, curtsied and went to the hall, faced the corner and as I tucked my dress and petticoat into the top of my knickers, I smiled to myself.

That evening after serving dinner Mistress produced a pair of handcuffs and ankle shackles, both with long chains, so not too restrictive. I was informed that I would wear them everyday for the following week. As promised, Mistress was determined to make these last few weeks more demanding. Whilst households tasks would be more challenging, Mistress made it clear that she expected the same standard of service.

She also told me that for the book club meeting she had ordered a beautiful French Maids outfit for me to wear, not cosplay but the full deal with organza petticoats, silk dress and full white silk apron. She would show it to me next weekend. I was excited. 

As always I received a few slaps of the ruler on the palms of my hand and was dismissed for the night.

Chapter 15 week 7. Pleasure and Pain

The week passed quickly. Mistress was out most days, I had plenty to do and was already counting down the days to the book club meeting a week on Saturday.

Mistress did add another change to my behaviour. Previously if I needed to ask something I would always do so in a respectful way and of course with a curtsy. At breakfast on the Monday morning she told me in future all I was to say in response to her was “Yes Mistress.” Just those two simple words, I was no longer allowed to say anything else and if I needed to ask a question, I would have to raise my hand and wait until she acknowledged that I could speak. It was quite a simple change but it really strengthened her control over me. I marvelled at how she was naturally fitting into the role and generating a female led household, equally I was in awe of how she was ramping up the challenges I faced, but I did not imagine what was yet to come!

I was very careful through the week to ensure I did not slumber on the sofa again and Mistress regularly checked my dress and make up. She was very keen that my presentation must be immaculate, at all times, emphasising that for the book club meeting it must be perfect. 

I always felt that I had achieved her wishes if when she returned home I was standing in my corner, exposed, humiliated and all the housework was complete and the dinner was cooking. She for her part would offer little praise or acknowledgment and often ignored me, but that in turn made me wish to please her more.

Before I knew it another week had passed and I was standing outside the study door at 11.00am waiting to be called for my weekly review.

“Enter,” came the command.

Mistress was sitting as usual at what was my study desk but had morphed over these preceding weeks into her desk, typing away on her lap top. I curtsied and she ignored me as usual.

I stood head slightly bowed, hands clasped in front of my apron as instructed. I noticed that Mistress was wearing a bright summer dress that I had not seen before, with some of her more expense jewellery and a heady drift of perfume was present. Her make up was immaculate and she looked quite glamourous.

Eventually she looked up, and frowned a little. “I’ll tell you what, for the next week, when you come into my presence I want you to kneel on the floor, head bowed so you are looking at the floor and hands behind your back. Submissive. I’m fed up with you looking down at me, it feels slightly intimidating and annoying. Go on do it,” she snapped.

I quickly knelt on the carpet and did exactly as instructed.

Several minutes passed. 

“You may look up,” she said as she pushed the chair back on its castors whilst still sitting on it. She was now directly opposite where I was kneeling.

I could now see her dress in full, it was very colourful with a full skirt and tight bodice, gorgeous, she was also wearing shiny tanned tights and pair of black court shoes, also I noticed a small silver ankle chain, which I had not seen before.

“Well I have a lot to go through with you today Daisy, especially as this is your last weekly review in training and of course in less than a week it’s the next book club meeting and then we need to see where we go next.” She smiled broadly.

“To start with I have to say how well you have done, you’ve fitted into the role really well, in fact far better than I ever anticipated, so well done.”

“Thank you too Mistress,” I said “thank you for being so patient with me and instructing me to be a competent maid and I so appreciate the uniforms and help with make up.”

“Your welcome Daisy. Oh and I’m pleased to tell you that your new French maids uniform has arrived, it’s delightful and you will look very much the part on Saturday, I’ll show to you it on Saturday morning and you can have the afternoon to get ready. By the way make sure for Saturday that your finger and toe nails are immaculate in crimson red.” 

“Will do and thank you Mistress.”

“Now to this next week, your last week as a trainee maid. As I’ve warned you before I’m ramping up the challenges, so this week will be tough, both physically and mentally.”

I was not sure what she meant, but had little doubt I would find out soon. 

Reaching into one of the desk draws she pulled out two gags, one was a ball gag and the other simulated a short penis. She made sure I could see what they were and then placed them on the desk.

Again she reached into the draw and held up a stainless steel butt plug with a red glass stone which would be exposed once the plug was in place, this too was also laid on the desk. 

“I think it’s only right that in this last week you are constantly reminded of what you now are and how little of what you say actually matters, well for that fact you will not be able to say much as most of the time you’ll be gagged! First thing in the morning you are to come to me and you will put your gag on and I will lock it with a little padlock, it’ll stay on all day and that of course will help with your diet,” she laughed.

“The plug is 24/7 other than when you go to the loo, you must wear it at all times and also at night and if when I inspect you it’s not in place ….. well you will not want to find out the consequences!”

“Is that all clear?”

“Yes Mistress absolutely.”

“Oh and of course,” she added, you will wear the handcuffs and ankle chains each day too. I told you it’ll be a tough week.”

I nodded. 

“Anyway some good news, you don’t need to cook this evening, I am meeting ….. “ she paused …. “a friend this afternoon and we are having dinner out and I will be back later on this evening, sometime.”

I so wanted to ask who she was meeting and where she was going, it struck me that she had dressed up all ready and was looking glam, my heart raced a bit, was she meeting a guy?

But I kept quiet, she had told me weeks ago that she would be going out when she wished and it was not the business of the maid to know where her Mistress was.

“Now,” she said looking down at me with a serious face, as she did so, she uncrossed and recrossed her legs and the sound of nylon covered legs rubbing together was as erotic as ever. She caught me looking at her legs.

“Daisy,” she exclaimed, “where you ogling my legs? You were weren’t you, I bet you’d like to put your face under my skirt and lick my pussy!” She laughed.”

“Only if that’s what Mistress wants,” I said meekly having been caught out.

“Of course you silly girl it’s always what I want that goes and for now you can look but not touch. Although just to tease you, I am wearing stockings with lovely lace hold ups, although sadly you’ll not get to see them. Now where was I, oh yes, some questions Daisy, serious ones.”

I swallowed hard not sure as to what was coming next.

“Is my happiness important to you Daisy?”

“Oh yes Mistress,” I responded.

“Will you do anything to make me happy Daisy, anything?”

“Yes Mistress, your happiness makes me happy, how I feel does not matter as long as I am giving pleasure to you, then I achieving my role, as your maid.” 

“So even if I do something that hurts you, upsets you, something you struggle with that is still okay? Think carefully before you answer Daisy,” she warned. 

I paused, what flashed through my mind were these last several weeks, how much release I had felt being a maid, being dressed 24/7, not having to worry about big issues, allowing my naturally submissive nature to surface. In addition the fact that after this coming week we would consider where next, so nothing was set in stone and thus far everything was as it was meant to be.

“Yes Mistress I utterly trust your judgement and whatever you do, I know will be in my best interests, so yes, yes whatever you decide, whatever you do is fine by me.” 

She smiled broadly, got up out of the chair and kissed me on the cheek. Turning she picked up both gags and held them in front of me.

“Which one would you like to wear first Daisy?”

“Oh Mistress, I can not decide, will you please choose.” 

And of course that was an obvious example of my indecisiveness and deference to the woman I now served. She popped the penis shaped gag into my mouth and buckled two straps tightly behind my head, clicking the small padlock shut.

Taking a step back she said, “say something.”

I mumbled as best I could but it was a mumble.

She then reach across to the desk and picked up the butt plug. “You can put this in place,” as she handed it to me.

I stood and pulled up my dress and petticoat and wriggled my knickers down my legs. Squatting slightly I pushed the plug against my sphincter and breathed in and pushed harder, it slipped in place.

Before I had time to pull up my knickers and adjust my dress she said, “turn around let’s see.”

I did as instructed.

“Good, now hands behind your back.”

I watched in awe as she pulled some handcuffs from the desk draw. Click, click my wrists were secure.

“Now kneel,” she commanded.

More cuffs were produced and she locked them around my ankles and attached them with a short chain to the handcuffs.

I was immobile, gaged, caged and kneeling in front of my goddess.

She sat back in the chair pulling it in front of me and crossed her legs.

“Good now I can add some important information to this last review and you can not say anything or for that fact do anything.”

She looked at me intently, picked up her phone she scrolled through the screen, smiled to herself and put it back on the desk.

“Many many years ago, I can’t recall when, we talked about this issue. You became very excited, sexually as I remember. I was more ambivalent, but noted it all the same as an issue that pressed your buttons, so to speak.”

She paused as I breathed through my nostrils slowly getting used to the rubber phallus in my mouth.

“Your total subservience to me, has certainly increased over the weeks, would you not agree Daisy?”

I nodded, it was all I could do.

“Your complete obedience to do whatever I ask, your acceptance that my happiness comes first, even if it hurts you and the icing on the cake was when you willingly licked my arse, well that lost in my eyes any dignity you had and cemented the fact that you are now my maid, no longer my husband. Putting that all together has awakened another opportunity, that I may, I stress, may, explore.

She paused again, my mind was racing.

Leaning forward “I’m going to say one word” and she whispered into my ear.

“Cuckold.”

Sitting back in her chair she looked intensely into my eyes, reading my reaction.

The word shot through my body, like a bolt of lightening. This was moving to a completely new level, one that challenged my marriage, whilst proving unbelievably exciting and unsettling to my masochist personality where both pain and humiliation were the exchange of power that I found impossible to resist.

She continued.

“I love you Daisy, I always will and I will look after you and protect you. Equally we both now accept that what I want in our relationship is what will happen. My word is final.

You sexually have always been a bit of a dead loss, you are hardly an alpha male, well in fact you are hardly a male,” she chuckled.

“I am still very feminine and I have certain needs ….. Which you rarely meet. So I may, I emphasis may, make you into a cuckold sissy maid, in that I may take a lover.”

She paused again. I swallowed hard, terrified at what I was hearing but excited beyond belief.

“You need to understand that getting a boyfriend may never happen, but I’m flagging to you now, before your training ends that it could happen. Taking you to the extreme of being a cuckold sissy maid, who accepts, that her partner will spend time with lovers is the ultimate selfless act of a maid and I’ll repeat your words back to you Daisy,” she said pointedly “whatever you decide Mistress is fine by me.” 

“You want me to be happy, so if having a boyfriend makes me happy then you are okay with that. I did warn you Daisy.”

“Just imagine,” she slowed her words down to maximise the impact, “just imagine I had a boyfriend and I’d tell you about it beforehand, nothing hidden, in fact I’d want you to know, to tease you, so it would focus you even more to pleasing me. But just imagine for a moment Daisy I had a boyfriend and I bought him home, here. Say for a meal, which you of course you would prepare and serve, perhaps wearing your new French maids outfit. Imagine how humbling, how humiliated you would feel. And let’s take this scenario to the next step, you have to watch us cuddling and kiss, I make you watch, you have no choice. As the evening wears on I tell you I am taking him to bed, I may even command you to stand in the corner of the bedroom, so you can see him fuck me, watch as he gives me pleasure that you now will never do. You are so belittled, so unimportant, so emasculated. Oh how humiliated you would be, ashamed, any pride you still had would be lost. I may even take it further ….. and require you suck his cock clean and lick his cum out of my pussy …… oh that would be so liberating, so controlling. Heavens that’s getting me quite excited, how does that make you feel Daisy?”

My mind was in turmoil, I could only mumble, nothing recognisable came from my lips, but if words were forthcoming, they would have been “oh mistress” repeated over and over. For my darkest fantasies were now being exposed, bought to possible reality, for if my mistress, my wife were to find a boyfriend my life would be changed irreversibly. I was terrified, yet enthralled all at once.

She watched me, she knew this would strike at some very deep emotions.

There was silence, apart from moans into the gag. 

“Right,” she said standing up and smoothing her dress down. She then did a twirl in front of me.

“Do you like it?”

I mumbled yes.

“Sorry I did not catch that,” she chuckled “well no matter anyway, as long as my …..” There was another exaggerated pause, “as long as my friend likes it, that’s all that matters.”

“Anyway you dear Daisy can have the afternoon off and as no cooking, you’ll be free this evening. So rather than have you mooching around the house, I’m going to lock you in the cupboard.”

I moaned into the gag.

She leant down and unclipped the chain binding my hands to my ankles.

“Come on up you get,” as she helped me to my feet and directed me to the hall, I took small steps hampered by my fettered ankles.

She open the door to the cupboard and gently guided me in.

I knelt and as before she attached a short chain from my handcuffs to the ankle cuffs. I was immobile again.

She knelt down and stroked my hair.

“I’m very proud of you Daisy, you are becoming a very competent maid. I know it’s cruel to lock you away in here, but I have to be cruel to be kind, so you always know what awaits you if you don’t meet my standards or satisfy my needs. You do understand that don’t you?”

I nodded vigorously.

“I also like the fact that whilst I’m out enjoying myself you are safe and sound, securely locked away until I return and decide to set you free. That level of control Daisy is very intoxicating, in fact it’s quite addictive,” she chuckled.

“Oh I almost forgot,” she said getting up and returning to the study.

Returning, she again knelt beside me. “As you await my return and as I say I’m not sure when that will be, I don’t want you being distracted with anything other than your thoughts and specifically your thoughts of what I might be doing and who I’m with. I maybe Daisy, maybe with my new boyfriend enjoying his hands as they explore between my legs, now there’s a wicked thought that I’ll leave with you.” She laughed.

She moulded in her fingers two wax ear plugs which she then inserted into my ears, all sound became a mumble, she then unrolled what was clearly a leather hood, quite loose in design and she showed me the breathing holes.

As she started to pull it over my head, she kissed me softly on the cheek, then darkness. I could feel her pull some laces around my neck and tying them off, then nothing.

I could see nothing, hear nothing, only mumble, I was securely bound and with a vague sound of a lock clicking I was shut away, left alone with my thoughts.

Chapter 16 week 7. Tension Builds 

The last week of my training. The week leading up to the scheduled book club meeting.

The start of the week, followed my usual pattern of cleaning, cooking, laundry. As in previous weeks Mistress would pop in and out through the day and she stayed out two evenings not requiring a meal.

My release from being locked and bound in the cupboard on Sunday was very uneventful. Mistress was very comforting as she removed my bondage, but said very little. I was so tired, just grateful to be dismissed and I was asleep in seconds after such an uncomfortable time.

I was plagued by thoughts that I was already a cuckold and Mistress had taken a lover. I had no way of validating my fears or relinquishing them. Which when I look back was part of her plan to cast the seeds of doubt and increase my vulnerability, my reliance on the one person who now led everything I did.

On the Thursday I plucked up courage to raise my hand, after I had cleared away the dinner.

I stood in the lounge, hand raised. Mistress was on her phone, looked up and then returned to her phone. I was made to wait. 

Eventually. “What do you want Daisy?”

“I just wanted to check that you were happy with all the food and drink arrangements for Saturday, Mistress,” I curtsied as soon as I finished speaking, doing my best to be deferential.

“We’ll have you prepared what I asked, ready to serve at 7.00 pm? There will be seven attending,” she added.

“Yes Mistress,” I quickly responded.

“Well then Daisy I am content, you have done what I asked, so all is good,” she looked directly at me, “now is there anything else?”

I could sense a degree of frustration in her voice. 

I plucked up courage. 

“I was just wondering, as my training weeks are coming to an end, when will we discuss what happens next? I’m sorry to ask Mistress I just felt I needed to know when will a decision be made as to me being a maid in the future or not …..” I paused “I hope you don’t mind me asking.” I curtsied again worried that I had not been respectful enough.

She looked at me for a moment, I could sense a little bit of exasperation in her look, but she smiled.

“It’s a good question Daisy and deserves an answer. On Saturday you will have been my maid 24/7 for what eight weeks. The book club meeting is important to me, as it’s the opportunity we have both been working towards to show what a perfect maid you can be. I think when we discuss where next is largely down to how you perform on Saturday, so I can’t emphasise enough that your obedience and respectfulness to my guests must be excellent, good will not be good enough! Also and I know you have yet to see your new uniform but I want you looking feminine, very presentable and very demure.” 

She paused.

“So it’s down to you on Saturday as to when we discuss your future, does that answer your question Daisy?”

I paused for a second, assimilating what I had just been told and realising I was frankly none the wiser, but asking for clarification as to a date, when we would discuss my future as a maid, was not going to get me any further and worse, might annoy her, which after the last few weeks I certainly did not want to do.

“Thank you Mistress,” I said, “that is very helpful,” I lied and did a curtsy. 

She smiled. 

“Whilst you are here, I may as well do a quick inspection, lift up your skirts and take down your knickers I want to see that butt plug in place.” 

I compiled immediately.

“Okay,” she said. “Seams are nice and straight. Let’s see the Chasity cage.”

I stood in front of her holding up my dress and petticoat, knickers around my knees, my humiliation complete as Mistress had complete control over my body and my mind. 

She stood up and standing in front of me flicked the cage with her fingers, looking directly into my eyes watching for a reaction. I stood stock still. She then started to flick my balls, now that did illicit a reaction I involuntary flinched.

“Stay still Daisy, do not move if it hurts, you must not flinch.” 

She flicked my balls a few more times. I clenched my jaw and kept as still as I could. 

“See if I was to do this to you on Saturday night and you moved, well that would be disrespectful to me and demonstrate a lack of obedience by you. I’m just making sure you know that excellence is all I will expect on Saturday.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I would also warn you now that although you’ll be serving fully dressed as a French maid on Saturday my friends may want to see your underwear and I’m sure they will fascinated by the fact I keep you chaste. Saturday will be a very humbling experience for you, but that dearest Daisy is the life of a sissy maid.”

She took a step back. 

“Straighten yourself up.”

I pulled up my knickers and let my petticoat drop then smoothing down the skirt of the dress and ensured my apron was straight.

“So, just two more nights and it will be Saturday, are you excited Daisy?” She asked.

“Very much so Mistress, I am looking forward to it, serving your guests and being the best maid I can.”

“Good that’s what I like to hear.”

“So how long is it since you last came Daisy?”

“Errr several weeks, it must be Mistress.”

“Would you like to come again, soon?”

I would and she knew I would but that was not the answer that either of us wanted to hear, so I replied, “only if Mistress thinks I deserve it.”

She smiled broadly and patted herself on the back of her hand, “oh I have trained you well.” She turned and went back to the sofa, picking up her phone. 

“I don’t think you deserve it yet Daisy, we shall see after the weekend,” she said temptingly. “But I will provide you with a little reward, you can try on your new French maids uniform tomorrow afternoon and evening, think of it as a trail run for Saturday.”

“Oh thank you Mistress.”

“Right off you go,” she said dismissing me with a wave of her hand.

I returned to the kitchen to continue clearing up. 

Chapter 17 week 8. French Maid

Friday came around quickly. I could feel the nervous butterflies starting to flutter. Only one day to go and I would be serving the book club members.

The last time, eight weeks back, was exciting, a thrill, an on the spur decision. A decision though which had fundamentally changed my world. Tomorrow’s presentation felt like a much more important occasion, one where I would be judged, scrutinised and where expectations of how I look, how I perform have been raised immeasurably higher. I felt nervous. 

Still thankfully Friday afternoon came and Mistress told me that I could go to her bedroom and do my make up and put on my new French maids uniform. She would expect me to wear it during service that evening, so if any adjustments were required we had time before Saturday.

Mistress also had me strip so she could remove my lockable corset and said I would not need wear it whilst wearing the new uniform. That was a relief although I had got used to it over the weeks, which in turn had been made easier as I had lost over a stone in weight due to Mistresses diets.

Picking up my cloths I quickly trotted upstairs to her room.

On the bed laid out was the most amazing black satin dress I had ever seen, it was truly stunning, very exotic and very feminine.

I held it up in front of me and stood by the mirror. It was gorgeous. Quite short, as I expected, a full circle skirt with back zip, puffed short sleeves trimmed with white lace, scooped neckline again trimmed with lace. There was a short white organza and satin petticoat with four layers on the bed. Still holding the dress I could see a black long line bra, similar to what I usually wore and a matching black panties with rows of white lace on the rear, a black lace up waist clincher with six suspenders. I reluctantly laid the dress back on the bed, to check out the other items. Pack of fully fashioned dark tan seamed silk stockings, a black ribbon and white lace chocker with matching head band and I picked up a pair of gorgeous white lace and black bow wrist cuffs with satin ruffles. A short round apron finished the outfit with long ties which would make a fabulous bow covering my rear. Devine. On the floor I spotted a new pair of three inch high stiletto patent black court shoes. 

Wow I thought standing back and looking at everything laid in front of me not only had Mistress spent a lot of cash, probably my cash! But she really wanted me to look the part.

I sat at her dressing table and started to look through her make up. She had said she wanted me to look “smokey and sexy,” not sure she had ever used sexy to describe my look before but I knew that using dark shades on my eyes, lots of blending, contouring to my cheeks and bright red lipstick with lip liner would give me the look she was anticipating. 

I went to work on my face.

Taking very tentative and gentle steps down the stairs I was very aware of how short the skirt was, any movement and certainly any bending exposed my stocking tops and panties. Of course this is what Mistress had planned and she had certainly ensured the dress fitted perfectly. 

I headed to the kitchen to continue preparing the evening meal. As I stepped along the hall Mistress came out of the study.

“Oh yeah, look at you,” she said enthusiastically. “Do a twirl Daisy.”

Which I did, as she popped back into the study to get her phone to take some photos.

She had me in a number of poses, inside the house and the back garden.

“I think I might post a few of these pics on Facebook and send them to the book club What’s App group, I’m keen for everyone to see what a fabulously sexy maid you’ve become.” 

I could do no more than say “Yes Mistress.”

She was clearly impressed with how I looked, I was too. It a beautiful uniform and helped me feel more confident as we headed towards Saturday.

Mistress made a few minor adjustments to my uniform on the Friday evening, but she was clearly happy with how I presented and that made me happy. 

I was to wear my usual day to day uniform on Saturday morning and then change into the French maid outfit in the afternoon, ready for the guests who would be arriving at 6.00pm. 

After she had finished dinner and I had cleared away she called me into the lounge. As now required I knelt before, she was wearing a long flow black skirt and pink mohair jumper. 

“So all ready for tomorrow Daisy,” she asked.

“Yes I think so Mistress, I’ve everything ready, canapés and drinks as instructed. 

“I do want to stress Daisy that you are to treat all my guests with the same respect that you give me, I’m sure they will tease you mercilessly but you’ll have to absorb that as the good and dutiful maid you now are.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied.

She lay back in her armchair drink in hand and started to slowly pull her skirt up over her knees.

“You have certainly made me feel hot looking at my new French maid.” She smiled a familiar smile that I knew and said, “I think I need some relief before the excitement and challenges of tomorrow. Head between my legs maid,” she commanded.“

I crawled forward as she fully lifted her skirt and I  buried my face between her legs, giving all the pleasure I could in the most intimate way. She draped her skirt over my head and I was in darkness at the centre of femininity.

My face was covered in her female fluids. She finally following a series of orgasms pushed my head away. I must have looked a mess. She draped herself back in the chair and finished her wine.

“Mmmmm that was nice Daisy, very pleasant, thank you.”

It filled my heart to hear her words. 

“Would you like some more wine Mistress?”

“Yes Daisy that would be nice, you have turned into such a diligent and thoughtful maid, when you return please bring in that small pink box that’s on the table in the hall.”

On returning to the lounge she told me to open it and inside were two silver rings, one a band with etching and the other with a pink stone, there were also a couple of silver hoop clip on earrings and a small chain with the word “sissy” in middle.

“I felt you should wear some more jewellery tomorrow evening, the chain is to go around your ankle and matches the one on your wrist. At some point in the future we should think about getting your ears pierced, it’ll make wearing earrings much easier.”

“Oh thank you Mistress.”

“Your welcome Daisy, I do want you looking your best tomorrow as how you look does reflect on me.”

She took a sip of wine.

“Now I’m going to watch some telly, I don’t think there’s any point in you redoing your make up, it’s getting late, although you do look a mess,” she chuckled, I blushed. 

“So have an early night, but first I think you should have a hours corner time, so you can think about tomorrow what it means to us both and where this might all go. Off you trot then,” as usual she dismissed me with a wave of her hand.

I took up my position in the hall and faced the corner. This was the first time I had stood there in my new maids uniform and something told this it would not be the last. 

As I heard the television, I put my feet together and tucked the back of my short dress and my petticoat into my knickers so my arse was exposed and then interlocked my fingers and placed my hands on the back of my head and there I stood, humiliated and humble, for I knew my place and this was were I belonged. 

Chapter 18. Book Club Meeting 

All the guests arrived on time.

I served drinks and canapés in the lounge. A couple of ladies said I looked very sweet and I thanked them for their compliments, Mistress smiled. Most guests said nothing, as I’m sure they had been primed that Susan’s husband would be acting as maid for the evening.

I always kept Mistress in the corner of my eye as I could easily tell from her facial expression whether she was pleased or unhappy with me.

“She is divine Susan,” said a rather attractive friend of my wife’s, “are you going to hire her out? I could certainly think of lots chores she could do around my house.”

There was general laughter.

“Now that’s a thought Diane, if I say so myself she is very well trained and very obedient, isn’t that so Daisy.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said with a curtsy.

The laughter returned.

I continued to top up glasses and pass around the canapés, hoping that the conversation would focus on anything but me. I was wrong. 

“Jane tells me she is chaste,” said Diane. 

Well if anyone was going to stir the pot I thought it’ll be Jane.

“Yes she is,” said Mistress. 

“So no fun for Daisy then,” said another lady. 

Diane had not finished her line of questioning. “So when you say chaste Susan, what do you actually mean?”

There was a pause. Susan had the floor. 

“Well her little cock is locked away 24/7 so even if she wanted to get an erection she could not and of course that means, she can’t come without my say so.”

There was a general mummer of support. 

Diane continued her line of questions. “Locked away you say, how? I don’t understand.” 

Jane could not resist chirping in herself, “it’s a little cage that locks the penis away, with a padlock, pink which I think is very appropriate for a maid.”

“Oh so you’ve seen it Jane?”

I did not like where this conversation was heading. 

“Yep last weekend when I popped around,” said Jane. 

Again another pause and the direction of questions was now sealing my fate.

“Can we all see it then Susan,” said Diane to my mistress. The room fell silent and all eyes were on me!

“Yes of course, Daisy lift up your skirts and pull down your knickers, so everyone can see your little cage.”

I could feel my face burning as I lifted my dress and petticoat. Wriggling my knickers down my legs I stood exposed, publicly demonstrating how I was fully controlled by my Mistress.

“Turned around Daisy, so everyone can see.”

I did a slow twirl to the room. 

Lots of the ladies lent forward to get a closer look, it was so embarrassing. 

Talking over me, one said, “so can he,” she quickly corrected herself with a chuckle, “so can she still go to the toilet?” 

“Oh yes, she can shower as well no problem in those departments, it just means she can’t play with herself. It also helps in maintaining her focus as my maid, because she knows that if she wants any release she has to please me, as I keep the key to her cage.”

“Wow,” another guest said.

“What’s ….. that!” Cried out another guest, who was sitting right behind me and pointing to my backside. 

Mistress laughed, “oh that’s her butt plug, a constant reminder of having something up her bum, you enjoy that don’t you Daisy?”

Well I didn’t really but I was not going to say that.

“Yes Mistress.”

The guests were all clamouring to see my arse as Mistress had me bend at the waist, dress held high.

Mistress added, “it helps stimulate her g spot, but of course she can’t come so it just exaggerates the sexual tension she feels, all the time” she emphasised, “and it’s humiliating, which is always a plus.”

All the ladies were both intrigued and interested. 

After everyone had given me a good look over, Mistress told me to continuing serving. Pulling up my knickers and smoothing down my petticoats, dress and apron, I picked up the tray and offered the canapés refilling glasses.

By now the discussions had moved away from the books folk had read to conversations about maids. 

“Susan it must be so lovely to have a maid, especially one that does all the housework, what a blessing, but if Daisy doesn’t have any fun …. sex,” she giggled, “doesn’t that mean that you don’t get any joy?”

“To the contrary, Daisy is very attentive to my needs. There are lots of ways to getting pleasure and the great thing about having a well trained maid is that all the attention is on me.” 

There was a lot of nodding of heads. 

Having served drinks I returned to the corner and stood still observing the room.

General chatter continued and the room was getting louder as the ladies consumed more wine.

I noticed Mistress glancing in my direction, with a slight frown.

“Daisy,” she exclaimed sufficiently loudly that conversations in the room stopped, “what are you doing?”

I was stumped not sure what was wrong. I stammered, “waiting to serve your guests Mistress,” I replied.

“It is not your place to ogle my guests Daisy, you should be facing the wall until you are needed.” 

“Sorry Mistress,” I turned to face the wall, cursing myself that I had forgotten my place and given Mistress the opportunity to admonish me and maybe worse, punish me in front of her guests.

The chatter in the room restarted.

I heard Mistress Jane’s voice, which forbad trouble. 

“So Susan,” she asked “are you planning to keep Daisy as your full time maid?”

Mistress replied “well she’s completed her eight weeks of training, which I have to say has gone better than expected and she’s a natural maid, wouldn’t you agree ladies?”

There was a chorus of approval in the room.

“Excellent service,” someone said.

Another voice, “and she’s so pretty.”

“She should always be made to wear a dress and an apron.”

There was little doubt the ladies were all impressed and I knew that would be music to my Mistress, but I had not anticipated what was coming next!

She continued. “I agreed with Daisy when I started her training eight weeks ago, following our last meeting that we would discuss “where next” following her presentation to the next book club meeting, that of course is this evening. So it seems fitting that that discussion takes place now.”

Oh no I thought, I am to have my future planned out in front of an audience. One which had already made clear what they think of the fact that I had become a maid. 

“Daisy come and stand in the middle of the room, let’s have a chat.”

Chapter 19. The Contract

I did not like where this was going, as I stepped into the centre of the room.

After a pause, Mistress picked up a sheet of paper from the side table next to her.

The room was silent, all eyes were on Mistress.

“I’m going to make this easy for you Daisy, as I know your sissy mind has a limited attention span.”

There were a few chuckles. 

“All you have to do is make one decision, that’s all, one decision. Here,” she held up the sheet of paper, “is a simple contract, which would confirm your future as my maid, you can sign it and thereby agree to the terms or …. you can tear it up and we will return to being just husband and wife, but let’s be clear if you make that decision there’s no more dressing up or pretending to be a maid.”

She passed me the paper. 

“Read it out Daisy,” she instructed.

I swallowed hard and stared at the sheet and felt like a rabbit in headlamps. Mistress had been one step ahead of me, which had been the case all along, I was now faced with a very black and white decision. 

I read it out loud, word for word.

“Contract between Mistress Susan and Maid Daisy.

	The maid must always be obedient. Carrying out all her duties to the very best of her abilities as set by her Mistress.



	The maid must always be respectful. She must never talk back to her Mistress, always showing deference in all that she does. 



	The maid must always be well groomed and dressed, maintaining the highest feminine standards of appearance with impeccable manners. 



	The maid will be chaste and fully accept that her Mistress determines and controls all aspects of the maids abstinence.



	The maid will be feminine and demure at all times and must excel in all manner of household duties.



	The maid must be humble, always putting the needs of her Mistress before her own and only expressing an opinion when asked.



	The maid must be dutiful, focused on performance, pleasing her Mistress and being constantly diligent.



	The Mistress will take care of and protect the maids well being and be acknowledged as the head of the household in a female led relationship where the Mistress always has the final say.



There was a space for two signatures and dates at the bottom of the sheet.”

It certainly had not escaped my notice that all bar one stipulation related to what the Maid was required to do, with a catch all at the end covering the Mistress responsibilities. 

Jane didn’t waste a second.

“So Daisy don’t you think it was kind of your Mistress to set out the proposed arrangement in simple terms?”

“Yes Mistress Jane it was.”

“Oh Mistress Jane is it now,” said one of the other ladies indignantly. 

My Mistress quickly responded, “Daisy has been told to address all her superiors as Mistress or Master.”

Jane continued not being put off her stride. 

“So Daisy do you like being dressed up as a maid and serving others?”

I was still standing in the middle of the room holding onto the piece of paper, the contents of which I was trying to digest.

I hesitated a bit too long.

“Daisy, answer Mistress Jane,” Mistress said sharply.

“Yes, yes I do. I feel I can be my true self and I love looking after the home as a maid and Mistress making all the decisions, it’s quite freeing in a way.” 

“You like wearing female cloths everyday and doing as you are told.” 

As I was formulating an answer I knew that all who were present were already aware of my desire to dress and serve. 

“Dressing has always been part of my life, sadly though hidden until now, so Mistress has been kind to allow me to be the maid I always dreamed of and turned my fantasy into a reality.”

“And is that a reality you enjoy?”

“Oh yes Mistress Jane, very much so.” 

She smiled broadly in response. As she leaned across to my Mistress and they exchanged a few words.

The questioning continued.

Another guest asked. “So you enjoy being humiliated, made humble in front of others?”

“I don’t enjoy it exactly, it is though part of my make up,” trying to make light, although it fell flat, “I like to serve and make my Mistress happy, if she is happy, I am happy.” 

“Bravo,” said another lady.

Another guest added, “you accept you are chaste and your Mistress has the right to discipline you if you do not behave?”

“Yes absolutely,” I replied. “I have learnt that my Mistress knows what is best for me and she judges my work and behaviour and that’s how it should be.”

“Oh,” said another guest “I think you have the perfect maid here Susan, she clearly wants to serve and be all girly, you get a servant who does all the housework and she gets to be the perfect little submissive she always wanted to be. Perfect, totally perfect.” 

To that a gentle applause rippled around the room. 

“So,” said Jane, who clearly had colluded with my Mistress and was steering the discussion, “what is it to be, are you going to sign the contact or rip it up?”

I look at my Mistress, her face was impassive.

Silence returned.

Then a slow chant, which quickened in sound and pace.

“Sign, sign, sign …. “ The ladies were making their views known, I was only heading in one direction, my Mistress knew that and so did I.

I looked at her, she smiled encouragingly, I picked up the pen and signed the paper, passing it to my Mistress, who scribbled her name too. Applause rang out across the room.

In many ways I was deluded to have thought I had a choice. Once the genie was out the bottle there was no way she was going back in. I loved my wife and I knew she loved me and would care and protect me. Without question our relationship had changed irreversibly, our roles were now clearly defined and we would live in what some call a female led relationship. I was happy.

Whilst the applause subsided, Mistress stood and gave me a soft kiss on my cheek.

“Well done Daisy, you made the right choice, we will have lots of fun on this new adventure.” To tease me she added “well I’ll have lots of fun, you’ll have lots of challenges!”

With that she patted my arse and returned to chatting to her friends I returned to serving drinks. 

Chapter 20. The End and Beginning 

When all of the guests had left, apart from Jane, Mistress allowed me to retire early. I think she just wanted me out the way, as I could hear her and Jane in fits of laughter as I headed upstairs. 

She was happy for me to do all the clearing up in the morning and said she would be up later to tuck me in.

As usual having undressed ensuring my beautiful French maids outfit was carefully put away, I sat in front of a picture of my Mistress, which had become an evening ritual aimed at increasing my adoration for her. 

I lay awake in bed dressed in a pink nightie and enjoying the relaxation of not having to sleep in a corset.

Whilst still on a high from the evening I was very tired and must have drifted off, I awoke with a start at the sound of the front door shutting. A car pulling away heralded the fact that Jane had left. A few minutes later Mistress came into my room.

She was carrying a small bag which she placed on the floor and sat on the edge of the bed looking down at me.

“How are you?” She asked.

“Good thank you Mistress, tired but good.”

She smiled.

“You took a giant step tonight and I am so proud of you Daisy. Both our life’s are going to be so much more fulfilling as we explore new highways. It’ll not be easy at times, but it’ll never be boring, that I can promise you.” She smiled.

“Thank you Mistress and thank for allowing me to be the maid I was always destined to be. I do so love you.” 

She kissed me on the lips, a kiss of tenderness. 

“I do love you too Daisy.”

She reached for the bag. 

“Now as tonight is your first night as my fully trained full time maid I wanted to make it a little special for you and me. So as I lay in my big comfy bed I can think of you, in here, helpless. I know all of your inner and deepest fantasies Daisy and I shall help you explore them, all of them,” she said ominously. 

“Sit up.”

With that she pulled out a large roll of black insulating tape.

“Hands together, as if preying,” she instructed.

The tape was wrapped around my hands again and again, completely encasing them. Mistress broke off the tape from the reel and patted the tape down. I could not move a finger, let alone my hands. 

She examined my bound hands and decided more tape was needed around my wrists. This to was applied with several rotations of tape.

Satisfied, she pulled the duvet down exposing the rest of my body. Giving me a cursory look up and she flicked my cage with her finger and adjusted  my nightie down to my knees.

“In future Daisy, I want you to wear stockings when you go to bed. I’ll no longer require you to wear your corset at night, as it’s important you get a good nights sleep, as there will always be lots of work each day.”

“Thank you Mistress,” being quite relieved that the corset would no longer be my “friend” at night.

“But hence forth, apart from when you have a shower, stockings will always cover your legs, day and night. I don’t mind if you wear hold ups or suspenders but stockings are such a uniquely feminine item of clothing it’s important that you are constantly aware of the feel of nylon or silk encasing your legs. For you are now my full time maid.”

Still sitting on the edge of the bed she shuffled half way down and drawing my ankles together wrapped them in more tape. Slightly lifting my knees the process was repeated above and below the knees. I was completely immobile.

Having secured my legs she pushed her hand between my arse cheeks. 

“Good girl, glad to see the butt plug is in place, maybe one day I can arrange for you to be fucked, under my supervision of course,” she laughed.

Waves of submission ran through my body.

“It’s good stuff this,” she said looking at the much reduced reel of tape. “I think in future if I ever need to put you in bondage I’ll be using tape, it’s so easy to use and so effective. There is just one more item for tonight.”

With that she pulled out a black leather hood from the bag.

I could see straight away that this was a serious bondage affair, lots of straps, laces and padding. She held it in front of me, so I had a good view of what was a rather frightening piece of equipment.

“Now this is not like the hood you wore the other day, this is an isolation hood, completely cuts off your senses and you my dearest darling maid are going to wear it tonight to shall we say “celebrate” your coming of age.”

“Oh Mistress it looks very frightening, scary even,” as I felt the butterflies welling up inside me.

She ignored my comment.

“Needless to say Daisy as an extra precaution it will be locked in place, you will not be able to remove it, albeit all taped up I don’t think you’d be doing much with those hands anyway,” she chuckled.

“Oh Mistress,” I repeated, “is there something I could do so as not to wear it, it looks terrifying. Please, I’ll do anything you want, anything,” I pleaded.

“Daisy, Daisy, Daisy,” she said calmly “I would have thought you would have learnt by now! You’ll do anything I want anyway. There is no negotiation in our new relationship and I’m not doing this for you, I’m doing this for my own pleasure as I want to control you, gain that warm sensation I get when I dominate you. I’ve already told you that life will not be boring. I intend to play on all your little fears, all the things that excite you. Push your boundaries. You’ll never know what’s coming next, more humiliation, more bondage, more housework, more exposure. As I said, it will be fun for me and a challenge for you. Oh I almost forgot as an extra treat I’ve recorded some words for you to listen to whilst you wear the hood, to give you a taste of what’s to come.” 

With that she held out a pair of blue tooth earphones. 

I looked into her face I knew there was no way to change her resolve, “Oh Mistress.”

She gently placed the earphones into my ears and prepared the hood, loosening the laces and undoing the buckles. 

I watched transfixed, fearful. 

She removed the eye cover and gag from the hood and moved behind me slowly slipping the hood over my head.

I already felt the padding to both ears, together with the earphones this largely cut out any noise. The laces were pulled tight as the hood melded itself around my head. A buckle was tightened around my neck. 

Mistress then showed me the gag. It was phallus shaped, very realistic with veins along its length, she was keen to indicate the breathing hole through its centre. She pressed it against my lips and it filled my mouth, it’s buckles were tightened to the hood and I was silenced.

She showed me a few small padlocks which I knew would lock the buckles in place. Finally the blind fold, again padded and buckled on to each side of the hood. The last thing I saw was her puckered lips blowing me a kiss, then blackness. 

I could feel Mistress continue to complete securing the hood. I was then gently pushed back onto the bed. I felt the duvet covering me.

Whether she was still there or not I could not tell.

Rising fear crept into my thinking, how would I get through the night, what if I panicked.

As if by magic I heard her voice in my ears. 

“Hello Daisy. Well if you are listening to this you have decided to become my permanent maid. I love you very much and you know that I will always care and protect you. I am so proud of you. 

I thought it only right to let you know some of the things that I have planned for you, especially as you now have no escape. 

Now breath deeply and slowly, for tonight whilst I have removed many of your senses it is your mind that will be working hard.

I shall over the coming days commence taking over control of all of our finances, removing you from any joint accounts and transferring all assets into my name; the house, savings accounts premium bonds, insurances etc. There will be lots of things for you to sign. As in our female led household you will no longer have access to any money or be making any major decisions, I will take care of all such matters, which frees you to concentrate on housework and of course pleasing me. I will also remove access to your driving license and passport, for as a maid you will have no control or influence over any important documents.

I have already taken your house keys and car keys, in addition all your tools and collections and anything that relates to your past life will be sold over the coming months, as you’ll not be undertaking hobbies or activities which do not rest well with being a sissy maid. I plan to sell my car and use yours, I doubt you’ll be driving much and you certainly will not be allowed the freedom to go driving unsupervised.

I will be requiring you to take up pastimes which are more in keeping with your new status, such a sewing, knitting and expanding your cooking skills, in fact I may book you on a cookery course, which of course you will attend as Daisy.

I shall re model a number of the rooms, with a much more female taste in furniture and fittings. The back bedroom will be become your permanent bedroom. I plan to install CCTV in there so I can monitor you whenever I like and will explore getting a remote controlled door lock. The room will be repainted pink and all the bedding and furniture will be replaced so that it is befitting a sissy maid. We shall not be sharing the same bed again! 

Most of your male cloths will go to charity as you’ll no longer need them, those that are kept will be under lock and key. I shall expand your female wardrobe as I see fit, but the main emphasis will always be on the roll of a maid.

I plan to have your ears and nipples pierced I may even get you an Prince Albert ring on your penis as that will give me easier control over any sexual release you maybe granted, but let me warn you now that will be very infrequent.

For the time being access to the web will continue to be denied to you, as I will keep your phone and lap top under lock and key. I shall over the coming weeks decide who in our old circle of friends you will see, but it will always be under my supervision and of course you will the maid. 

I shall be choosing some more appropriate fiction for you to read, such as rom coms and chick flick magazines that focus on fashion and make up. 

Tonight, as I’m sure you will have guessed by now was somewhat staged. I had meet with the book club members at Jane’s house last week and worked out a plan to ensure you were cajoled into signing the contract. It worked. All the ladies genuinely think you are a perfect maid, so much so many of them have requested that you spend time at their homes carrying out household duties, which of course I have agreed to and I will work up a rota for you over the coming weeks. A number of them want to show you off to their husbands and have specifically asked that you wear your French maids outfit. It is probable that with time I will charge others for your services, money of course which I will keep and will go towards all the things I am acquiring for you. 

Over the coming weeks I plan to make your daily chores a bit more of a challenge by increasingly restricting your movement. I know how much you love the thought of bondage, so I’m going to turn that fantasy into degrees of reality.

I’m also working up some plans with Mistress Jane to place you in more humiliating and embarrassing situations, I think it’s good for you to humbled more and feel that fear of being ridiculed. You can anticipate public outings, I have not decided where and when, but they will happen and you will receive no notice.

Talking of Mistress Jane in two weeks time you will be spending the weekend at hers, not sure what she has in store for you, but I’m sure she will make it a challenging and fun weekend.

I for my part will be going away for the weekend with my ….. friend. Yes you have probably guessed it  you are now officially a cuckold sissy husband, I’ve got a boyfriend! He makes me very happy. I said I would never hide anything from you and I will ensure I fill you in with all the details of what we get up to. He’s a real man’s man. I have of course told him all about you, so he does not see you as competition and I’m sure when you get to meet him, you’ll see for yourself what a lovely man he is. Maybe in the future I will involve you in a more active role, in the bedroom, perhaps you can get him nice and hard, before he fucks me. By the way that is something he has already done, in fact several times. He’s a fabulous lover and very generous. I feel totally reinvigorated Daisy and I know you’ll be very happy for me.

But don’t worry I’m not leaving you. You my dearest Daisy are the reason I am so happy, you have freed me from the drudgery of housework and given me the opportunity to be attractive and wanted again.  We will always be together, but no longer equals, no longer husband and wife but solely as Mistress and maid.

That’s it for now Daisy, try to get some rest and I will release you in the morning. Sleep tight.

Oh I forgot to mention this message is on a loop, so it will be repeated every two hours, through the night. 

I moaned into the gag ……
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