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Foreword

Every woman deserves to have the housework done for her, but maids, especially male maids, can be all too unreliable sometimes. It’s easy for a submissive crossdresser to get lost in the satin and lace of his maid’s uniform and forget that the foremost duty of a domestic servant is to attend to his mistress’s needs - not pleasure himself or otherwise let her down. Sometimes sissy maids get above their station and need to be reminded of their position, which is where an appropriate correction is called for - when mistress knows best. 

Whether they impose discipline by means of physical discomfort or prefer more psychological punishment, the ladies in these stories know exactly how to put a man in his place, leaving him in no doubt as to who’s the maid and who’s the mistress! With tools such as chastity belts, corsets, buttplugs and strap-ons at their wives’ disposal, these housemaid husbands are about to learn a lesson in submission they’ll never forget! 

• Matt shows himself up in front of his wife’s friend and so finds himself being tasked with writing a thousand words on how a maid should behave in front of his mistress’s guests. It’s a challenge made all the more difficult by the presence of a dildo locked deep inside him, but worse is to come when he discovers he’ll have to read his words out in front of the woman he’s wronged. Will this feminized maid be able to keep his cool under pressure or will having to perform his regular duties as well prove too much for a man under threat of further punishment? Read for yourself in The Writing Assignment. 

• Maria is furious to find her husband has fallen asleep on the job, curled up in bed when he should be cleaning the bathroom - still wearing his maid’s outfit! Will soon finds himself prostrate in a far less comfortable position, quite literally being reminded that a maid’s place is at his mistress’s feet, but v

kissing her toes isn’t the only way he’s made to make amends. Rendered helpless by unyielding steel, this emasculated man finds his panties offer precious little protection as he takes on a new role as a human footstool, forced to submit to a buttplug along the way. Discover what’s in store for this humiliated husband in The Disgraced Domestic. 

• Steve’s skimpy little maid’s uniform is so sexy that he can’t help being turned on by it, but that doesn’t mean he can afford to be distracted by his feminized body - as he learns to his cost when his wife catches him pleasuring himself on the sly! An over the knee spanking isn’t all that’s in store for this maid caught masturbating, finding himself having plenty of time to reflect on the virtues of chastity when Donna imposes a very special kind of discipline upon her badly behaved husband. Find out why this humbled housemaid will never touch himself on the job again in Reflecting Upon His Service. 

• Ryan has good reason to be anxious about his wife’s monthly appraisal of his performance, knowing that the lady of the house wields a strap-on and isn’t afraid to use it on her maid! Amanda takes the opportunity to train her husband in his domestic duties while he’s bent over, ensuring that he knows his place as she makes him take it all the way. There’s no doubt as to who’s in charge when this dominant woman takes control of her man in such an intimate fashion, but will his efforts to keep the house spotless live up to her exacting standards or has he made enough mistakes to merit further discipline? Follow Ryan’s fortunes in Staff Appraisal. 

Sometimes a mistress has to be cruel to be kind, knowing that a maid must be appropriately trained if he is to serve his best. In the loving relationships depicted in this book, both parties understand that a harsh punishment is occasionally necessary to ensure a submissive husband doesn’t fall into bad habits, however reluctant he may be about suffering such indignities at the time! Whether you read these punishment stories as cautionary tales of what might happen to you should you disappoint your mistress or as a source of inspiration for when you next need to chastise your maid, you’re sure to find when mistress knows best an erotic read! 

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 

vi

The Writing Assignment

One thousand words, no more, no less. That was Matt’s assignment as he sat in front of the computer, the open word processor window displaying no more than the ten words his wife had given him as a title. “A thousand words on ’The role of the maid in relation to mistress’s guests’”, Louise had told him, leaving her husband to desperately memorise her words as he headed for the study. He’d managed to get the title down verbatim, or at least, he hoped he had, but the rest of the screen remained blank, inspiration eluding him as he watched the clock on the wall tick slowly by. There was no immediate hurry, for Louise had given him all afternoon to finish the assignment, but he knew there would be a harsh price to pay should he fail to do so. The pressure to come up with something suitable was exacerbating his writer’s block, the thought of disgracing himself further in danger of becoming a self-fulfilling prophecy as the cursor blinked idly above the page of whitespace he frantically needed to fill with an appropriate apology for letting his wife down. 

Matt wouldn’t be having to write such an assignment at all had he not already shown Louise up in front of her friend Rachael, displaying an attitude towards her that was completely out of keeping with what was expected of him as his wife’s maid. Dropping her coat on the floor rather than hanging it on the hatstand in the hallway might easily have been overlooked as nothing more than an accident, a simple case of clumsiness that might warrant a brief scolding, but Matt had compounded his mistake by swearing under his breath, using most unladylike language as he bent down to retrieve the fallen jacket. His cursing had been loud enough for Rachael to raise an eyebrow, but her jaw had dropped open when he’d managed to disgrace himself even further by presenting a most indecent display to his wife’s guest. Quite why the woman had been looking up his skirt as he lent over, Matt couldn’t possibly fathom, but Rachael had nevertheless caught sight of his member, his penis having popped out of his pretty pink panties so that it was flopping around between his stocking clad legs as he picked up her coat. 


1

Her mirthful shriek had caused Matt to rectify the situation immediately, but not before the damage was done. Rachael might only have been amused that anyone looking so effeminate might have such a manly appendage, but Louise was beside herself with anger, letting her husband know in no uncertain terms how furious she was. 

There was no chance of Matt’s manhood seeing the light of day now, however, not while he remained confined to the stainless steel chastity belt that Louise had insisted he wear for the duration of his punishment. He’d been expected to put it on himself, locking the bulky device around his body before presenting himself for his wife’s inspection - a far cry from some of their more tender chastity games. 

Actually fastening the steel waistband that held everything in place had been the easy part, the ends of the three metal strips slotting into place with the heavy clunk of metal against metal. The locking plate that covered them clicked closed effortlessly, condemning the man inside to its unyielding grasp until his wife saw fit to release him. Without the key that opened the belt’s radial lock, there would be no escape from its embrace, but simply being unable to touch himself was far from being the worst imposition of the infernal contraption as far as Matt was concerned. 

No, the same thing that had made it so difficult for Matt to put the belt on was what made it hard for him to wear for any length of time - the stainless steel dildo that even now explored his innermost recesses, thrusting gently backwards and forwards deep within him whenever the belt shifted slightly on his body. 

Remaining perfectly still was no more of an option as far as comfort was concerned, for the intimate intruder made its presence felt simply by occupying him, driving Matt to distraction as he desperately sought to escape the pressure it imposed inside. By itself, the chastity belt was awkward and uncomfortable, but with the addition of the dildo it became a living nightmare for the man trapped within it, not only surrounded but impaled by it for as long as it amused his wife to keep him so chastised. He’d struggled to summon up the courage to slip the stiff steel inside him as he pulled the body of the belt up around his body, knowing that he had no choice but to do so if he was not earn the further wrath of his wife, yet all too aware of the consequences of plunging the shiny shaft, slick with lube, deep within him, shortly to be locked in place by his own hand for what would surely seem like an eternity. 

Of late, Louise had begun to intimate that her husband might wear the chastity belt more often, toying with the idea of adding it to his working wardrobe on a permanent basis if he continued to disappoint her. It was not enough that he should be feminized from head to toe while serving as her maid, she’d mused aloud, for a male maid really needed to be emasculated to really know his place. 
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Surrendering control of his manhood to her was a natural extension of his submission, she’d told him, however much the awkward steel might prove inconvenient during the course of his duties. So far any talk of doing so had remained an idle threat, but the unfortunate incident with Rachael couldn’t have come at a worse time as far as Matt was concerned. Louise would clearly be of the opinion that satin panties were inadequate for keeping his member in its place, insisting on steel ones to ensure her husband didn’t let her down so disgracefully in future. 

Matt could only hope that his wife’s plans wouldn’t go so far as attaching the dildo on a regular basis, hoping that she would reserve that as a punishment no matter how often she imposed the chastity belt upon him, but he knew that decision would be entirely out of his hands. 

None of this was helping Matt with his assignment, however, with the distraction of the belt making what was already a difficult punishment even harder. Matt was no natural author, much preferring to write lines out by rote than anything that required input on his part. He’d become quite adept at the former during his time serving as Louise’s maid, often being sent to the study to fill page after page with the same sentence again and again. “I must always do as I am told” and “I must ensure I am always properly dressed for work” were two of the phrases that had stuck in his head from such exercises, imprinted upon his consciousness by virtue of repetition after Louise had demanded he write them out a thousand times. Paradoxically, his proficiency at exercises more appropriate for a naughty schoolgirl had disappointed his wife, with Louise wanting her husband’s punishment to really challenge him so as to discourage her maid from requiring such chastisement in future. She’d racked her brains for something that would give him a hard time whilst freeing her from the burden from having to impose the punishment herself - a simple spanking requiring more effort on her part than she felt a naughty maid was worth. 

Matt was thus no stranger to copying random pages out of telephone directories and dictionaries, finding the former more difficult than the latter thanks to the sheer meaninglessness of the names and numbers he was expected to write down verbatim. While Louise would never demean herself by checking every last word on the pages and pages of handwritten copies her husband was expected to produce for her, she nevertheless seemed to able to pick out the slightest mistake at a glance, idly flicking through his efforts before consigning them to the waste paper basket. It always humbled Matt to see the work he’d spent so long slaving away over discarded without a second thought, despite knowing that the purpose of the exercise was the process rather than the product, the mindless submission to his mistress and the constant attention to detail that was necessary if he was to avoid further punishment. If Louise felt he had been sloppy, making too many 3

mistakes in his transcription or letting the neatness of his handwriting slip as his hand got tired, Matt would find himself in an excruciatingly uncomfortable position receiving a far more physical form of chastisement, painful enough to encourage him to take much greater care with his written work in future. He did his utmost to avoid letting that happen. 

Still, Louise felt there was something lacking about such mind-numbingly tedious assignments, concerned that her errant maid could simply tune out while copying down the meaningless strings of letters and digits rather than being forced to think about how he’d let her down. Even having her husband don his chastity belt and impale himself upon its stainless steel dildo for the duration of his punishment didn’t really satisfy her need for Matt reflect upon his actions, however much the resulting discomfort might discourage him from acting up in future. No, what Louise really wanted was something that a misbehaving male maid would find supremely challenging and yet thought provoking at the same time, whilst simultaneously requiring little in the way of effort from herself. As she’d told her chagrined husband on countless occasions, she didn’t see why she should have to go out of her way simply because Matt wasn’t prepared to go out of his. That was why she had a maid, after all - even when it came to punishing him, Matt was expected to do the work so that his mistress didn’t have to! 

There had been one fateful evening where Louise had been thoroughly exasperated with her maid, finding fault with pretty much every aspect of his performance and appearance. His stockings had snagged, his suspenders were uneven and his apron strings were untidy, not to mention his hair, which stuck out in ungainly tufts beneath his frilly headband. Then there was the way he kept having to adjust his bra straps, evidently not having tightened them enough to keep them from slipping down, quite apart from his habit of fiddling with himself down below as his panties showed a similar lack of support. He’d overlooked the grime behind the taps of the bathroom sink, left mud on the back doormat from traipsing in and out of the garden and omitted to clean the mantelpiece entirely. All in all, it was hardly his finest moment as Louise’s maid, with everything seeming to go wrong at once for the feminized man, an unusual lack of attention on his part being made up for in abundance by his wife who, in far from a good mood, took that evening to put him under special scrutiny. 

Louise hadn’t known where to start when it came to correcting her maid, sending him upstairs in disgrace to write out ten pages of lines but not actually specifying what those lines should be. That had put Matt in even more of a quandary than he already found himself in, not daring to ask his mistress what he should write for fear of piquing her anger further. Adopting his familiar seat at the writing desk, he’d stared at the blank pad of paper for several minutes before coming to the 4

conclusion that his lines would need to encompass everything his wife had found fault with earlier. To miss anything out would be to run the risk of incurring her further wrath, Matt knew, aware that he needed to show to his mistress that he understood just how much he’d let her down, his lines not only reflecting this but offering an apology at the same time. It had taken a while before he’d been able to put pen to paper, finding it far harder to turn his thoughts into words than it would have been to simply copy out a line provided for him again and again. 

The ten page essay that had resulted had been more of a rambling stream of consciousness than anything else, but Louise had taken the trouble to read through all of it when he’d finally gone downstairs and contritely proffered the pile of paper to his wife. He’d stood in front of her with bated breath as she’d quickly leafed through the sheaf of ink-covered sheets before returning to the first page and paying more careful attention to what was written on it. Hardly daring to breath, let alone move, Matt had found his muscles had become quite stiff by the time his wife finally let the essay drop into her lap, his efforts at the writing desk evidently having paid off in terms of mollifying her as she sternly exhorted him to take more care in future before bidding him closer and proffering an affectionate kiss, ruffling his hair playfully before discharging him from her service for the evening. Matt had curtsied and gone to get changed in preparation for bed, never thinking that his impromptu attempt at an apology might have longer lasting ramifications. 

For the most part, Matt performed his duties as a maid admirably, such that he only occasionally required punishment. Louise was far from being a cruel or sadistic mistress, only employing chastisement when it was strictly warranted, and Matt had been in her service for long enough for her to have smoothed out most of his rough edges. Moreover, being punished had a way of focusing his mind, encouraging him to pay extra attention so as not to warrant any further correction. That was, after all, the point of such discipline, with his wife ordinarily never dreaming of ill-treating a man she loved dearly, however much she might delight in having him submit to her as her maid, feminized from head to toe to emphasise his place. As such, several weeks elapsed before Louise next had call to punish her husband, but she clearly hadn’t forgotten about the incident with the essay, even if Matt had failed to learn all the lessons he might have done from it - his bra straps once again proving problematic, forever sliding down his shoulders as though they had a life of their own. 

In the past, that might have warranted Matt writing out “I must pay more attention to my bra straps” a thousand times, but now Louise expected him to write an essay on the subject, setting him two thousand words on the topic of

“The importance of the brassière to the male maid”. Matt had never stopped to think about why his wife insisted he wear a bra as part of his uniform, taking the 5

feminine garment and the huge false breasts it supported as part and parcel of his feminization. His fully padded bras might be impossible to ignore under the figure hugging satin of his maid’s uniform, but beyond the irritation of having to keep their straps in place, he’d never ascribed them any special value, considering bras an adjunct to the bouncing bosom they contained. Now, forced to dredge the back of his mind for anything that could help make up the word count, Matt found himself gaining new insight into this most womanly of attire, realising for the first time just how different a bra was to, say, a pair of panties. He waxed lyrical about why even an unpadded brassière would impose itself upon the male wearer before moving on to express his envy of how his wife filled her bras so perfectly and the pleasure he took in washing them for her - it befitting a maid to be similarly attired himself while doing so. 

Once again, Louise had had him stand before her while she read through his essay, humming and tutting to herself as she worked her way through its pages. 

His cursive handwriting could do with a little more attention, she told him when she finally made it to the end of his missive, and its conclusion was weak, but otherwise she was satisfied with her husband’s efforts, noting his remarks about unpadded bras with a wicked grin. “Perhaps I should have you wear one even when you’re out of uniform”, she suggested mischievously, leafing through the pages of Matt’s essay until she’d found the passage in question, quoting it verbatim as her husband began to regret what he had written. “A man in a brassière knows his place. Even a plain unpadded one is sure to make him behave”, she’d intoned solemnly, before raising her eyebrows askance at Matt’s suggestion that

“Men don’t wear bras. Only women do”, her husband’s feminized figure clearly contradicting his written words on the subject. 

Finding himself wearing bras more often as a result would hardly be the only time that Matt’s writing would prove the instrument of his own demise. Essays about how a male maid ought to punished for letting his mistress down were a punishment in themselves, with Matt torn between not wanting to give his wife ideas and knowing he had to write about something. The stainless steel dildo he was currently impaled upon was the result of letting Louise know on an earlier occasion just how uncomfortable he found it to take such an intimate intruder, his wife having added the unremovable attachment to his assignments thereafter to make them even more difficult for him. She’d gradually refined the process in other ways too, allowing him to use the computer to draft his words before writing them out longhand, a privilege he had earned only at the cost of having to compose a far more coherent piece about whatever subject Louise set him. 

With the apparently boundless reference library of the Internet to hand, Matt had been asked to write treatises about the work of the historical maidservants 6

whose role he aped, expected to turn in essays about how their dress differed from the obscene pastiche of a maid’s uniform he was expected to work in, or describe in detail their daily routine. These were all subjects he had known nothing about prior to being set such subjects to write about, but now he was a walking encyclopaedia on such matters, able to expound at length about what life would have been like for him had he been born a humble serving girl a hundred years ago. 

Locked in his impenetrable chastity belt, there was no danger of Matt becoming distracted by less academic material, no matter how often he stumbled across pictures of busty nymphs performing intimate services on their masters wearing little more than a skimpy satin apron or men dressed just as he was, showing off their submission for all to see. He soon learnt to filter out such results from his searches, finding the frustration the belt engendered in him too much to want to peruse such titillating images at length. 

Still no further on with his current essay, Matt wondered if he should seek inspiration from the Internet, but doubted he could phrase a question precisely enough to return anything useful. No, the words he needed to write would have to come from within him, his wife having given her errant maid all afternoon to ruminate on his thousand word apology for showing her up in front of her guest. Thinking matters over would be sure to give him a much deeper insight into what he had done wrong than merely saying sorry, no matter how much he prostrated himself in the process, which was why Louise had sent him to the study to reflect on his behaviour. Perhaps it would be best to start by making notes, Matt pondered, listing everything he needed to cover in summary form before fleshing out the details further in due course. He would need to apologise for each of his indiscretions in turn - his clumsiness, his inappropriate language and the way in which he had exposed himself - in addition to describing how he should have behaved, painting a picture of the perfect maid not only to his wife but also to himself, giving him something to live up to in future. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Matt shifted uneasily on his chair, receiving a renewed reminder about the presence of the stainless steel dildo as the movement of his body caused the intimate intruder to press even deeper. There was precious little give in his chastity device, the tight fitting contraption deliberately designed to hug his body with its unyielding steel, but while the few millimetres of motion offered nothing in the way of purchase for a prying finger, the slight shift was still enough to penetrate the impaled maid further. His posture already restrained by the presence of the stiff metal band locked in place around his waist, Matt had found himself becoming increasingly restless, unable to find a position that remained comfortable for any 7

length of time as he sat in front of the computer. Quite apart from the dildo attached to it, the chastity belt itself was hardly the most agreeable of underwear on which to rest the weight of his body, its metal penis tube pressing against his perineum, separating his balls to either side of it in the process. As awkward as that might be, it was far preferable to sitting less upright, the stainless steel shaft sure to delve even deeper into him if he dared slouch back on his buttocks. 

If nothing else, Matt had the outline of an essay now, although he still had his work cut out for him if he was turn the couple of screens of fragmentary ideas into something suitable for his wife to read, let alone a work that was exactly one thousand words long. Then there was the small matter of copying everything out from the screen onto stationery that could hardly be described as manly, the pastel pink paper perfectly in keeping for the feminine thoughts that Matt would be transcribing in due course, matching his uniform to a tee. Naturally, he would be expected to do so in his best handwriting throughout, carefully copying everything down using a pen that was just as girly, its candy coloured body embedded with sparkly glitter as it left a trail of red ink whilst expressing the apology of the feminized man who wrote with it. Even that would take a while if Matt wasn’t to make any mistakes, meaning that he needed to allow ample time rather than end up rushing things because he’d spent too long staring at the computer screen that even now frustrated him as he searched for words to expand upon his initial thoughts with. 

The sound of the doorbell cut Matt’s train of thoughts short. Despite being sent up to the study, Louise had not relieved her maid of his other duties, expecting him to attend to her needs even as he sought to make up for letting her down earlier. 

The position of the study at the front of the house allowed Matt to discreetly look down out of its window, taking care to avoid revealing his feminized form to anyone who might happen to be looking up at him. Although Louise had spoken of the possibility of Rachael visiting again that afternoon, her friend evidently not having been put off by Matt’s disgraceful display the day before, he had no guarantee that the caller was indeed her until he caught sight of the familiar brunette curls below, albeit at an unusual angle. After all, it would have been perfectly plausible for the bell to have been rung by a delivery driver or even a door to door salesman, all of whom Matt would have been expected to deal with, knowing he mustn’t spare his own blushes so as to save his mistress the trouble of attending to such mundane matters. 

After an undignified dash down the stairs as fast as his stiletto heels would allow, Matt regained his composure just in time to open the door to the house with a practised grace that suggested he’d been standing next to it all along. This time, Matt was the very model of humility and decorum as he invited his wife’s 8

guest inside, taking her coat and hanging it carefully on the hatstand without the slightest hint of inappropriate language or behaviour on his part. Even if he had had cause to bend down in front of her, there would be no way that Rachael would be able to see anything untoward if she happened to look up his skirt - at least, nothing more than the colour of his pretty pink panties. The impenetrable steel of his chastity belt saw to that, ensuring that his penis was kept so far out of sight that it couldn’t come out of its metal confines even if he wanted it to, let alone by accident. His wife’s friend would be blissfully unaware of the torment the contraption imposed upon the feminized man who served her, the dildo it kept deep inside him a secret she need never know about unless Louise chose to enlighten her about how she chose to chastise her husband. Only Matt would be affected by it, all too conscious of the dildo’s presence as he escorted Rachael through to the lounge. 

Despite her reaction the previous day, Rachael had long since grown used to being waited upon by a feminized male maid and thus paid little attention to Matt as he minced along the hallway ahead of her so as to be able to open the door to the lounge for his wife’s guest. The swish of his voluminous petticoats did little to silence the click clack of his stiletto heels on the polished wooden floor, whereas his bra was unable to keep its silicone contents from bouncing up and down in time to his step, his bust acquiring a distinct rhythm that persisted for a moment or two after he’d stopped to show Rachael into the lounge. Louise was seated in her favourite armchair in the corner of the room, but soon rose to greet her guest, the two women ignoring Matt completely as they embraced one another and kissed each other’s cheeks affectedly. Hovering for a moment to see whether his mistress would require anything further from her maid, it soon became clear to Matt that his services were no longer called for, at least for the moment, and so he quietly slipped out of the door back into the hallway again, returning upstairs to resume his essay where he had left off. 

Rachael’s unexpected arrival put a new perspective on things, however. It was not just his wife whom he had let down, but her friend as well, the woman whom he had just escorted into the house having been treated to a most disgraceful display at his expense. Admittedly, her shriek had been more one of hilarity than horror, the sight of a distinctly masculine appendage dangling between his feminized legs no doubt coming as something as a surprise to Rachael. His could hardly have been the first penis that she had ever seen, albeit perhaps not in that particular context, clean shaven and presented against a background of pretty pink panties and snow white petticoats. His hairless member would have seemed more like a boy’s than a man’s as it peeked out from among the satin and lace, flopping around limply rather than stiff and hard as a woman used to her husband’s might 9

imagine. No wonder Rachael had been so amused by the sight of it, letting out a laugh that had earned him a thousand word writing assignment. 

What was his role in relation to Rachael? That, after all, was the subject that he was meant to be writing about. Matt certainly knew his place as far as his relationship with Louise was concerned, a complicated combination of husband and maid that saw him utterly obedient to and yet profoundly adoring of the woman he knew loved him just as much as he loved her, however much she might impose her will upon him at times. No amount of discipline could ever disguise how much affection his wife and mistress felt for him, nor cause him to feel any less for her. He might hate the imposition of the chastity belt’s dildo, let alone the more uncomfortable punishments Louise might resort to if his writing assignments failed to meet her exacting standards, but deep down he knew it was all intended to make him a better maid and husband, motivating him to do his best for his wife, and indeed, for himself. Serving Louise around the house brought them closer together in a way that benefited them both, allowing both husband and wife to relinquish responsibility for aspects of their lives that they found tiresome. 

Louise was no longer burdened with the household chores, whereas Matt was freed from having to make all but the most trivial of decisions, his submissive, feminine role a far cry from hustle and bustle of competing male egos that he had to contend with at work. 

How did Rachael fit into this equation? Matt doubted that the brunette saw him as anything other than a common or garden servant, interacting him with him just as she might a waitress or shop assistant. She was always polite and courteous towards him, never taking advantage of him or teasing him unduly about his predicament - something that would have been all too easy, given how ludicrous he looked in candy coloured satin and lace, a silly, frilly sissy maid whose angular jaw and manly shoulders could never be fully disguised. Despite such tell-tale signs of masculinity, quite apart from having seen his manhood first-hand, there was no way that Rachael would regard him as a man like her own husband, a big burly fellow whom Matt couldn’t possibly imagine ever helping out around the house, let alone all dolled up in a pretty little maid’s uniform. He wouldn’t find himself trapped in the confines of a chastity belt, nor ever allow himself to be penetrated by the stainless steel intruder that even now reminded Matt of his submission to his wife. Rachael would enjoy quite a different relationship to her spouse than Louise did with Matt, and as such, her friend’s feminized husband would come as quite a contrast to her. 

As one of his wife’s guests, it was Matt’s duty to serve Rachael just as he would his mistress, being on hand to make her life easier for the duration of her visit. While it was unlike that she would make demands of him directly, it was nevertheless 10

his responsibility to pre-empt Rachael’s needs, just as he had taken her coat and escorted her through to the lounge without explicitly being asked to do so. He was expected to ensure that her visit went smoothly whilst remaining unobtrusive himself, blending into the background except when his services were required. His presence should never be off-putting or intrusive, his appearance serving to emphasise his submissive role rather than alarm or offend. Needless to say, making a scene by exposing his underwear, let alone his body, was beyond the pale - however amusing Rachael might have found the brief glimpse of his penis as it escaped his panties, neither were appropriate to put on display unless Louise instructed him otherwise. Sometimes his wife’s friends were curious as to what he wore beneath his petticoats when they were first introduced to her maid, but beyond being humiliatingly manhandled to satisfy their curiosity, Matt was expected to keep himself decent despite the perilously short skirt of his uniform and the frequency with which he found himself bending over during the course of his service. 

Rachael had never been particularly interested in Matt’s uniform, expressing a stunned surprise when she first laid eyes on its clinging pink satin but soon coming to take him for granted on her regular visits. Some of Louise’s friends never tired in making a fuss of him, asking the feminized man the most awkward and embarrassing questions about every aspect of his service and attire as he escorted them into the house or waited upon them in the lounge, much to his wife’s amusement. Louise neither encouraged them nor deterred them from doing so, allowing each of her guests to form their own relationship with her maid naturally -

some playful and teasing, others curt and contemptuous, but all ultimately coming to accept him in their own way. Matt did his best to be polite and courteous throughout, humbly serving his mistress’s friends no matter what they thought of him, his deference and decorum helping to put even the most disdainful or derisive of women at their ease in due course. He suffered the cold stares and the cheeky lifting of his petticoats with equally good grace, doing his duty for Louise regardless of the attitude of her guests, exactly as it befitted a maid to do for her mistress. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Matt was just getting into the flow of writing again when he was interrupted again, this time by the muffled ringing of a bell from downstairs. It was a sound that he instinctively associated with Louise, the handbell from which the note originated one that she kept with her when he was elsewhere, allowing his wife to summon her maid to her side in an instant without having to suffer the ignominy of calling up the stairs for him. Just as the sound of the doorbell had stirred Matt 11

into action, so too did the handbell, even though it had barely been a couple of minutes since the feminized maid had resumed his seat in the study. Nevertheless, he knew he had no choice but to scurry downstairs again to see what his mistress and her guest required - that, after all, was the lot of a maid, and Matt was in no position to argue, no matter how hard it would be to complete his assignment if the afternoon continued like this. He left the paragraph he had been writing in mid-sentence and hurtled down the stairs once more, hand sliding down the painted banister so as to keep himself from falling if he happened to trip up on his stilettos in the process. Five inch heels were hardly the most practical of footwear for racing about the house, but they were what Louise wanted her maid to wear and so Matt did. 

Despite his frantic dash down the stairs, Matt adopted a more genteel gait as he let himself into the lounge, leaving his wife and her guest none the wiser as to the trouble the sudden summons had put him to. The two ladies were engaged in an animated discussion which paused only momentarily as Louise caught sight of her feminized husband standing in the doorway, directing him to fetch them tea before continuing where she had left off in her espousal of whatever it was she was so enthusiastic about - Matt was unable to tell exactly what in the few moments he remained within earshot. Knowing from experience not to close a door that he would be returning to shortly afterwards whilst carrying a heavy tray of tea things, yet not wanting to let it bang as it would if he let it follow its own course, Matt quietly pulled the door to behind him before scurrying down the hall once more, this time in the direction of the kitchen. 

Fetching tea was a task so familiar to the feminized maid that Matt could almost do it in his sleep, readying everything he needed with a practised proficiency while he waited for the kettle to boil. After rinsing out the white porcelain teapot with a little boiling water, he added just the right quantity of tea leaves before pouring in the rest of the kettle’s contents. With a maid always on hand to look after such matters, Louise had long ago forsaken the convenience of teabags, preferring what she termed a “proper brew” now that Matt took care of all the bother, one of the very first things he had learnt to do for her around the house. In tried and tested tradition, the teapot went on a tray along with a matching milk jug and sugar bowel, together with two cups and saucers for his wife and her guest. A tea strainer and teaspoons completed things, allowing Matt to begin carrying the tray down the hallway, taking the utmost care given his precariously high stiletto heels. If nothing else, the slow pace his footwear enforced upon him gave the tea time to brew, but Matt nevertheless felt somewhat guilty at the thought of keeping the two ladies in the lounge waiting as he made his way back towards them. 
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Neither Louise nor Rachael seemed to have noticed how long Matt had been gone for, however, still engaged in a discussion that was just as animated as it had been when he had left. Indeed, his wife seemed more put out by his unspoken suggestion that the two ladies put their discourse on hold while he poured their tea, continuing her side of the conversation even as her friend fell silent at Matt’s return. Mincing over to the small side table in the corner of the room, the feminized man dropped to his knees, all too conscious of the stabbing presence of the dildo deep within him as he balanced the need to maintain his modesty against the imposition of his chastity belt, the rigid band around his waist enforcing a certain posture no matter how much he might try to defy it. Still, it was imperative that he shouldn’t expose his behind to Rachael as he poured her tea, taking directions from his wife’s friend about how much milk and sugar to add before getting back to his feet to present her with the finished cup. While his petticoats flounced around in the process and he almost certainly displayed more in the way of cleavage than might be strictly appropriate under the circumstances, there was no repeat of the unfortunate incident of the day before. Rachael was left with no inkling of the stern chastity belt and its attached appendage that made Matt’s life a misery. 

Once his wife had also been served, Matt was summarily dismissed, departing the lounge with a final curtsey. It wasn’t clear whether the two ladies would help themselves to top ups as required or summon him again by means of the bell in due course, but the feminized man had been left in no doubt that his presence was no longer required. Louise hadn’t stopped talking throughout him serving her tea, speaking over her husband’s head without so much looking him in the eye as she took the steaming cup from him. Matt didn’t take it personally however -

indeed, he welcomed the opportunity to get back to his assignment, knowing that however indifferent his wife might be towards her maid at the moment, she would be taking a very keen interest in him later that afternoon. He couldn’t afford to let her down when he was already in the doghouse, knowing that he would have to make things up to her by means of the thousand words he was still only halfway through writing. While his essay was taking form, the rough notes he had jotted down earlier now having taken on substantial amounts of flesh, Matt still had a long way to go before finally being able to pick up his pen and copy everything down off the screen - a necessary, yet far from sufficient condition for him to earn his way back into his wife’s good books, not to mention achieve release from his chastity belt and with it the torment of the merciless dildo still stuck firmly up his rear. 

♥ ♥ ♥
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Little by little, the writing assignment took shape. Matt had been called downstairs on two further occasions, the first to top up the two ladies’ tea cups as he might have foreseen, the second simply for his wife to enquire how he was getting on with his essay. That had piqued Rachael’s curiosity, but Louise hadn’t offered much in the way of explanation, suggesting to her friend that she would find out in due course when Matt returned to read out what he had written, something she expected would happen soon if he didn’t want to earn himself a second assignment on the subject of tardiness. “I doubt Rachael will want to hang around all night to hear your apology”, Louise had said sternly, and while that had left the woman in question looking thoroughly bemused, the message had certainly got home to the feminized man standing before her. Matt left the lounge knowing he would need to rewrite no small part of his essay to accommodate this unexpected addition to its audience. 

Assuming that he would only be addressing his wife, Matt had made liberal reference to his chastity belt and other aspects of his submission that he was sure Louise wouldn’t want airing in front of her friend. Rachael might have seen him all dolled up in a pretty pink maid’s uniform on countless occasions, but that was evidently the extent of her knowledge. It was impossible for a visitor to the house to ignore his outward feminization and obedience when Matt was serving as his wife’s maid, but unless Louise shared further details of her husband’s discipline, there was no reason for her guests to have any idea about what else that meant for the man whose perspective on such matters was naturally skewed by being subject to such chastisement. Even his writing assignment seemed to have come as something of a surprise to Rachael, suggesting that Louise hadn’t seen fit to mention it to her friend, having far more important matters to discuss than the minutiae of managing her household servant. Matt would need to go through his essay with that in mind, ensuring that he didn’t bewilder Rachael by casually referring to chastity belts, dildos or the like - he’d already startled her one too many times of late. 

Matt found himself under heightened pressure as it was, knowing that his wife would be expecting him to return downstairs with his finished assignment sooner rather than later. It was no easy task to reword references to the encircling steel belt and its associated appendage that even now imposed itself upon him in favour of more ambiguous suggestions about how his mistress was already taking appropriate measures to ensure there was no repeat of the offending incident, but Matt knew he had to get things right. The last thing he wanted was to find fault with his words in the midst of reading them out in front of the two ladies, having to ad lib on the fly, or worse, go back and correct himself in such a stressful situation - a guaranteed recipe for disaster. No, he needed to be sure 14

that everything was straightened out before he stepped out of the study, indeed, before he put pen to paper and started to copy out what he’d written onto the pastel pink sheets from which he’d be reading. Nor was that all he had left to do -

there was still the small matter of ensuring he had written precisely one thousand words, something that his wife would be sure to check on the computer later, her eagle eye spotting any discrepancy. 

Louise had never explicitly told him what would happen if he failed to write exactly the number of words she had asked for, but Matt could imagine some of the possibilities. He might find himself spending one day in chastity for every word over or under the thousand word target, or earn himself an hour holding two heavy buckets of water shut in a dark cupboard, both punishments he had endured in the past when he’d failed to meet her exacting requirements regarding the assignments his wife set him. Louise didn’t appear to be angry enough about his antics to adopt the cane as a means of restitution, but it wasn’t beyond the realms of possibility to imagine some multiple of strokes per missing or extra word, delivered to his buttocks or thighs without removing his chastity belt and its hateful dildo. Similar punishments were likely to ensure for spelling or grammatical errors, with Louise allowing herself a catch-all excuse for inflicting further chastisement should she feel Matt had wandered off topic. It behoved him to get things right so as to never find out what his wife might have in mind when it came to further punishments. 

There was no time to waste worrying about such consequences now, however, with Matt desperate to avoid letting his wife down again as he beavered away at the computer. After rewording anything that he thought might be inappropriate to mention in front of Rachael, Matt read through his essay twice before bringing up the window that indicated how many words he had written. It was hardly the first time he’d consulted the dialogue box during the course of the afternoon, but whereas earlier he’d used the figures it contained as a rough guide to how much more he needed to write, now the numbers were of critical importance. Last time he’d looked, he’d had slightly over a thousand words, something he hadn’t been too concerned with considering the ease with which the excess could be dealt with by culling extraneous adjectives. Now, with all the chopping and changing he’d been doing, the word count stood in the low nine hundreds, a disappointing figure which would require an awful amount of superlatives to even begin to make up. No, Matt was going to have think of something else to say, perhaps adding an extra sentence to a couple of existing paragraphs or even starting a new one. 

It was something he could do without, struggling for inspiration at the best of times, which was exactly why his wife had demanded such a stringent requirement as part of his punishment. 

Punishments were, after all, not intended to be easy or enjoyable. Like his chastity 15

belt, they were imposed only because they were necessary, not because Louise took any pleasure in having to discipline her husband. Admittedly, his wife found a great deal of amusement in keeping his manhood under lock and key on occasion, driving him wild with frustration as she slowly stripped off her clothes prior to having her maid service her in the most intimate of ways, but that was entirely separate from having him wear the belt whilst working because he couldn’t keep himself under control. In an ideal world, her maid would be entirely focused on the task at hand, keeping his mind on his work and his penis in his panties without needing it to be surrounded by stainless steel. Still, if that was what was required to keep him on the straight and narrow, then that was what Matt would wear, not imposed upon him by his mistress, but adopted out of his own free will, his desire to be a better maid for his wife meaning that he would do whatever was necessary. 

Such sentiments, were they to be appropriately rephrased for his audience, would not only make up the missing words but serve as a far better conclusion to his assignment than the reiteration of his regrets he had prior, ending his essay on a much more positive note. 

Consulting the word count again, Matt found that he was now only a handful of words short of his thousand word target. That was easily amended - “I am sorry” 

became “I am very sorry”, “humble maid” became “most humble maid” and so forth, such that Matt soon reached the magic thousand, barely scratching upon the possibilities for additional superlatives even before taking things to excess. 

Louise had quite rightly called him up on being “very, very, very, very sorry” in the past, even objecting to Matt referring to himself as her “most humble and submissive maid and servant”, but she could hardly object to him notching up his penitence a little. After all, he was simply doing what it took to obey her instructions, ensuring he had exactly one thousand words as his mistress had requested whilst not aggravating her in other ways. Finding that balance was his responsibility as her maid, just as he had instinctively known not to disturb the two ladies’ discussion for any longer than was strictly necessary while serving tea, yet carrying out that duty to the best of his abilities. 

Opening one of the drawers beneath the desk at which he sat, Matt pulled out a small pad of pastel pink paper and a similarly coloured pen before setting to work transcribing the words off the screen. There was no margin for error here, with any mistakes on a page requiring him to start again on a fresh sheet. His task was made more difficult by his heavily padded bra, with Matt’s amply enhanced bosom hanging forward so far as to impede his view of the paper, forcing him to adopt a far from natural position if he wished to ensure his lines remained perfectly straight. As befitted the kind of stationery a lady of leisure might write letters on, the delicate coloured paper was unruled, which meant that Matt had to 16

pay constant attention to avoid his writing starting to veer off at an angle. Even the slightest of slants would soon become magnified over the course of successive lines, such carelessness ultimately manifesting itself in the form of an ugly wedge of whitespace at the bottom of the page. That was another thing that would require him to repeat the exercise, again and again if needed, with Louise taking a dim view of such inattention to detail. 

Thankfully, the first sheet of Matt’s essay saw no such issues, allowing the feminized man to carefully tear it off the pad and continue with the next. His shoulders were beginning to ache from the strain of leaning forward, not helped by the pull of his bra straps, but thanks to the diminutive size of the writing paper, he had barely transcribed a fraction of his essay. The words always seemed to occupy far more space when written out than they did on screen, not to mentioning taking much longer to copy down than he imagined, even allowing for past experience. 

Moreover, there was something supremely submissive about the process, reinforcing Matt’s feminization as he painstakingly reproduced his apology in a far more intimate form than an impersonal printout. The red ink left behind by his pink pen complemented the pastel coloured stationery just as his snow white petticoats and apron completed his similarly feminine uniform, whereas the very words he was writing reminded him of his place as he combined a heartfelt apology with more abstract thoughts about the role of a maid. 

A second sheet joined the first and then a third, such that in due course Matt had a veritable stack of pink paper sitting beside the pad on the desk, every page covered with cursive handwriting more reminiscent of a teenage girl’s secret diary considering its cute and curvy nature. It was a far cry from the angular scrawl Matt might adopt when hurriedly jotting something down in the office, with every letter looking as though it had been lovingly written. The t’s had a definite wave running through them whereas the i’s were consistently dotted with little hearts, mannerisms that Louise had insisted her husband adopt for an earlier assignment and that had stuck with him ever since, becoming so second nature to him now that he was concerned they might inadvertently make an appearance when he was writing in a far less feminine role. While such details might seem of lesser importance given that Matt would be reading his essay aloud, the feminized man still paid attention to them nonetheless, not putting it past his wife to personally inspect the pages with a view to finding fault in his efforts. A missing heart would be all the excuse Louise needed if she was of a mind to punish him further or simply wanted to make her husband squirm. 

At last, Matt reached the end of the document, taking some satisfaction in the fact that his words hadn’t spilled over onto another sheet but had comfortably filled the final page, leaving only a couple of lines to spare. Gathering all the pastel coloured 17

paper together, he proceeded to read through what he had written looking for any glaring omissions, finding the words felt very familiar to him - almost as though he had known them all along. He certainly had a far better understanding of his role in relation to visitors now, the time he’d spent mulling over such matters giving him a deeper insight as to how his wife expected him to behave when serving her guests. Finding nothing amiss, Matt returned the pen and pad to the drawer, saving the document on the desktop of the computer for Louise’s later inspection before shutting the machine down and getting to his feet once more. 

Even though he had finished this part of his assignment, there was no time for the feminized man to relax, knowing that the two ladies were waiting downstairs to hear what he had to say for himself. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Louise had evidently filled her friend in a little on what to expect while Matt had been upstairs, because Rachael’s expression, whilst still one of curiosity, seemed far less puzzled than before, instead brimming with amused anticipation as she watched Matt gingerly mince into the lounge. Standing equidistantly in front of the two comfortably seated ladies, the feminized man felt their gaze burn into him as he cleared his throat, only needing the slightest of nods from his wife to indicate that he should begin his recital. Even that required him to summon all the courage he could muster, his voice breaking as he struggled to string his words together coherently, not daring to look up from his feet into the faces of the women he was addressing for fear of stalling completely. Matt had to fight back the tears that were threatening to come to his eyes as he launched into his monologue, overwhelmed with emotion as he left himself exquisitely exposed to ridicule at the hands of his wife and her friend. 

“I am very sorry if my behaviour yesterday caused any offence”, he began. “It was inappropriate and unacceptable for me to be so careless”, he stammered, directing his words at the side table between the two ladies so as to address both of them without having to look at either. His apology was similarly ambiguous, carefully worded so as not to explicitly mention how he had shown himself up, at least not in so far as exposing himself was concerned. After all, there was no nice way for a man to speak of having allowed his penis to slip out of his panties in front of another woman, not without running the risk of causing further offence. 

“I have not only let myself down, but my mistress and her esteemed guest too. 

It is not the role of a maid to make a scene in front of visitors. A maid’s place is to be there when needed but otherwise remain unnoticed”, he continued, subtly shifting the subject onto safer ground, finding his feet again as he began to wax lyrical about the role of the maid. 
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Nevertheless, there was no denying his humility as he stood in front of the two women, his knees primly pressed together to keep them from shaking. Matt was distinctly unsteady atop his five inch stilettos, his face flushed just as pink as the pastel coloured paper from which he was reading from. Despite being clad from head to toe in luscious lace and silky satin, he may as well have been completely naked given how ashamed he felt, knowing that his wife and her friend would be staring at him as he stumbled through the seemingly endless pages of his essay. 

Would Rachael be looking at his unmanly chest, the bulging bust complete with pert nipples that protruded through the pink satin of his uniform? Or would her attention be drawn further down his body, her eye caught by the mass of frothy white petticoats that clung around his thighs, perhaps hoping to catch sight of what lay beneath? Matt was sure the mirthful shriek that had accompanied his inadvertent exposure the day before would pale in comparison to how Rachael would react were she discover what he was now hiding under his skirt. The stern stainless steel both around and within him was bound to elicit whoops of laughter as the woman insisted on seeing for herself just how Louise kept her husband under control, as ignominious as that would be. 

Considering how he was standing up and she was sitting down, it was plausible that his petticoats did absolutely nothing to hide Matt’s chastity belt, its outline plainly visible through his pretty pink panties. Perhaps his wife had already shared his embarrassing secret with her friend, the two of them only waiting for Matt to finish his monologue before embarking on a full inspection of his steel underwear. 

He found himself unconsciously pressing his hands down over his dainty little apron in a vain attempt to make himself less vulnerable to such advances, looking down the length of his feminized body as he struggled to make out the words he had written through increasingly moist eyes. “It is my duty to serve my mistress’s guests just as I would serve my mistress”, he spluttered. “I must anticipate their needs and act accordingly. When spoken to, I must be polite and courteous. I must ensure I look presentable at all times and that my appearance never causes alarm or distress”. It was hardly the most flowing of monologues, Matt thought, sounding far better when he’d had it on screen, but it was too late to make any adjustments now - all he could do was to continue to the bitter end and hope Louise found his essay acceptable. 

Wondering how his wife’s friend might be taking things, Matt chanced a glimpse at Rachael, but immediately regretted doing so. The brunette had a broad grin on her face, watching the feminized man in front of her with rapt attention as she stared straight into his eyes, causing him to hurriedly look down at his feet once more. Faltering for a moment, Matt struggled to recover his composure, losing his place in the sea of words that seemed to swim in front of him until he 19

finally found where he had been, talking about how his own needs must come a distant second to those of any visitors. Nevertheless, he was certainly taking centre stage right now, knowing that his wife would be paying as much attention to him as her friend even though having him perform for her like this was no novelty for Louise. Demonstrating that he understood what he had done wrong, showing an appreciation for how his indiscretions affected his mistress and letting her know how he would make amends certainly put him in his place far more effectively than mere physical chastisement, although the stainless steel dildo had inflicted more than its fair share of the latter over the course of the afternoon, its punishing intrusion still pressing firmly up his buttocks. 

The previous pages had been covered with curvy red writing, but the one that Matt now turned to had a gap of a couple of lines at the bottom, signifying that his ordeal was coming to an end. Despite returning to the subject of how he had disgraced himself, Matt felt his heart lift as he expounded on how he would take greater care in future. “With the help of my mistress, I am already taking steps to avoid any further repeat of such a shameful incident”, he said, obliquely referring to how Louise had insisted he wear the chastity belt, before adding rather more reluctantly, “I will continue to do whatever is necessary to ensure her guests are treated with the respect they deserve”. His wife would take that as carte blanche to keep him chastity more regularly, but under the circumstances, Matt had had no choice but to offer to do so, knowing that Louise would be far less forgiving should he show her up again in future. No, he had already resigned himself to regarding the unyielding steel as part of his uniform henceforth, hoping that his behaviour wouldn’t necessitate the addition of its uncomfortable appendage on anything more than an occasional basis. 

Now that he’d finally come to the end of what he’d written, Matt was unsure of what to do next, proffering a curtsey towards each of the two women in turn in lieu of any better ideas. His apology had evidently met with Rachael’s approval, the brunette clapping her hands enthusiastically when it became clear that he had nothing more to say. “You’ve got him very well trained”, she laughed, with both friend and husband turning to Louise to see what she had made of her maid’s performance. “Not well enough”, Louise said sternly, before her face lightened into a smile, “but it will do for now. Perhaps my maid would care to tidy the tea things away rather than just idly standing around. I’ll call for you when Rachael is ready to leave”. Her instructions gave Matt the direction he needed, taking the spotlight off him as he ceased to be the centre of attention, but not before his wife had ruffled his hair as he bend down at the table beside her, giving him a playful pat on the backside when he turned to leave the room. It was clear that he had atoned for his previous misdemeanours, not just in her eyes but in those 20

of her friend, wiping the slate clean and allowing Matt to return to his regular duties - albeit still impaled upon the far less forgiving dildo. 

That remained in place until Rachael had departed, Matt helping his wife’s friend into her coat and seeing her out of the door without further incident. Louise had insisted on checking the word count of his essay on the computer, but once she was satisfied that her husband had indeed completed his assignment to her satisfaction, she wasted no time in releasing him from his chastity belt, directing him to take his panties and petticoats off then hold his skirt up while she set to work with the radial key. With a plop, Matt finally expelled the stainless steel shaft that had been the source of so much anguish for him that afternoon, instinctively clenching and unclenching his buttocks to savour the feeling now that he was no longer being stretched by the intimate intruder. “You’d better go and clean that”, his wife said softly, handing her husband the bulky steel contraption, still warm with the heat of his body. “After all, you’ll be wearing most of it again for me tomorrow, won’t you?”. Matt knew he had already promised as much, but now was his time to reiterate his commitment to doing whatever it took to be the best maid for his wife. “Yes, Mistress!”. 


21

22

The Disgraced Domestic

“What on earth do you think you’re doing?”. Maria’s shrill voice woke Will from his slumbers with a start, the idle daydreams he’d been enjoying only moments earlier evaporating in an instant. He shook his head in an attempt to throw off the fog of sleep, still regaining his bearings as he returned rudely to consciousness. 

His wife was standing in the doorway to their bedroom with her hands on her hips, her figure silhouetted by the glare of the light in the hallway beyond. It was impossible to make out her expression as a result, but there was no mistaking her anger as she strode forcefully into the room. 

As Will became more accustomed to his surroundings, he discovered that he was sprawled across their marital bed, his arms wrapped around the pillow that he was snuggled up with, a pillow that had evidently come from his wife’s side of the bed judging by the absence of one there. Releasing his unlikely sleeping partner from his unconscious embrace, Will rolled over onto his back and stretched out his arms, realising for the first time that he was wearing his maid’s uniform. Its short satin skirt and voluminous petticoats were hitched up around his waist, whereas its apron was in a similar state of disarray, having rolled underneath his body such that only its unkempt bow was now visible. 

Maria was standing by the side of the bed now, making no attempt to disguise her disgust as she looked down upon her dishevelled husband who was making a frantic but ultimately futile effort to sort himself out, jerking his skirt down in an attempt to cover the panties that he’d inadvertently put on display. With his apron still squashed beneath his body, there was no way he could make himself look anything approaching presentable without standing up and starting again from scratch, such that Will found himself facing his wife looking as rumpled as he felt, still coming to terms with being so rudely awoken from his sleep. Maria was clearly not in the mood for sympathy, however, her voice impinging upon him with a renewed loudness as he struggled to sit up and regain a degree of dignity, as impossible as that seemed under the circumstances. 
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“I asked my maid a question. What on earth do you think you’re doing?”, Maria repeated, but her question was evidently rhetorical this time, judging by how she continued her tirade. “I asked you to make the bed, not fall asleep in it! You’re meant to be my maid, not some kind of lazy layabout. You’ve not even taken your shoes off, you slovenly girl!”. Will looked down to discover that his wife was, as always, quite correct - his six inch stilettos remained firmly buckled around his ankles, even though their heels were dragging against the delicate pastel peach of the duvet he was sprawled over. Keen to avoid adding insult to injury, Will quickly lifted his feet off the bed, then found himself in the predicament of not knowing what to do with them, his wife blocking the obvious place for him to put them down. Given the situation, he could hardly ask her to move out of the way, yet returning them to the bed would be utterly inexcusable, serving only to inflame his wife’s anger. 

In the end, Will found himself having to shuffle ignominiously down the bed, his skirt and petticoats riding up beneath him as his wife continued to berate him for his dereliction of duty. “I shouldn’t have to keep checking up on you like this”, she scolded him, thankfully still too worked up about catching him asleep on the job to have noticed that her husband’s panties had once again become exposed. 

“I would have expected you to have finished the bedroom and the bathroom by now, but what do I find? My maid fancies a nap and so the bed is a mess. If that duvet’s filthy, you’re going to pay for it, mark my words”, she lambasted him. 

“Shoes on the bed, indeed!”. 

“Please, Mistress, I can explain”, Will pleaded, but his voice trailed off when he realised that there was no excuse for his actions. He had managed to work his way sufficiently far down the bed to allow him to finally put his feet on the floor, sitting upright as he attempted to sort out the mess that his apron had become. 

It would need retying in due course, but now was not the time for that, he judged

- better to make the best of a bad situation and quickly fix it so that it was at least the right way round for now. His bra straps had slipped down his arms too, Will realised as he felt their elastic restrict his efforts to rotate his apron, but his wife wouldn’t be aware of that unless she went out of her way to find fault with her maid’s appearance. He’d wait until she’d left before rescuing them rather than drawing attention to yet another aspect of the dishevelled mess he’d allowed himself to become - Maria had enough ammunition already without giving her any more! 

“No, don’t bother”, Maria said curtly. “I don’t want to hear your excuses. You can show you’re sorry once you’ve tidied up the mess you’ve made here. I want the bed made as it should have been and the bathroom cleaned as it should have been, and I want them done double quick. Don’t you dare think of cutting any 24

corners, however. You’re in enough trouble as it is!”. “Yes, Mistress! Sorry, Mistress!”, Will said meekly, but his wife wasn’t listening, already striding out of the room again. Only when she got to the doorway did she turn and face her husband, who had got to his feet in the meantime and now had one arm down the scoop neck of his maid’s uniform in an attempt to rescue his errant bra straps. 

“Assuming you don’t fall asleep on the job again”, Maria said acidly, giving her husband a withering look that made her disparagement perfectly plain, “I want you to set up the stockade when you’re finished. Understood?”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

From the very beginning of his service to her, Maria had been exploring alternative avenues when it came to motivating her maid, for the incident in the bedroom was but the latest in a long line of occasions on which he had not met her exacting standards. Will was far from a reluctant servant, but often his desires were at odds with those of his mistress - whereas he would have been quite happy dressing up and doing a token amount of housework before giving and receiving sexual satisfaction, Maria was of the opinion that such pleasures were of secondary importance for a housemaid. While she didn’t begrudge her husband’s efforts between her legs, relishing the selfless devotion she often asked her maid to demonstrate there, his wife felt that such service was but a small part of what a domestic servant should do for her mistress. Will often had a lackadaisical attitude towards doing the chores which she was determined to cure him of, turning him into the perfect maid no matter what it took in the way of training. 

As such, every room in the house had one or more discreet metal eyelets firmly fastened to the wall. Their true purpose was hard to fathom should any visitor happen to notice them, but they were so easily overlooked that countless guests had been through their house without anyone commenting on their presence. 

Only mistress and maid knew their meaning, with Will having become all too familiar with the fixtures he had fitted at his wife’s instructions. His maid’s uniform had seen the addition of a strong steel collar with a similar eye, which could be secured around his neck by means of a padlock to which Maria held the key. By including one end of a length of chain through this lock and fastening the other to an eyelet mounted in the wall, Will could be effectively restricted to a particular room, able to carry out his duties there unimpeded yet keeping him from wandering off elsewhere, or indeed, bothering Maria who invariably retired to another room and left her maid to get on with the chores at hand. 

With nothing else to occupy him in, say, the kitchen or the bathroom, Will was left with no choice but to perform the duties expected of him. While being confined 25

to a particular room didn’t guarantee that he would necessarily do a good job, nor stop him from slacking on the job, it certainly helped focus his mind. He couldn’t disturb his mistress every five minutes with his incessant pleading about wanting to pleasure her, nor was masturbation an option - the chastity device that Maria had fitted him with put paid to that. As such, her maid faced a stark choice -

do what was asked of him, or stand around doing nothing, knowing that doing so would not only bring him no nearer to release, but would earn his mistress’s wrath in the process. Needless to say, Will responded well to such motivation, but the system was far from perfect - he couldn’t be left to get on with all the housework without Maria having to periodically unlock and relock him, and the bulky, clanking chains were rather inconvenient, such that Maria was still looking at other ways to improve her husband’s behaviour. 

The stockade was a recent acquisition - an infernal metal contraption that was vaguely reminiscent of the old fashioned pillory that allowed a prisoner’s head and hands to be restrained while passers-by threw rotten fruit at him. Whereas Maria had no intention of degrading her husband in such a medieval manner, let alone exposing him to the kind of public ridicule that she imagined made such a punishment an effective deterrent to crime in the middle ages, the concept of rendering him completely helpless nevertheless appealed. The stockade offered the perfect way of doing so - with his hands and head locked firmly in one half of the device and his feet held fast in the other, she could impose whatever in the way of additional discipline she desired upon her maid, or simply leave him there to stew for as long as amused her. By means of a number of adjustable screws, the stockade’s captive could be positioned in all manner of uncomfortable poses that heightened his vulnerability and humiliation - as Will had learnt to his cost on the previous occasions he had been subject to it. 

The fact that his behaviour had disappointed his wife so much that she was resorting to such techniques filled Will with shame. Inadvertently falling asleep on the job had evidently angered her more than he might have expected, although it was hardly something he had done intentionally. Admittedly, he had failed to change the bed as his mistress had asked, although he had set out with good intentions. Indeed, he had got so far as to begin to remove her pillowcase, sitting on the bed with the pillow in his arms as a prelude to a rather complicated manoeuvre in which he held the corners of the pillowcase down with his feet whilst pulling the pillow out of it - a trick that he wasn’t sure that Maria would have approved of had she known, but one that was far more effective than the alternatives. The pillowcase had retained his wife’s perfume from the nights she had spent in such intimate contact with it, and the aroma had proved intoxicating. 

He’d sat there, pillow in his arms, breathing in her scent, and it all must have 26

gone wrong from there. He could see how he could have easily rolled onto the bed, promising himself he’d enjoy such innocent pleasure for just a few moments before getting back to work - and next thing he knew, he was being scolded for his wife for falling asleep on the job. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The first thing that Will attended to after his wife had stormed out of the bedroom was the matter of the duvet. More by luck than judgement, his heels didn’t appear to have left any marks on its pastel peach fabric, causing Will to let out a sigh of relief as he unfastened the press-studs and removed the duvet inside. Whilst any dirt would probably have come out in the wash, not having to worry about whether it would was a load off his mind, already burdened quite sufficiently with the prospect of being punished, not to mention being expected to complete the remainder of his chores on time. Thanks to his unscheduled nap, he was running very late, yet he knew that everything would have to be just so if he was not to disappoint his wife further. Her standards were exacting at the best of times, but under the circumstances, he could be sure his mistress would be looking to find fault with her maid’s efforts. If he took his time and did a good job, she would be sure to chastise him for keeping her waiting, whereas if he cut corners in an attempt to beat the clock, he would most definitely suffer the consequences. It was a no-win situation, but entirely his own fault - he should never have let her down like this. 

Changing the bed was difficult at the best of times, with Will’s impractical uniform hardly helping matters. His billowing petticoats and bulging bosom served only to get in the way, whereas the source of so much of his recent troubles, the six inch stiletto heels strapped to his ankles, forced him to tread carefully rather than charging about. The feminine footwear gave him a daintiness that delighted Maria, but deprived him of the speed that he could really do with in the current circumstances. Feeling precariously top heavy, the awkward bulk of the duvet threatened to unbalance him as he stuffed it into a fresh cover, recently laundered and identical to the one it was replacing save for still smelling of fabric conditioner, crisply ironed as part of one of Will’s many other duties as domestic maid. There was no room for getting things wrong here, for Maria would be sure to inspect this duvet cover as closely as she would the other, looking for stains or creases that could be laid at his feet - quite literally, for once. 

Thankfully, the recalcitrant linen eventually complied with his wishes, and soon the bed was perfectly made up again. Were it not for the fact that she had caught him out, the princess for whom it was now fit for might never know that 27

only half an hour earlier, a slovenly serving maid had been sprawled across the very same bed, the sheets and duvet as dishevelled as his uniform. The thought caused Will to smile briefly, musing that in any other household, it would be the overly feminine maid’s uniform that would prove shocking rather than its wearer taking a nap. The fact that Maria was willing to indulge him in his desire to serve as his maid, actively playing her part as mistress and lady of the house, was one that he should count himself grateful for. He wondered how many other women would countenance their husbands wearing frilly lace and satin when adopting the most humble of serving roles, even going so far as to train them to best meet their needs. Punishment was an essential part of such training on those occasions when he had grievously let his mistress down, and as such he should be grateful for Maria imposing it upon him, rather than taking her for granted. 

That didn’t make the prospect of his impending doom any easier to stomach as he set about cleaning the bathroom, making short work of the ceramic and porcelain as he gave it a once over with a detergent laden cloth. It was a routine that he’d got pretty much figured out, having cut his teeth on cleaning this room back in the days when playing the maid was a far less serious affair for him and his wife. 

Maria had been insistent that he needed to earn his keep if he was going to be allowed to dress up in the feminine finery he had begged her to accept. She’d had no problem with him wearing a maid’s uniform - indeed, she’d insisted on very particular lingerie to go underneath it - but she wanted it to become far more than just another of their bedroom games. When he’d cleaned the bathroom then she might think about allowing him to serve her in more intimate ways, she’d told him, and it had all grown from there. Soon he had taken over all of the chores, busying himself around the house while his wife sat back and relaxed, permitting him to pleasure her afterwards only if he’d done a good enough job. Otherwise he’d find himself going back and repeating whatever he’d not done to her satisfaction the first time, occasionally being punished for deliberately disobeying her or simply because she felt it appropriate. 

With only limited time before his wife would expect him downstairs, Will knew he had to prioritise matters. Where would Maria be likely to look, he wondered, trying to put himself in his wife’s shoes, albeit metaphorically speaking, to imagine what would win him the most favour in her eyes. She would be sure to want to have a bath later that evening, but from what he knew of his wife’s ablutions, she would make use of the washbasin first, using the wall mounted mirror behind it to remove her make-up and attend to other womanly matters. Then there was the matter of the toilet and its hygiene, something Maria was always a stickler for, whereas the tiled floor would also need to look its best. In short, there were precious few areas of the bathroom that Will could safely overlook. Practically 28

everything demanded his attention, yet he dreaded the thought of taking any longer than was absolutely necessary. Even now, Maria might be wondering where her maid had got to, perhaps even going so far as to summon him to her side so as to attend to her needs, something which would only highlight how much he’d let her down when she finally discovered his half finished job. There was no time for such thoughts - he needed to get a move on, even though he was also hurrying towards his eventual and inevitable punishment. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The stairs down to the cellar were treacherous at the best of times, but when one was wearing dangerously high stiletto heels as well, they became positively precarious. Resting his hand against the dank painted brick wall for support, Will gingerly made his way under the house in search of the stockade that he knew would soon become his prison. Thankfully the device did not form a regular part of their games, and as such his wife had been reluctant to give it a more prominent storage space - something that Will had no complaints about. As far as he was concerned, the further the infernal contraption could stay hidden away, the better - having it more openly on display would only give his wife unwelcome ideas about how she might discipline her maid with it. While he would be the first to admit that he deserved everything he had coming to him this time, having let his mistress down grievously by his inexcusable actions earlier, that still didn’t mean he had any enthusiasm for the punishment that was about to befall him - a punishment that he would be perversely instrumental in setting up, following his wife’s orders to prepare the device for his very own use. 

The cellar was not a place he ventured often in his role as a maid. Its single dark, musty room was used primarily for storage, housing items that, like the stockade, rarely saw the light of day. Even Maria didn’t think that there was much point in trying to keep the cellar as spotless as the rest of the house, considering that anything of value was packed away in boxes or stacked on shelves, such that beyond fetching things for her mistress, Will’s duties down here were restricted to the occasional tidying up or sorting out. Only when Maria wanted to punish him did she send him down here in anger, perhaps setting her maid the impossible task of making everything gleam with a view to finding fault with his efforts, or simply leaving him in the dark to stew in his own guilt for a while after he had let her down. 

There was, for instance, the time when she had caught him with his hand down his panties while he should have been working. He was ostensibly inspecting the bathroom mirror that he had just cleaned, but there was no doubt about his 29

true intentions, touching himself as he stared at the feminized reflection in the gleaming silvered glass. Maria had seen through his feeble excuses just as clearly, and had sent him down to the cellar to reflect upon his actions, telling him that he could masturbate to his heart’s content down there. She’d locked the door behind her and turned the light off from the other side, leaving her disgraced maid in the dark. He’d felt the dampness of the cold concrete slowly seep through his panties as he sat on the bottommost step, the chill of the air on the flesh of his thighs that neither stocking tops nor petticoats covered. Despite the situation, temptation had got the better of him and he’d enjoyed a few moments of selfish pleasure before shooting his load in his hand, only realising after it was too late that there was no way to dispose of such incriminating evidence when he couldn’t even see what he was doing. 

He had toyed with simply wiping the mess off on his uniform and facing the consequences, but he knew that Maria would quite rightly regard that as grounds for further punishment and he dreaded to think what that might involve. Even smearing the contents of his slimy hands on or even in one of the many boxes lying around ran the risk that he would get caught sooner or later - perhaps not immediately, although Maria would be more than likely to give the cellar a cursory inspection, but in due course the truth was bound to come out. How could he explain the congealed cum stains on the important memorabilia or family heirlooms that the box he chose at random would be sure to contain? In the dark, and with one hand out of action thanks to its contents, it would be next to impossible to rule that risk out. As he frantically tried to picture the cellar in his mind, Will knew that everywhere was either too obvious or too dangerous -

something he’d wished he’d realised earlier. 

With his sticky ejaculate starting to drip through his fingers, Will had been forced of dispose of it the only way he knew how - by consuming it himself. The taste of his own cum had haunted him for the remainder of his stay in the cellar, an imprisonment which had seemed like an age thanks to having no indication of time passing. Now deeply regretting the momentary pleasure that masturbation had brought him, Will found himself learning his lesson far more effectively than any amount of scolding from Maria would have achieved, although his wife did not go easy on him in that regard. With the sudden blinding light of the single dim ceiling bulb giving him no more than a moment’s warning of her impending arrival, he felt his shame illuminated as though by a spotlight as he stood up to face the figure silhouetted in the doorway. It was not just his face that gave away his guilt, Maria told him later as she lectured him about the evils of self abuse, but the unmistakable traces of dried semen in his panties. There was no fooling his mistress. 
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The dank smell of the damp cellar brought such memories flooding back, now inextricably linked with the distinctive taste of his own ejaculate and the shame he’d felt afterwards. Despite the prospect of impending punishment, Will was thankful that his current visit to the cellar would be far briefer - a case of finding the stockade amongst everything else and lugging it back up the stairs for his mistress’s pleasure. As he’d been responsible for putting this most hateful of devices away after his last encounter with it, he knew exactly where to find the stockade, its heavy steel components stacked against a set of shelves in the corner, waiting to be reconstituted into the instrument of punishment that would soon teach this errant maid the error of his ways. 

Designed to pack away flat, the stockade was composed of three main pieces - one which would imprison his head and hands like a pillory, one which would do the same for his feet like stocks and a third into which the other two bolted, running perpendicular to them and forming the body of the device that ensured its prisoner was completely restricted. Once locked inside, his body weight would keep the entire contraption on the ground, the pillory and the stocks each preventing the other from moving because of how they were attached to the stockade’s body. 

By means of adjustable screws, its length could be adjusted to squash its captive or to stretch him out, whereas the height of each of its openings could be raised or lowered to put him in whatever position his mistress desired. A set of stout padlocks ensured there was no possibility of escape for the poor maid trapped within its embrace, forced to serve out his penance until his jailer saw fit to release him. 

Although not exceptionally heavy, the individual pieces of the stockade were sufficiently bulky and cumbersome to make carrying more than one of them up the steep cellar stairs far too risky a proposition to be considered whilst wearing six inch stiletto heels, forcing Will to take them one at a time. After a fourth trip for the bag of padlocks and bolts that he’d foolishly forgotten, he shut the cellar door behind him, bending down on his knees before the pile of metalwork that would soon become his prison so as to get the best hold of it before stumbling in the direction of the lounge in which he hoped he would find his wife. Even this required a compromise - the steel was cold and clammy, such that he instinctively wanted to hold it at arms length so as to avoid getting any dirt or mould on his white satin apron, but doing so ran a greater risk of bumping into something. Chipping the paintwork or, heaven forbid, damaging the furniture with the chunky metal framework was more than he cared to consider, knowing that he was already in his mistress’s bad books. It behoved him to ensure he gave her no further grounds for punishing him. 

Thankfully, Will managed to make the journey without incident and a cursory 31

glance down suggested his uniform had survived unscathed - at least, it would pass a casual inspection by his mistress. Certainly, Maria didn’t seem overly interested in her maid as he struggled through the door to the lounge, barely lifting her eyes from her book as he carefully put the pile of steel down in front of him so as to be able to curtsey. With no instruction immediately forthcoming from her, it was down to him to hesitantly broach the subject. “Where would you like your maid to set up the stockade, mistress?”, he asked obsequiously, knowing better than to look her in the eye as he spoke. Perhaps he should have asked her that first, he considered - it would be just his luck if she wanted him to set it up in the cellar, not least in terms of the wasted journey. The prospect of being confined in the cold and the dark in such a contraption caused him to shudder, but thankfully Maria was not feeling that cruel - or, at least, had other ideas when it came to punishing her maid. 

“You clearly need a reminder of your place”, she told him sternly, “so I think I’ll have your head at my feet”. As if to emphasise this, she uncrossed her nylon clad legs and allowed the patent leather heel that had been suspended in the air to join its sister on the carpet in front of the sofa, tapping its toes so as to indicate what she meant before returning her attentions to her book. That still left the question of how the rest of the stockade should be arranged, but Will regarded it as a fair bet that his wife would want to look along his prostrate body, and as such began to set it up accordingly. Dropping to his knees, he placed the frame of the device on the floor, tipping it up briefly so as to insert the bolts that would allow the other components to be attached to it. First came the front half with its three holes, the middle one larger than the two to either side, then the back half with its two holes. As he used a spanner to firmly tighten the bolts, he felt a shiver of dread go through his body, knowing that he would soon find his neck, wrists and ankles on the wrong side of the five circles of steel. Although they were currently hanging loosely open, it would only take the click of a padlock to change that. 

Will left the other adjustment screws as they were, knowing that his wife would soon advise him of her preferences as to how he should be positioned in this pillory - whether that meant adopting the same excruciating position as last time or finding himself in one just as uncomfortable. Kneeling at the end of the contraption, he double checked that it was appropriately aligned, making a slight adjustment to its angle to ensure that he would be looking directly at his wife’s feet. Knowing that Maria was a stickler for tidiness, he then took the spanner and the bag that had contained the padlocks and placed them out of the way, before turning each of the five steel orifices into two semicircles joined by their hinge, in preparation for the addition of his head and limbs. Finally, he neatly 32

distributed the pile of padlocks such that each metal opening had one unlocked beside it, then took the bunch of keys for them in his hand and stood to address his mistress, still apparently engrossed in her book. 

“The stockade is ready, Mistress”, Will said humbly, his voice having a faint crack in it. Now that the moment of punishment was at hand, he had become quite fearful of what Maria might have in mind for him, already bitterly regretting his earlier lapse. “I won’t be needing those for a while”, his wife laughed as she took the keys he proffered, making them swiftly disappear whilst leaving him none the wiser as to where exactly she’d pocketed them. Without getting up, she looked down at his efforts before summarily passing judgement on them. “I want the head as low as it will go, and the body needs to be shorter”. “Yes, Mistress”, Will acknowledged, immediately getting down on his knees again to make the necessary adjustments. Lowering the hole that his neck would soon find itself in required undoing a remarkably stiff screw, and for a moment he feared that it had seized. That would have put him in quite a quandary, for a maid could hardly ask his mistress for help with a matter that the lady of the house would traditionally defer to his masculine strength - however feminized he was at the time. Fortunately the screw eventually yielded to his efforts, as did the one that held the frame of the stockade in place, allowing it to telescope in upon itself. 

That would force Will’s backside into the air to accommodate the reduced length, but he was hardly in a position to argue with his wife’s wishes right now, and would be even less so very shortly. 

“Down you get!”, Maria ordered with a distinct enthusiasm. This was it, Will thought, as he got down on his hands and knees and placed himself at the mercy of his wife, grovelling on the floor in front of her so as to be able to put his limbs in the right position. The weight of his body rested on his knees and elbows as he held his hands up into their holes, his nose only an inch or two from the ground. 

As he had suspected, his buttocks were indeed prominently displayed, presented for all to see thanks to the need for his ankles to be practically underneath them. 

With a feeling of trepidation, the feminized maid waited for his wife to seal his fate, but to his great surprise, she did not immediately bend down and fasten the padlocks after closing the steel hoops, instead ordering him back on his feet again. 

“That will do. Stand up again”, she barked, leaving Will to wonder whether she was just teasing him with this whole charade. Surely that would be too good to be true? Maria had been too angry earlier to let him off this easily - she’d caught him asleep on the job, after all, wearing his heels in bed and looking absolutely dishevelled. He deserved to spend far more than a few seconds in the stockade for letting her down like that. How was he to make things up to her otherwise? 

“Your petticoats are spoiling my view”, she laughed. “Let’s have them off”. Will 33

dutifully complied with his wife’s wishes, lowering the layers of lace trimmed chiffon down his legs before taking extra care as he stepped out of them to avoid snagging his petticoats on his heels. Unsure of what to do with the discarded garments, he placed them gently down on the sofa next to his wife and awaited her further instruction, which was soon forthcoming. “And your apron”, she told him, watching Will so intently that he felt unable to spin the white satin garment around his body to untie it at the front as he might were he left to his own devices, instead fumbling blindly behind his body to undo its bow. It eventually joined the petticoats on the sofa, as did the black satin dress that formed the body of his uniform, leaving Will standing in front of his wife wearing only his lingerie - a black lace bra with matching panties and suspender belt that supported similarly trimmed nylon stockings. Other than his stilettos which remained buckled around his ankles, Will was wearing nothing else - save for the chastity device that imprisoned his penis while he was working, ensuring that Maria’s maid now was no longer tempted to get up to anything untoward in his panties without her express permission. 

“That’s much better”, Maria smirked. “I do like to see you in your lingerie. Now, what are you still standing around for? I thought I told you I wanted your head at my feet”. “Yes, Mistress”, Will replied, already dropping to his knees. Clad in only women’s underwear, he suddenly felt extremely vulnerable and exposed in front of his fully dressed wife, knowing that he would soon be completely at her mercy. 

As he adopted the uncomfortable position that allowed his head and limbs to be encircled by the steel of the stockade, he waited for the sound of the inevitable

- five clicks that would signify his imprisonment. This time there was no last minute reprieve, for after checking that none of the metal bands were pinching her husband’s flesh, Maria swiftly fastened the padlocks that secured them. He had become an object for her amusement, subject to whatever punishment his wife saw fit to inflict upon her disgraced domestic. 

♥ ♥ ♥

It didn’t take long for Will to give up trying to test his bonds, nor to realise that there was simply no way to get comfortable in the position that Maria had locked him in. His shoulders were already beginning to get stiff, whereas his legs were cramping from being folded up underneath his grossly displayed buttocks. To make matters worse, his wife had simply disappeared, at least so far as he could tell, leaving Will to stew in the stockade without apparently taking any interest in his plight. Although his field of view was restricted to floor level, a few inches of carpet and the sight of his hands trapped in the same pillory as his neck being all that he could make out, there was no mistaking the sound that Maria had made 34

as she’d left the room, the soft, quick step of her heels and the squeak of the door hinge. How long had she been gone now? The only thing he had to judge the passing of time by was the increasing discomfort in his body - not just from the obvious sources such as the pressure on his knees and the crick in his neck, but subtler ones too. Will would loved to have been able to adjust the band of his bra, which was beginning to dig painfully into his chest, not to mention reposition his chastity cage to stop it from pulling down on his testicles quite so awkwardly, but with his movements so severely restricted, there was little he could do about such minor irritations - let alone the larger predicament he found himself in, nose to the ground, bottom in the air, clad only in lingerie. 

The sound of the door opening again at least brought brief respite from such matters. He turned his head awkwardly to try and follow his wife’s entrance, but he could make out little of her feet until they were firmly in front of him, making up for their previous invisibility in spades. Barely inches away from his nose, Maria’s patent leather heels were the only thing other than carpet in his field of vision, causing him to flinch instinctively as she kicked them off to reveal her nylon clad feet beneath. Thankfully she did so in such a way as to avoid her footwear impacting his face, but Will nevertheless felt utterly defenceless, knowing that the slightest movement on Maria’s part would see him with her feet in his face. If she wanted to have him worship her perfectly painted toenails, she need only move them forward a little and Will would have no choice but to take them in his mouth, sucking her stocking clad toes in an act of abject humiliation. 

Even now, he felt that he ought to reach forward and kiss them, but the steel band around his neck put pay to that idea, keeping his head tantalisingly just out of reach of Maria’s body. 

The sound of liquid being sipped gave Will some indication as to where his wife had been while he had been contemplating his fate. “Normally I have a maid who makes my tea”, she grumbled as though talking to nobody in particular, no matter how obviously her criticism was directed at her husband, “but she has let me down and I am very disappointed in her. She ought to be punished, don’t you agree?”. Another sip of tea provided Will with his cue to answer, and he wasted no time in agreeing with his wife, proffering the opinion that a maid who let his mistress down deserved very much to be punished. “And what is the purpose of such punishment, I wonder? Should it be enjoyable for her?”. Maria had adopted a philosophical tone that was perfectly in keeping with the ritual nature of their conversation, one that both parties knew off by heart. “No, Mistress”, Will replied. “It should not be enjoyable for her. It should be uncomfortable so as to teach your maid not to let you down like that again”. 

“You would agree that the more uncomfortable her punishment, the more likely 35

my maid is to learn her lesson?”, Maria asked, almost rhetorically. “Yes, Mistress. Very much so, Mistress”, Will agreed, knowing that his wife was almost certainly setting him for something such that he would come to regret his words. 

“And that if the maid found anything at all enjoyable about her punishment, she should report it immediately so that her mistress could take corrective action?”. 

“Certainly, Mistress. An enjoyable punishment would be counter-productive. It would be a contradiction in terms”, he stammered, wishing his wife would stop beating around the bush and inflict whatever suffering she had in mind upon him rather than driving him to distraction like this. Helpless at her feet, he had no choice in the matter and knew that he could never ask her to simply get on with it - tormenting him psychological like this was as much a part of his punishment as whatever she had in mind physically. 

“I’m glad you agree”. There was the sound of a cup being placed down on a table, and a sudden flurry of movement in front of him as his wife’s feet found their respective shoes once more, then disappeared out of sight behind his body. Some sixth sense told him she was standing over him, inspecting his panty clad behind which the stockade forced him to thrust so obscenely into the air. He squirmed reflexively as her fingers touched the naked flesh just above the delicately embroidered waistband of his black lace panties, then proceeded to pull his underwear down his body, leaving his backside exposed and vulnerable. 

Already somewhat of a snug fit, the new position of his panties caused them to pull down on his chastity cage, in turn making it even more uncomfortable than before, although he suspected this was an unintended side effect of his wife’s actions. He braced himself for the inevitable blow of her hand or even the paddle she reserved for especially severe infractions, but no such impact was forthcoming. 

Instead, his wife was leaving the room again. 

“Don’t go anywhere, will you?” she called out over her shoulder, laughing as the door closed behind her. Will wiggled his bottom in an effort to dislodge his panties from his chastity cage and at least buy himself some relief from this most immediate of discomfort, but his limited movements served only to inflame the situation. Indeed, he found himself becoming hard as his futile struggle reminded him how helpless he was at the hands of his wife, which was dangerous under the circumstances. Despite what he had just told her, the last thing he wanted was for her to think he was enjoying this particular aspect of his punishment -

regardless of the reaction of his body, he was already bitterly lamenting having given her cause for such a severe punishment. 

“I’m as sorry as you are that we have to do this”, Maria told him, “but your behaviour has left me no choice”. Her fingers once again assaulted his nether regions, but as before, the sensation was more unnerving than immediately painful 36

- this time with the cold, wet feeling of having lubricating jelly applied to his most intimate of orifices prior to being penetrated by an unwelcome intruder. That took the form of a buttplug, one of his larger ones judging by the degree to which it occupied him, although it was always difficult to judge such things objectively when they were intended to have a disproportional impact for their size. “Don’t fight it”, Maria told him sternly, pushing relentlessly against her husband’s natural instincts until he relaxed his muscles and allowed her instrument of punishment into his body. “Good girl”, she said softly, patting his buttocks gently with her oily fingers before pulling Will’s panties back into place, their gusset applying a gentle pressure upon the buttplug that ensured there was no way that he could force it out of his body. 

Any improvement that may have made as far as the comfort of his chastity cage was concerned was grossly outweighed by the presence of this new invader, one that Will knew that he must keep within him until his wife decreed otherwise. She had been serious about making the experience sufficiently uncomfortable for her maid so as to teach him a lesson, he mused, knowing that spending further time in the stockade would now be doubly unpleasant for him. Any hopes he might have had for a quick release were dashed when his wife returned to the room, presumably after washing her hands in the kitchen. “Now I’m going to watch the television while you think about what you’ve done”, she told him. “Then I’m going to go for my bath, which will allow me to check your work upstairs and see if my maid requires any further punishment, if that’s alright with you?”. “Yes, Mistress”, Will replied through gritted teeth. “Of course, Mistress”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Will was no stranger to wearing a buttplug while he worked - Maria occasionally employed one as a means of encouraging him not to dawdle. Knowing that the uncomfortable sensation of occupation would not be relieved until his mistress was completely satisfied with his efforts certainly did the trick as far as motivating her maid was concerned, with even the smallest of buttplugs making its presence known as he moved his body. Now, however, the stockade severely restricted his movements, allowing little in the way of adjustment, whether conscious or otherwise, to the intimate invader. His sheer inability to do anything to ameliorate the situation was supremely frustrating - as bad, if not worse, as the inexorable presence of the buttplug itself. He could feel it stretching him inside, providing the icing on the cake as far as reminding him of his submission to his wife and mistress was concerned. 

Maria had not been lying when she had told him that she wanted to make his experience as uncomfortable as possible so as to best help her maid learn his 37

lesson. Worse was the way she seemed completely disinterested in his plight, having turned on the television in time for her favourite drama series. Its opening theme tune blared out from behind him, and though Will had only the tapping of his mistress’s feet to go by, there was no doubting that Maria’s attention would be firmly riveted to the screen for the next hour. Had there ever been any opportunity for him to apologise his way out of the uncomfortable position he found himself in, it was now lost - he knew better than to even think about interrupting his wife when she was caught up in such onscreen intrigues. Even when he wasn’t kneeling disgraced at her feet, it was necessary to arrange his maid’s duties so as to avoid having to ask his mistress any questions during this time - Maria simply wasn’t interested in anything else when her favourite drama was on the television. 

With only the soundtrack of a programme he would not normally have watched to go by, it was difficult to make sense of the voices that emanated from behind him, their presence proving strangely unnerving to a man who found himself in such an embarrassing predicament. Although rationally he knew that there was no-one else in the room other than his wife to observe his shameful humiliation, the sudden shout of an actor was enough to make him jump out of his skin, a movement the stockade restricted to a brief spasm. “Stop wiggling”, Maria told him sternly, but it was easier said than done for Will not to react instinctively in such a situation - the sound of another man’s voice coming up behind him naturally filled him with dread when he was presenting his pantied behind for all the world to see, practically kissing his wife’s feet as he knelt in front of her. 

Having nothing else to keep him from his immediate discomforts - the presence of the buttplug still gnawing deep inside him, the cramps in his aching muscles from being kept in the same position for so long, the chafing from the steel hoops around his wrists and neck - Will did his best to try and follow what was happening in the drama. That wasn’t helped by not having watched any of the series to date, nor the way in which his wife’s feet often developed a life of their own. 

When it came to wiggling, she was hardly one to talk, unconsciously crossing her ankles whenever developments took a worrying turn, stretching her legs during more romantic interludes. By some miracle, Maria never kicked him in the face, but it was a close run thing on occasions, with Will flinching as his wife’s toes came perilously near to him. Given the circumstances, he couldn’t say anything, but rather had to accept such perils as part of his own drama - keeping him on his metaphorical toes just as much the television was doing for his wife. 

A familiar jingle signified the start of a commercial break, but any hopes that Will might have had of using the opportunity to apologise to his wife were short lived. After kicking off her heels, Maria’s feet suddenly lifted out of his field of 38

view and he felt their weight on his back, his face now cast into shadow. Looking up as far as the stockade would permit, he could see the two columns of her nylon clad legs arching over his head, disappearing behind the cushion of the sofa above him. Rather than regarding him as her maid, his mistress was now using him as no more than a footstool, the balls of her feet adding a new sensation to his imprisonment as they rested upon his back. It was clear that this was not the time for him to begin saying sorry - quite apart from the message his wife was sending him by treating him as part of the furniture, the sound of the jingle had come again, saving Will from the ignominy of being cut off halfway through his apologies. That would have cost him the preciously little dignity he had left, for at least now, despite all the discomfort, he could be said to be suffering his punishment gracefully. 

As Maria became engrossed in the drama again, she unconsciously slouched forward in her seat, allowing her body to adopt more of a reclining position than the bolt upright posture she would have insisted of her husband were he joining her in more equal circumstances. The underneath of her skirt bunched up on the edge of the cushion, affording Will a view up between her legs if he strained hard enough. She was wearing pantyhose, which combined with the poor light offered precious little indication of her sex, but that was more than enough to set Will’s imagination racing. He pictured himself still kneeling at her feet but with his hands and neck set free from the infernal stockade, allowing him to attend to the more intimate duties of a maid. He wouldn’t care if his feet were still restrained by the stocks, indeed, he could managed even if his hands were cuffed behind his back. All he wanted was for his head to be set free so that he could make his wife a very happy woman with his tongue, showing her how sorry he was to have let her down with the kind of devotion that any woman deserved from her husband

- maid or otherwise. 

The thought of stretching forward and burying his head under her skirt was far more appealing than the current predicament he found himself in, such that Will’s imagination wasted no time filling in the details. He pictured her holding him in place with a grip just as effective as the steel hoops of the stockade, pinioning his head in position as he lapped at her feminine shrine. She’d use his bra straps as a harness to pull him into place, unconsciously twisting her fingers around the feminine elastic as she writhed in pleasure at her husband’s devotions. There would be no escape for Will from such an erotic prison until his wife was truly satisfied, but it would be a sentence he would be all too happy to serve, her loving embrace a far cry from the harsh steel that currently held him fast. Perhaps, if he pleased her enough, she would be good enough to unlock the cage that imprisoned his manhood - while it was too much to hope to be allowed to enter her like a 39

man after the way he had let her down, she might pleasure him manually. Indeed, he would even settle for being allowed to masturbate as Maria watched, catching his ejaculate in his hand and consuming it at her command, to her simultaneous amusement and disgust. 

An unpleasant pain between his legs brought Will back down to earth, with his chastity cage reminding him that he was far from being the free man of such fantasies. When, and even if, he was allowed to come was not a matter for him to decide - indeed, even being allowed to pleasure his wife orally was something that would be entirely at her discretion. As his penis bulged painfully against the unyielding acrylic that surrounded it, Will was once more reminded of his place, lowering his head in shame until his lips rested upon one of his wife’s abandoned shoes. He would kiss them a million times if that would make up for letting her down earlier, but even that would have to wait until the end of the drama

- no matter how much he was suffering now, he would just have to endure it. 

Will closed his eyes in an effort to try and bring his errant manhood back under control, but even the television wasn’t helping now - the amorous sounds of a couple making love filled his ears, as though the scriptwriters were taunting him with what he could not have. 

Should he tell his wife that he was becoming aroused? She’d made him promise to tell her if anything about his punishment was enjoyable so that she could take corrective action, but in all honestly, there was precious little that was pleasant about his constrained erection. The stiffness in his penis hurt such that it might even be considered a punishment in its own right, a penalty for having the temerity to become turned on by his daydreams when he should be suffering in the stockade. “Mistress, I’m becoming hard” was not the kind of thing that Maria would want to hear in the middle of her favourite television programme, nor did he want her to think that he was enjoying such ill-treatment for fear of his wife devising an even more excruciating punishment for her maid. The onscreen couple might be enjoying their arousal, judging by their healthy moans of pleasure, but he most certainly was not. 

♥ ♥ ♥

With the press of a button on the remote control, the room had gone silent, leaving Will and Maria alone again. His wife had removed her feet from his back such that her nylon clad toes were now right in front of his nose again. “How’s my maid? Has she learnt her lesson yet?”, she enquired, taunting her husband by wiggling her feet provocatively in his face. “Yes Mistress!”, Will replied keenly, ever so glad that his wife’s attentions had returned to him at long last. “I’m very 40

sorry, Mistress! I promise I’ll never let you down like that again, Mistress!”, he pleaded, the words almost tripping over one another in his eagerness to apologise to her. “And does my maid know her place now?”, Maria asked idly, as though wondering aloud to herself. “Yes Mistress! I belong at your feet, Mistress!”, Will replied, knowing that he was answering both literally and metaphorically. The irony was not lost on his wife, causing her to laugh as she agreed. “Yes, you do! 

Show me how much you love being there”. 

For a moment, Will was unsure as to what his wife meant, for there was little he could do to demonstrate his devotion to her thanks to still being locked in the stockade. Was she wanting more in the way of a confession from him, a deeper or more profound apology from her maid for having let his mistress down? 

Struggling to put together some appropriate words in his mind, he was about to speak when he felt his wife’s toes brush against his lips and it all became obvious to him. Stretching forward to the extent that the steel hoop around his neck would permit, he lovingly kissed her beautifully pedicured toenails through her the foot of her pantyhose, smacking his lips together with gusto so as to emphasise his pleasure in being allowed to offer his devotion in this way. He soon found that he did not need to reach out to do so, for Maria was pushing her foot towards him, pressing it gently into his lips so that he could take her toes in his mouth, sucking them through the nylon as she reminded her maid of his place. Then, almost as soon as he had accepted them, they were gone - the act of obeisance complete as far as his mistress was concerned, whose feet were now searching around for her shoes once more. 

“Good girl”, she praised, setting her heels down in front of his face as she stood up and promptly disappeared from his field of view once more. Judging by the sound of her footsteps, Will deduced that she was walking around his body again, coming to a stop right behind him. “I’m going for my bath now”. From where her voice was coming from, Maria seemed to be crouching, a hypothesis that was confirmed when he felt a renewed pressure upon his buttplug, evidently his wife checking that her maid had not attempted to expel the objectionable object during his discipline. Finding it to her satisfaction, she adopted a questioning tone as she continued. “I trust I will find the bathroom suitably clean?”. “Yes, Mistress!”. “Good. If it is, I shall come back down and release you, as I’m sure my maid doesn’t want to spend any longer in this horrible stockade than she has to”. “No, Mistress!”. “Indeed, I’m sure you’re just longing to put your uniform back on and serve me with your tongue again”, dropping her voice to a more sultry whisper. “Perhaps in a more intimate place this time? Before I have my bath?”. “Oh yes, Mistress! Yes, Mistress!”, Will begged, feeling his manhood begin to bulge painfully in its cage once more. 
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“Of course, if I find you’ve let me down again”, Maria said sternly, allowing her voice to trail off with a dramatic effect that was not lost on her husband. “I might be so distressed as to forget I’ve left you down here. Rather than putting the stockade away while I have my bath, you might find yourself remaining in it until I’m sure my maid has learnt her lesson”. Will was about to protest that that wouldn’t be necessary, but a sharp stinging on his shoulders cut him off

- Maria had snapped his bra straps. With a mischievous giggle, she left the room, leaving Will desperately hoping that his earlier efforts would meet with his wife’s satisfaction and allow him to rejoin her company rather than suffer further ignominy in the stockade. It was a matter that was entirely out of his hands, as befitted their relationship of mistress and maid. 
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Reflecting Upon His

Service

The mirror in the master bedroom had been Steve’s undoing, and now he found himself paying the price for succumbing to his own reflection. Polishing the silvered glass until it was so spotless one might be forgiven for imagining it wasn’t there was yet another of his responsibilities, just one of the countless chores he was expected to take care of around the house. Ironically, he now found his vision filled with another looking glass, but this time one that reflected his punishment as he stood before it, his body aching as he observed his own state of disgrace. It was not the exquisitely feminine maid’s uniform that marked his shame, no matter how humiliating its lace and satin might be for a man to be seen in, but rather the little details that indicated his chastisement. For starters, there were the panties around his ankles, an unnecessary reminder of his exposed behind considering how sore the latter was after the paddling he’d received. Then there was the ball gag in his mouth, the silence it imposed upon him just as redundant under the circumstances. Finally, there was the silver serving tray with its pitcher of water, something which wouldn’t have seemed out of plate were a maid carrying it to a table, but he’d been holding it motionless now for what seemed like an agonising eternity. 

How had Steve got himself into this mess? He’d certainly had ample time to reflect on such matters as he stood in front of the mirror, replaying the events of the evening again and again as he castigated himself for being so careless. He hadn’t needed the rota pinned to the kitchen noticeboard to remind him that he was scheduled to tackle the bedroom he shared with his wife when he hadn’t displeased her, its cleaning as regular a part of his routine as the kitchen or the bathroom, each having their own allotted nights on which he focussed his efforts on that room in particular. As had become second nature, he’d donned 43

his uniform immediately on returning home from work, stripping off his suit and tie before surrounding himself in the delicious confection of satin and lace that constituted his attire as a maid - not just the black dress with its white apron and petticoats, but the lingerie he wore underneath too. 

Underwear was the one aspect of his outfit that Donna left to her husband’s discretion, her only rule being that he must be appropriately dressed in that regard - beyond insisting that he wore a bra and panties along with some form of hosiery whenever he was employed as her maid, his choice of lingerie was otherwise entirely down to him. For a man who liked to throw his weight around in the office, Steve had a shamefully ample array of intimate attire to choose from for wearing around the house. Whereas a woman might devote a single drawer to her frillies, Steve had an entire dresser containing all the feminine accoutrements he needed to feminize himself from the skin up. One of its drawers was filled with nothing but bras, mostly of the padded variety, their moulded cups staring back at him like countless pairs of eyes. Another contained panties and stockings, both of the hold-up and suspender kind, together with the garter belts needed to support the latter. Then there was the drawer that contained his breast forms, along with more severe foundation wear - a selection of imposing basques and corsets that Donna reserved for special occasions, often employing them as part of a punishment, although thankfully, she hadn’t chosen to do that today. 

Steve had opted for a beautiful bra and panty set that evening, one which was completed by a matching suspender belt. Its silky white fabric was printed with a pretty pattern of pink and red cherry blossoms, making him feel ever so feminine as he slipped on the panties before wrapping both the bra and belt around his body, fastening the hook and eye closures with a proficiency that came from wearing such garments on an all too regular basis. He’d added sheer black stockings to the latter before donning the rest of his maid’s garb, the skimpy satin dress leaving him precariously close to showing off his lingerie even when fully dressed thanks to its low cut neckline and perilously short skirt. The tops of his stockings were clearly on display even when standing upright, whereas bending forward would reveal the bulging cups of his bra to anyone who chose to look down his top or alternatively his panty clad behind, depending on the position of the observer with relation to the feminized maid. 

With a full length satin apron on top and layers of luscious petticoats beneath, Steve’s maid’s uniform was hardly the attire a professional cleaner would choose

- not if they wanted something practical in which to tackle the household chores. 

Indeed, the unlikely outfit was more the kind of thing that might be found in a pornographic farce, the garb of a saucy French maid for whom dusting the mantelpiece with a feather duster was only a prelude to far more intimate service, 44

bending forward over the fireplace merely an excuse to provocatively present her feminine charms in the hope of attracting attention. There was a certain irony to the fact that Steve found himself the one wearing an outfit that was every man’s fantasy, but then Donna had chosen it with exactly that in mind. She wanted her maid to be turned on by his attire, driven to distraction by the glimpses of the sexy lingerie she insisted he wore, not to mention the sight of his feminized figure clad in silky satin and lace. Seeing him all dolled up certainly made her moist, a fact that Steve could attest to from first hand experience serving between her legs. 

Each room had its own list of chores to attend to, a corresponding card on the kitchen noticeboard detailing exactly what Donna expected from her maid to do in addition to his more general daily duties. Steve had long since memorised each of his wife’s checklists, knowing not just the jobs in question off by heart but also the exact order in which he should tackle them, right down to the very last detail. 

Dusting came before vacuuming, for instance, but even that needed to be tackled in the right way, starting from the top of the room and working his way down so as not to waste his time cleaning surfaces a second time after making them dirty again. Both were necessary for pretty much every room in the house with the exception of the bathroom and the kitchen, but the bedroom brought with it its own additional responsibilities - changing the sheets and pillowcases, which Steve would subsequently be expected to put in the washing machine overnight, ready for drying and ironing the next day, and ensuring the fitted wardrobe that spanned one wall of the room was looking its best. 

Like so many of the other tasks Steve was expected to tackle, the wardrobe involved far more work than might be imagined from the terse description on his wife’s list. Indeed, it could be broken down into several distinct chores, each requiring Steve to demonstrate a different ability as a maid. There was the challenge of ensuring that all of his wife’s clothes, not to mention his own, were properly put away on their hangers and in their drawers, her cosmetics and her jewellery neatly arranged in their appropriate places, and her shoes paired one with another on their rack. Naturally, the exposed surfaces needed to be dusted just like any other part of the room, the recessed area in the centre having a tendency to attract dust in addition to his wife’s things, but the wardrobe held an additional challenge to the housemaid required to clean it in the form of the full length mirror that comprised one of its doors. The silvered glass replaced the sandy coloured wood that served to enclose the rest of its contents, allowing Donna to admire herself when dressing and providing Steve with the means of ensuring there was nothing amiss with his uniform. 

Of course, Donna insisted that the mirror be kept spotless, something which was 45

no small order considering the amount of glass involved. Even the smallest of fingerprints or other smears showed up something shocking, such that Steve had his work cut out for him if his wife was to be satisfied with the end results. 

Precariously balancing on a stool, all too aware that his stilettos were far from appropriate footwear for such a job, Steve would start at the very top of the wardrobe door, crooking his neck so as to avoid banging his head on the ceiling as he worked his way down the looking glass, cloth in hand, breathing on the reflective surface before polishing as though his life depended on it. Thankfully things became a little easier the further he proceeded, such that he was ultimately able to dispense with the stool and stand on the floor again, albeit an advantage offset by his arm beginning to ache from his exertions. 

It was impossible for Steve not to be aware of his reflection whilst doing so, the figure in the mirror leaving him in no doubt as to the extent to which he was feminized. While the maid’s face was unmistakably his own, her body was a far cry from the manly physique with which he was more familiar with during the day, his silicone breast forms and billowing petticoats serving to give him the appearance of having feminine curves. Indeed, even in the absence of foundation wear, the maid who greeted him in the mirror appeared to have an hourglass waist when contrasted against her bulging bust and flared out skirt, the latter giving the impression of womanly hips underneath. Her bosom jiggled as Steve worked the cloth in his hand backwards and forwards over the silvered surface, the occasional glimpse of lace indicating that she was brassièred beneath her low cut bodice. Then there were the delicate pink suspender straps that poked out from beneath her petticoats, the tops of her stockings all too visible as the girl in the glass gyrated in time to Steve’s own movements. 

No red blooded man could help but be turned on by such a display, watching this submissively clad sylph work being sure to arouse any man’s passions, let alone the one who found himself trapped in her body. For Steve, the stimulation was far from just visual - the swish of his petticoats around his thighs was in turn associated with a draught that shot right up his legs, the air caressing his pantied groin as intimately as any lover. Moreover, his lingerie clung to his body as though it was a second skin, his silky panties snuggling up around his nether regions, the familiar tightness of his bra around his chest, its straps pulling down on his shoulders, stretched taut to support the heavy load in their cups. Then there was the pressure of his suspender belt resting on his hips, fighting to keep his stockings up, its elastic cutting into his buttocks whenever he bent forward. 

Even the stockings themselves had an electrifying power to them, the clinging nylon sending waves of excitement across his hairless legs at the slightest touch. 

Although Steve had spent more time than he cared to think about wearing such 46

exquisitely feminine attire, it had never lost its magic, making him tremble just as much as if another woman were wearing such luscious lingerie while putting on a show for him in the mirror. 

Of course, a woman wearing such delicious underwear would be doing so for both herself and her lover, flaunting her feminine charms to arouse and seduce, yet also empowered herself by the feelings it engendered in her. In a way, the same could be said for Steve, who was just as powerfully affected by the intimate attire he wore at the behest of his wife. While her desire to see him serve in all the lingerie a lady would wear was rather more complicated than a man’s carnal lust for a woman clad in such frilly finery, Steve could never forget that he wore such underwear primarily to please her. Like his uniform, Steve’s bra and panties symbolised his submission to Donna, putting him firmly in his place even before he set to work taking care of the chores so that she didn’t have to lift a finger around the house. The fact that seeing himself all dolled up aroused and frustrated him in equal measures was a secondary benefit as far as Donna was concerned, but one that Steve was couldn’t help be aware of as he systematically worked his way down the mirror, leaving its silvered glass spotless in his wake. Where once he had stretched his arm up, now he was bending forwards, pushing his bust out to meet its reflection as he did so. 

Seeing himself slaving away in the mirror, dressed to the nines in the most submissive and feminine of outfits, Steve found his manhood beginning to stiffen uncontrollably in his panties. Soon he had a veritable bulge beneath his petticoats, his erection throbbing angrily as its presence served only to inflame the situation, the feminized man feeling like a naughty girl as he savoured the arousal that he knew he ought to keep under control. Dropping his cloth along with any pretence at continuing to clean the mirror, he massaged his breasts salaciously, putting on a seductive show for himself as he thrust his bust forwards and pouted leerily. Perhaps he could persuade his wife of the merits of having a slut around the house rather than a maid, he daydreamed idly, imagining swapping his uniform for a skimpy minidresses and his domestic service for more sexual forms of submission. He could easily picture himself as a bimbo, living a carefree life with nothing to worry about beyond ensuring he always looked sexy and pleased others. 

Lying on his back and allowing his wife to take advantage of him would certainly be better than doing her chores! 

Such thoughts caused Steve’s cock to grow even harder, its bulging shaft popping out of the leg band of his panties as it sprung to attention, his feminine underwear doing little to restrain this most masculine of monsters. Feeling its moist tip brush against the silky smoothness of his petticoats, Steve instinctively slipped his hand up his skirt to rearrange himself, but his fingers lingered for far longer 47

than was necessary to merely manhandle his manhood back into his panties, his desire to touch himself compounding the more practical problem of squeezing the beast between his legs back into the snug embrace of underwear that really wasn’t designed to accommodate such a monster. Grasping his shaft firmly, he attempted to make the necessary adjustments, but his penis simply wasn’t cooperating, throbbing angrily in his hand as the feminized man tried to put it back in its place. His efforts came to no avail, however, the leg band of his panties far easier for his cock to come out of than to go back in again, such that he ended up resorting to pulling his underwear down, easing the silky fabric over the clasps of his suspender belt before taking his bulging member in his hand once more. 

♥ ♥ ♥

A cough from the doorway caused Steve to turn round with a start, his panties around his knees. He’d been pressing the latter together like a girl desperate for the toilet in an effort to keep his underwear from falling any further, but the sudden appearance of his wife behind him had put paid to that, the scrap of silky fabric with its pretty cherry blossom print plummeting towards his ankles as he turned to face his accuser. How long had she been standing there watching him? Long enough to have witnessed his disgraceful exhibition in the mirror? 

Donna had certainly caught him with his panties down, his hand up his skirt as though touching himself, and if she’d seen the way he’d lasciviously massaged his breasts and suggestively posed in front of the silver glass, there would be only one conclusion she could draw - that he’d been masturbating to his own reflection when he ought to have been attending to the chores, a cardinal crime for any maid. Hastily, Steve tried to cover his wilting erection up, but it was far too late for that, leaving the feminized man scrabbling around in a futile attempt to pull up his panties as his wife looked on scornfully, a pitiful display in its own right quite apart from the shameful show that preceded it. 

“When you’ve quite finished here”, Donna said sternly, stressing her words so as to make it perfectly clear what she was referring to, “I want to see you downstairs”. 

Steve opened his mouth to apologise, but his wife had already turned her back on him, striding out of the room before he had any chance to explain. What could he have said to her even if she had stayed around to listen to his contemptible excuses? He could hardly tell her that things weren’t as they seemed, nor could he justify his shameful behaviour. The best he could do would be to express profound remorse for succumbing to temptation in a moment of weakness and throw himself at her mercy, but something told him his wife would want more in the way of penance out of her maid. He would have no choice but to submit to 48

whatever punishment she felt was appropriate to correct him, accepting his fate like a man - however unmanly his submission was bound to be. 

Steve’s impending doom didn’t relieve him from the burden of finishing his chores in the master bedroom. Indeed, the prospect of his wife casting an especially critical eye over his efforts meant that he needed to take extra care to ensure he didn’t give her any further excuses to punish him. Moreover, he would need to be quick about it - finishing any later than usual would give Donna grounds to accuse him of spending far more time playing with himself than the brief moment that had got him into so much trouble. It was therefore with a heavy heart that Steve resigned himself to the rest of the cleaning, pulling his panties up from around his ankles before tucking his troublesome member safely back into place, finding no trouble in doing so now that it was flaccid once more. Only the drop of moisture that still clung to his foreskin remained to remind him of his earlier excitement, and even that was soon absorbed by the gusset of his feminine underwear as he continued polishing the mirror, finding himself now forced to drop to his knees to finish the very bottommost part of the mirrored glass. There was something rather fitting about that, he thought sadly, humbling himself before the reflection that had caused him so much trouble. Donna would certainly have approved had she been there to see it. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Standing contritely in front of his wife, Steve braced himself for the inevitable. He had already caught sight of the wooden paddle in her lap, although it would have been difficult for him to have missed it, considering how Donna was toying with the instrument of impending punishment, something he was sure was more than just an unconscious mannerism. No, his wife was toying with him as much as she was the spanking implement, building his apprehension in advance of the discipline that she would inflict with it in due course. She was seated in her favourite spot on the sofa, her nylon clad legs crossed such that one of her stiletto heels jutted out towards him as though accusing the errant maid with its three inch spike. It was a position of power that contrasted sharply against Steve’s posture, his head bowed in shame and his hands crossed humbly over the shiny white satin of his lacy maid’s apron. He couldn’t bear to look his wife in the eye, his attention drawn to the idle tapping of the paddle in her hand, knowing that Donna would soon be applying far more force to its blows when they rained down upon his exposed behind. 

After a moment’s silence, it became clear that Donna wanted her husband to take the initiative. “You wanted to see me, Mistress?”, he enquired of his wife 49

obsequiously, still unable to take his eyes off her lap where the wooden blade of the paddle continued to beat out its hypnotic tattoo. He was sure she would instruct him to adopt an appropriate position for punishment - the only question would be how she had her disgraced husband expose his rear to receive his just deserts. Perhaps she would order him to touch his toes, in so far as that was feasible with such a heavily enhanced bust, leaving him tottering unstably on his heels as she delivered his chastisement. He certainly didn’t deserve the kindness of being allowed to brace him against the wall or even the arm of her chair on this occasion, although Donna had been known to show such mercy on previous occasions. To remind him of his place, she’d sometimes spanked him while he was prostrate on the floor, his nose touching the carpet, his buttocks in the air as she rendered them red and sore before having him kiss her feet to say thank you for his punishment. 

On this occasion, however, Donna clearly had something different in store for her misbehaving maid. “Fetch me two pitchers of water”, she commanded sternly, leaving Steve puzzled as to her intent - for the life of him, the feminized man couldn’t imagine how such unlikely items might be involved in his impending spanking. While he might imagine his wife working up quite a sweat during her imminent exertions, putting her all into each and every blow of the paddle, there was no way she could possibly want to drink two pitchers worth of water. 

Nevertheless, there was no doubt in his mind that she knew exactly what she was doing - one way or the other, he would find out her intentions soon enough. It was not his place as a maid to question his mistress, however unfathomable her request might be, nor would even the slightest hesitation be acceptable. He was already deep enough in her bad books as it was without giving Donna further grounds for punishing him, which meant if she wanted two pitchers of water, that was exactly what she was going to get - on the double! 

“Yes, Mistress! Right away, Mistress!”, Steve responded with as much enthusiasm as he could muster under the circumstances, simultaneously curtseying as deeply as he felt he could manage without making a mess of his obeisance. Mincing out of the room as quickly as his stilettos would permit, Steve scurried down the hallway and into the kitchen, picking out the serving tray from its familiar home by the side of the sink before crouching down to extract the two glass jugs from a nearby cupboard. Their simple yet sophisticated design made them just as acceptable for use at a dinner party as for a leisurely afternoon out in the garden, with each comfortably holding a couple of litres of liquid - whether iced water or orange juice. In his role as her maid, Steve had poured Donna drinks from them on countless occasions - whether all dolled up in his pretty uniform when there were just the two of them, or secretly wearing lingerie beneath more masculine 50

attire whilst catering to her and her friends. 

The clear glass pitchers had a tendency to attract limescale, but thankfully Steve had been diligent in cleaning them when they were last used, such that there was only the very slightest coating of dust on them now - something that could easily be rinsed out in a jiffy. Not knowing what his wife had in mind for such a large volume of liquid, Steve found himself torn between wanting to fulfil her request as quickly as possible and ensuring that the water would be ice cold rather than tepid. Compromising, he filled each of the pitchers with water to wash out the dust before pouring their contents down the sink and filling them again, hoping that enough had been run through the tap to make the liquid reasonably palatable

- that was, if his wife chose to drink it. Steve was still scratching his head as to what Donna might want so much water for, but knew that he couldn’t afford to stand around wondering - his wife was expecting him back pronto and it would not do to keep her waiting. 

Putting the two full pitchers on the serving tray, Steve gingerly picked up his load and cautiously made his way back down the hallway, making slow, deliberate movements so as to avoid spilling the slightest drop - something Donna would be quick to chide him for. He’d made the mistake of closing the living room door behind him on the way out, although he could hardly have left it ajar if he didn’t want to risk earning his mistress’s wrath, such that he now needed to engage in a difficult balancing act to turn the handle whilst keeping the heavy tray propped against his artificially augmented chest. Finally the door gave way before him, causing Steve a brief moment of panic while he frantically tried to keep both himself and the tray he was carrying upright. Thankfully he was able to regain his composure before stepping into the living room once more to present his mistress with the pitchers of water she had requested and then await further instruction - something he knew that, one way or another, would involve a rather close encounter between her paddle and his behind. 

For a woman who had been so insistent on having him fetch water, Donna now showed a surprising lack of interest in the tray her maid was carrying, dismissively directing him to put it down to one side before telling Steve to kneel in front of her, an instruction he promptly complied with. Adopting such a humble position before his wife was something Steve was quite familiar with, the prelude to her having him bend forward as she spread her legs, lifting her skirt to allow his head to find its place of worship at her feminine shrine. There would be nothing that Steve would like better than to satisfy Donna’s intimate needs right now, making up for his past indiscretions with his lips and tongue as he demonstrated that a man didn’t need what was between his legs in order to pleasure a woman. 

It was too much to hope for that she might let him off with such a mutually 51

enjoyable penance, and sure enough, Donna was the one bending forward, tilting her feminized husband’s head upwards rather than downwards as she proceeded to fit him with a ball gag. 

With its red rubber ball being pressed between his lips, Steve had no choice but to open his mouth wide to take it, feeling his jaw spread open as Donna pushed the gag in place before fastening its leather strap tightly behind his head. She’d left precious little in the way of slack, such that Steve could barely relax his mouth once the gag was in place, but the contraption served a far more important purpose than merely making him uncomfortable, rendering the feminized man mute. 

He was now entirely at the mercy of his wife, unable to answer back or indeed answer at all beyond muffled grunts and movements of his head, as he discovered when Donna challenged him to thank her for this latest addition to his submissive attire. “Say ’Thank you, Mistress’”, she instructed him, snorting derisively at his pitiful efforts to do so. “I suppose that will have to do”, Donna sighed. “Now, I don’t want to hear another word out of you this evening. Maids don’t answer back and they certainly don’t play with themselves. Do you understand?”. Steve nodded forlornly, unable to answer in any other way thanks to the gag in his mouth and his wife’s instructions. 

“I don’t think you do. Panties down and over my knee”, she ordered, gesturing with the paddle as to where she wanted her husband to offer his buttocks up to her. Blushing with shame, Steve reached both hands up his skirt and petticoats, grasping his silky underwear before carefully working its snug satin over his hips and letting it drop down around his ankles - just as it had been earlier, when Donna had caught him by surprise. Waddling the short distance to where his wife was sitting he proceeded to bend forward and place his hands of the arm of the sofa, slowly lowering his body down until his abdomen rested on his wife’s legs, putting him in the perfect position for his impending punishment with the paddle. Knowing that Donna wouldn’t want his full weight resting upon her, he did his best to spread the load by moving his hands off the chair and onto the floor, supporting himself with his arms and legs as he waited for what he knew would only be moments away - the lifting back of his skirt and petticoats and then the first of many blows with the paddle to remind him of his place. 

As though deliberately heightening his apprehension, Donna took her time in doing so, preferring to give her husband a lecture on the evils of masturbation before she delivered his punishment. From his position spread across her lap, with his head hanging down towards the floor and his mouth gagged, there was nothing that Steve could do but to listen to what his wife had to say, nodding at appropriate moments to indicate that he understood her instruction. Under no circumstances was he to ever touch himself whilst working for her, Donna 52

told him, let alone put on such a disgraceful display as the one she’d witnessed earlier, mauling his own breasts like some animal in heat. It was disgusting and he should be ashamed of himself, letting himself and his mistress down like that. 

She employed him to take care of the chores, not pleasure himself, and if she ever caught him doing anything like that again, Steve would find himself getting fitted with a chastity belt to make sure he behaved himself - not just while he was working for her, but all the time. Donna was prepared to do whatever it took to train her maid, which was why he was about to receive a punishment paddling -

not something she enjoyed doing, but something she had been left with no choice about, thanks to his contemptible behaviour. 

There was a moment’s silence, which caused Steve to instinctively bite into the rubber ball in his mouth as he prepared for the smarting pain of the paddle against the exposed skin of his buttocks, but Donna had only paused for breath, continuing her monologue as her husband lay helpless in her lap. She didn’t mind him getting all hot and horny, indeed she loved the thought of what he wore frustrating and arousing him, but he was never, ever to do anything about it by himself. Rewarding him sexually for his services to her was down to her and her alone, not something that Steve should ever take into his own hands. 

If his outfit and underwear turned him on, he would just need to learn to deal with it, because she didn’t see why her maid should look dowdy or frumpy simply because he couldn’t keep himself under control. If that meant putting him in steel panties or even getting him pierced, so be it. Donna wanted a maid who was both dripping with sexuality and perfectly chaste, and it was Steve’s job to give his mistress exactly what she wanted, not selfishly pleasure himself. 

Donna had lifted her husband’s skirt and petticoats during the course of her tirade, folding them back to reveal the fleshy cheeks of buttocks. That had left Steve feeling incredibly vulnerable, bracing himself for the inevitable blow of the paddle, but Donna had still managed to catch him unawares, lulling him into a false sense of security before surprising him with three smacks in quick succession, one with every word of the phrase “selfishly pleasure himself”. From then on, there was no stopping her as Donna proceeded to rain down blow after blow of the paddle, first on one cheek, then the other, causing her husband to wince with pain, his ball gag muffling his groans as he was spanked over his wife’s knee. Donna continued her lecture throughout, now reiterating the previous points with physical reinforcement, telling Steve that he was not to touch himself without permission and that she expected better of him, all the while reddening his behind with spank after spank after spank. 

Despite Steve doing his best to take his punishment like a man, albeit a thoroughly feminized and submissive man, he couldn’t stop tears from welled up as his wife 53

humiliated and chastised him for his earlier misbehaviour. It was not just the physical pain that caused them to spill forth, as intense as that might be, but the profound psychological submission to his wife that such a spanking engendered, her words impressed upon him just as effectively as her paddle. He had let her down, not to mention letting himself down, and would need to do better in future, making it up to her now by accepting the pain and shame of his punishment so as to wipe the slate clean, allowing him to make a fresh start as her maid unencumbered by the disgraceful behaviour that had warranted such drastic treatment at her hand. Above all, he wanted to tell her how sorry he was, but the firm rubber ball in his mouth would make any attempt at an apology unintelligible, a series of muffled grunts that would do little to soften Donna’s attitude towards him. Instead, he would have to pay his penance in a different way, receiving his spanking as befitted an errant maid until his mistress had worked her displeasure with him out of her system. 

♥ ♥ ♥

When his wife finally put the paddle down, Steve had lost all track of time, the events of the evening having blurred just like the individual blows on his buttocks were now indistinguishable, one singular glowing soreness that left him in no doubt that he had been punished. His wife’s thoughts on his behaviour had been well and truly instilled in him during the course of his session over her knee, her desire to see him horny and yet chaste while he worked for her so deeply ingrained in her maid that it might have been part of his very being. His frustration was her pleasure, just as he was expected to feminize himself for her, a symbol of his submission to her so profound that he knew he must never touch himself on the job again. That was a lesson that had been firmly beaten into him by means of the paddle and his wife’s voice, teaching him what he should have known all along - he was her maid and she was his mistress. 

Although she had just inflicted a prolonged paddling upon her husband, Donna nevertheless demonstrated her love for him as she carefully folded first his petticoats and then his skirt back down over his inflamed buttocks, patting them tenderly as she did so. “Up you get”, she said softly, helping him up off her knee and back onto his feet. It was just as well that Donna offered Steve her assistance, for the recently chastised man would have struggled to stand up on his stilettos all by himself, his eyes puffy with tears indicative of the ordeal he had been through. Nevertheless, he did his best to put on a brave face in front of his wife, as hard as that might be when his behind felt like it was on fire, his panties still bundled around his ankles. Should he pull them up? Even the occasionally caress of his petticoats as they swished around his thighs was an agony to him, 54

such that the thought of donning his snug underwear once more was almost too much to contemplate. He would await Donna’s instruction on the matter, he decided, no matter how shameful he now appeared. 

His wife showed no interest in having him pull up his panties, however, instead directing her attentions to the long forgotten serving tray with its two full pitchers of water. Steve’s earlier puzzlement about Donna’s odd request had long since evaporated thanks to the intense fire that she’d lit in his rear, but now his curiosity was piqued again - why had she asked him to bring so much water when she’d evidently been intending to spank him? She hadn’t touched a glassful, let alone the several litres the two glass jugs must contain, now no doubt lukewarm and unappealing. The tepid liquid would certainly cool his behind, but Steve could see no way of immersing himself without making an awful mess, nor had his behaviour warranted such a luxury - spankings from Donna were generally left to fade of their own accord rather than helped along, something she’d told him on previous occasions was all part of his punishment. 

“Pick up the tray”, Donna ordered. Steve did his best to comply, hampered by having his panties still around his ankles as he shuffled over to where he’d left the serving tray on the floor. Bending down on his knees to pick it up, he was acutely aware of his petticoats rubbing against his inflamed behind, adding an extra difficulty to what was already a rather challenging task. Even without an achingly sore bottom, lifting something as heavy and awkward as the two pitchers of water from the floor was no mean feat in footwear as perilous as his stilettos. 

Nevertheless, he somehow managed to make it upright again without spilling the contents of the jugs everywhere, slowly turning round to await the next instruction from his wife, something which Donna was quick to oblige him with. “Now go and stand in front of the fireplace”, she directed, not leaving her place on the sofa as she watched her feminized and disgraced husband slowly shuffle across the room. “That will do”, she said, getting to her feet as Steve’s mind raced. 

What did his wife have in store for him now? 

“You need time to think about what you’ve learnt this evening”, Donna explained softly, lifting one of the pitchers of water from the tray, something which would have left Steve’s burden distinctly unbalanced had she not also moved the other one at the same time. She helpfully supported the second jug until it was positioned centrally on the serving tray, but that didn’t make Steve’s grip on the metal platter any less firm, knowing that he must avoid letting its contents slip at any cost. He’d filled both of the pitchers almost to the brim, leaving only an inch of space at the top to avoid inadvertent spillage, but that didn’t mean he could afford to let the tray tilt even slightly - the heavy glassware would be sure to slide down the slippery metal, something which was guaranteed to end in 55

disaster. Instead he tensed his muscles, watching and wondering what his wife had in mind for the other pitcher. 

Lifting the glass jug into the air, Donna proceeded to fill up the pitcher on Steve’s tray even further, tapering off the flow of liquid as the water level approached its brim. By the time she finished, the meniscus was almost bulging over the top of the jug, such that even the slightest of movements on Steve’s part would be sufficient to cause the water to overflow, spilling down onto the tray and making an unsightly mess in the process. Even without any further explanation, it was clear what his wife had in mind, expecting him to keep the serving tray perfectly still for as long as it amused her to have him do so. He would be unable to move, let alone put down his heavy burden, without leaving undeniable proof of having done so, allowing Donna to leave him in front of the fireplace safe in the knowledge that her chastised maid wouldn’t be going anywhere. There would be nothing he could do to ease the pain from his recent spanking, let alone the stiffness in his muscles that he was already beginning to feel, forcing him to contemplate his position as he stood before the mirror above the mantelpiece, seeing his own feminized reflection staring back at him. 

“I’m going for bath now”, Donna informed him, confirming his fears in the process. 

“Don’t go anywhere, will you?”, she called over her shoulder as she left the room, taking the second pitcher of water with her. There was no risk of Steve doing that, her husband not wanting to move a muscle as he began to wish he’d held the heavy tray slightly closer to his body, resting its weight upon his bust rather than holding it away from him - even though the latter was the way his mistress had taught him to carry the metal platter so as not to allow it to touch the snow white satin of his apron. All he could do was to survey the sight in front of him, the reflection of a demure maid holding a serving tray as befitted such a humble servant, all done up in satin and lace. The girl in the glass would not be out of place at a civilised dinner party, standing in the corner of the room awaiting the needs of her mistress’s guests, on hand at a moment’s notice but otherwise out of sight. It was a far cry from the other woman Steve had imagined earlier, the sex crazed slut putting on a raunchy show, touching herself with animal abandon in a disgraceful display of debauchery. 

No doubt that was why Donna had chosen to finish Steve’s punishment like this. 

While his spanking had certainly taught him a lesson, it was the time in front of the mirror that would drive it home, imposing a quiet contemplation upon her humiliated husband as he spent time face to face with the kind of maid his wife wanted him to be. With his buttocks still glowing from his recent paddling, Steve found himself mulling over what Donna had said to him while he was bent over her knee, receiving his punishment for failing to live up to his wife’s expectations. 
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She wanted him to look sexy for her, and the girl in the mirror was certainly that, given her bulging bust and skimpy uniform, but he was also required to remain chaste - however aroused or frustrated his submission in such feminine attire might make him. Had Donna been serious when she talked about imposing such self-control upon him by means of a chastity belt if she caught him misbehaving in future? His wife rarely joked around when disciplining him, preferring to leave no room for doubt when delivering his punishment. 

Standing motionless in front of the mantelpiece mirror, Steve wondered what it would be like to have to wear a chastity belt while serving his wife, let alone all the time as she had intimated. He’d seen pictures of such contraptions online but had never seriously considered how it would feel to be encircled by steel, his manhood safely locked out of reach, pulled down between his legs by an unyielding metal tube that would deny even a modest erection, let alone any form of sexual release. Now, with nothing else to occupy him, he found his thoughts drawn to the subject, picturing his wife fastening a tight steel band around his waist, its lock clicking shut as she sealed his fate. No matter how hard his member became, it would never be able to break free of such a rigid prison, his groin forced to remain feminine until Donna decreed otherwise. It would be a severe imposition, requiring him to adjust his bathroom habits to accommodate his newfound restriction, yet it would symbolise his submission to her like nothing else. Add his lingerie and maid’s uniform on top and Steve would well and truly know his place, not just feminized but emasculated too. 

The thought of being stripped of a right so natural that most men took it for granted was one that scared and yet thrilled Steve in equal proportions, causing his cock to stir beneath his petticoats even as he considered the prospect of it no longer being able to do so. Kept under lock and key by his wife, he wouldn’t be able to indulge in such pleasures, let alone touch himself without her express permission, but somehow he doubted that Donna would do anything to lessen his arousal, still insisting that he wore the same sexy lingerie and satisfied her own intimate needs no matter how much she denied him his. What would that be like, kept frustrated day after day after day? It was certainly turning him on something shocking now, his erection showing no restraint as it thrust upwards against his petticoats, throbbing angrily as though it had a mind of its own. Nor was there much he could do to take his mind off things, obliged to study his own feminized form in the mirror in front of him or else look down and see the real thing - his bra clad bust, his low cut lace trimmed neckline and then the tray he had been holding for what now seemed like an eternity, even that offering a distorted reflection of his face in its shiny metal. Wherever he looked, he was faced with his own feminization. 
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Had Steve not learnt his lesson from earlier that evening, he might have been tempted to reach a hand up his skirt again and relieve the bulging monster that sprang out from between his legs, running his fingers along its shaft with an ever increasing rhythm until it disgorged its sticky load. Picturing himself, or better still, his wife doing so served only to inflame matters further, but even without a chastity belt there was absolutely nothing Steve could do to alleviate his frustration, obliged to keep the heavy tray in his hands steady even though his shoulders were aching with the strain of doing so. Unless his wife chose to take advantage of his erection, something that was by no means likely even if she were to return from having her bath right now, he would have no alternative but to wait for his excitement to dissipate of its own accord, his penis gradually deflating again, shrivelling up until it was limp and flaccid. Only its dampness would indicate that it had ever reached such magnificent proportions and even that would soon disappear. 

Was that what it would be like to be belted for Donna, or would being restrained by cold steel prove more uncomfortable for the erection futilely fighting its unyielding confines? He wouldn’t be able to get this hard in a chastity belt, his erection cut off in its prime by the slender metal tube that kept his penis safely out of harm’s way. Perhaps that would be so painful that he would have to actively avoid erotic thoughts on pain of receiving a self-inflicted punishment, something that would be next to impossible given the overly sexualised role and attire he was expected to adopt as his wife’s maid. Just as he accepted being spanked as the price he must pay for letting her down around the house, so too would he come to appreciate the uncomfortable reminder between his legs whenever he let his mind wander from his duties. It would be a harsh training regime, but he would ultimately be the better maid for it, just as the punishment paddlings had shaped and improved his service. 

Regardless of how difficult wearing a chastity belt for his wife might prove, Steve knew that he owed it to her to offer to do so, whenever and wherever she chose. 

Were it not for the fact that he was silenced by the ball gag in his mouth and rendered immobile by the heavy laden tray in his hands, Steve might even have been moved to disturb his wife’s bath to volunteer such an exquisitely intimate form of submission, proffering his very body to her as the ultimate act of atone-ment. On more mature reflection, it was perhaps just as well that he was unable to act on such rash enthusiasm, but the more he thought about it, the more Steve knew that enforced chastity was right for him as his wife’s maid. Donna had suggested the idea and now it was down to him to take her up on it, giving himself of his own free will rather than having a belt imposed upon him as a result of his misbehaviour. He vowed that it was the first thing he would do when she 58

finally deigned to free him from his punishment in front of the fireplace, his first words to her when she allowed him to spit out his gag. 

Such musings had temporarily distracted Steve from the physical discomfort he found himself in, but now that he was waiting for his wife to return once more, the chastised maid was all too aware of the various aches and pains in his body. 

His stinging buttocks were no less inflamed than when he had left his wife’s knee, despite having been exposed to the air for what seemed like an eternity now. Nor were his shoulders any less sore, even though Donna had not inflicted any direct punishment upon them - having to hold a heavy tray completely motionless for so long had taken its toll just as effectively as if his wife had whipped him, albeit aching rather differently to his behind. There were other, lesser, aches and pains if he directed his attention further afield - his legs could really do with a stretch and his feet ached from standing still on his stiletto heels for so long. His wife couldn’t return soon enough as far as Steve was concerned, yet he knew there was absolutely nothing he could do to speed up her ablutions, instead forced to wait patiently for as long as it took for her to wash her beautiful body. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Donna was wearing nothing but a short satin dressing gown, its baby blue fabric conveying an undeniable femininity to its wearer as it clung to her womanly curves. 

Steve couldn’t help but be drawn to the reflection of his wife in the mirror, silently tracking her passage across the room with his eyes as he continued to stand in front of the fireplace. Had her bath helped to soften her feelings towards her errant maid and husband? Steve had certainly learnt his lesson, but still silenced by the ball gag, there was no way of letting Donna know how sorry he was for letting her down, nor to offer her his chastity as he had vowed he would - at least, not until she decided to release him from the predicament she had left him in. Nor did her initial reaction seem promising, with Donna giving her husband only a cursory inspection before leaving the room again, apparently checking that no water had spilt onto the serving tray but otherwise showing a distinct lack of interest in the feminized man with his reddened behind and aching shoulders, still clad in his maid’s uniform with his panties round his ankles exactly as she had left him so long ago. 

Straining his ears for the faint noises that emanated from the kitchen, Steve surmised that his wife was preparing her own supper - a task that she normally entrusted to him as her maid, and one which he took great delight in performing to the best of his abilities, humbly proffering the cup of cocoa and slices of peeled apple that Donna like to have before bedtime. Was he still in such deep disgrace 59

that his wife and mistress was willing to trouble herself with such a chore rather than have him take care of it for her? If so, the long awaited return of his wife would not mark the end of his suffering but merely the start of another stage of it. He pictured himself having to stay standing in front of the fireplace late into the night, feeling his wife’s gaze upon him as she continued to chastise him verbally, or worse, inflicted further punishment upon her husband. If only she would remove the hateful rubber ball that had forced his jaw open for so long this evening, he would let her know just how sorry he was to have let her down earlier and then do his utmost to make things up to her. Steve knew Donna didn’t like to receive his intimate attentions after she had washed herself, but there must be other ways he could offer his service to her if only his wife would give him the chance. 

The sound of the living room door opening behind him signalled his wife’s re-appearance, but Steve was reluctant to look her in the eyes, even in the mirror, for fear of earning further wrath. Instead he continued to survey his feminized form, noting how his eyes were still red and puffy from where he had shed tears earlier - a most unmanly demeanour, quite apart from his frilly lace and satin uniform, but perfectly in keeping with his role as a feminized maid. Confirming his worst fears, Donna continued to ignore him, preferring to put her plate and mug down on the coffee table besides the sofa. Steve mentally prepared himself for the inevitable, picturing his wife sitting down on the sofa and leaving him to his misery for even longer, but to his amazement, Donna padded quietly over to him in her bare feet, placing her hand gently on one of his inflamed buttocks before giving it a tender squeeze. Her touch was almost too much to bear, the brush against his bare skin serving to remind him of just how sore his behind was, but there was an unmistakable affection to it nevertheless. Steve struggled to keep the water in the pitcher from spilling as his wife continued to caress his exposed rear, finally planting a kiss on his cheek before returning to her seat on the sofa. 

“You can put the tray down now”, she told him softly. Were it not for the ball gag occupying his mouth, Steve would have sighed with relief, but even though he was still unable to express himself verbally, his delight was palpable as he gingerly dropped down to his knees, placing the serving tray which had been the cause of so much anguish gently on the ground. It was impossible to do so without spilling a little water from the pitcher, but Steve somehow managed to keep it from splashing onto the carpet, catching the drips in the tray before turning to face his wife. She tapped her foot on the floor in front of her, signalling that her husband and maid should kneel there and await further instruction, a unspoken command which Steve promptly obeyed. His legs were aching and he was unsteady on his 60

feet, but merely being able to stretch them for a few paces was a relief in itself, unconsciously shrugging his shoulders and causing his false breasts to jiggle in his bra as he made up for what seemed like a lifetime of immobility in those few brief moments of respite. Then he was down on his knees again, feeling his stockinged ankles and the heels of his stilettos pressing against his sore, red behind as he adopted a position just as submissive as his punishment posture but thankfully far less painful. 

Just as she had done earlier that evening, Donna bent forward once more, but this time it was to unfasten the strap that kept the rubber ball stuffed in Steve’s mouth, slowly withdrawing the drool covered gag with a slight look of distaste. 

Holding it out in front of her by the very end of its strap, it was clear that Donna expected Steve to take the slobbery object from him, another unspoken order which he promptly obeyed, relishing the ability to close his jaw again. After working his lips and tongue for a moment, Steve was about to open his mouth to speak when a sudden kiss from his wife cut him off. This time it was a slow, lingering affair, Donna taking her time before sitting back in the sofa. Her dressing gown had fallen open in the process, leaving Steve unsure where to look, torn between the compelling sight of her breasts beneath the baby blue satin and meeting his wife’s penetrating gaze as she looked down upon him, knowing the former would be immodest on his part, the latter too intense to sustain for any length of time. 

“If you’d like me to wear a chastity belt for you, then I will”, he blurted out, living up to his earlier vow to offer himself completely to his wife and mistress. “If it makes me a better maid, then I’ll do whatever it takes”, Steve continued. “I’m sorry I let you down earlier and I don’t want it to happen again. A chastity belt would stop me from touching myself and I’d happily wear one for you, all the time if you thought that was best”. Tears were welling in his eyes once more, this time borne out of a rather different emotion to those that had streamed down his cheeks during his spanking. The thought of offering himself so completely to his wife was too much for him after all he had been through that evening, his voice breaking into sobs as he professed his love for the woman who was his life - his mistress, but above all, his wife. Steve felt a tender hand on his head, ruffling his hair as Donna showed her affection for her husband in the most gentle of ways, pulling him close to her bosom as she stroked his satin clad body, whispering sweet nothings into his ear that, among other things, told him she would take him up on his offer in due course. 

In time, Steve would find there were occasions on which he regretted those words, the unyielding steel bands around his waist and groin living up to his expectations, proving just as frustrating as he might have imagined standing in front of the 61

fireplace that fateful evening. It wasn’t long before he was indeed wearing a chastity belt all the time, released from its metal confines only under the strict supervision of his wife - whether for reasons of hygiene or rather more occasional relief, the latter always being on her terms. No matter how hot and horny he got when polishing the mirror in the bedroom, no matter how arousing his saucy reflection might be, he would never again be caught touching himself by his wife, knowing that she now had new ways of keeping her maid on the straight and narrow. Whether she would have him satisfy her own sexual needs whilst denying him his own, idly tease him with her body or simply let his own feminized form inflame his passions, Steve would ultimately become exactly the maid Donna desired - dripping with sexuality and yet perfectly chaste, just as his mistress wanted. 
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Staff Appraisal

Ryan anxiously looked around the kitchen to make sure nothing was amiss. Although he’d already double checked all the areas his mistress had been known to find fault with, he was nevertheless nervous that the spotlessly clean room harboured an imperfection that he’d overlooked. There was no grime behind the taps today, however, despite their tendency to attract stubborn limescale, nor were the tea towels and dishcloths in any kind of disarray, unlike last time. He’d made a point of seeing that they were neatly arranged, along with making sure the work surfaces were perfectly dry after he’d wiped them down earlier. Desperately racking his brains for anything else that his wife might want to make an issue out of, Ryan scurried hither and thither with surprising speed for a man tottering around on six inch stilettos, his voluminous petticoats rustling as they bobbed around his thighs in time to his swift mince. Their rhythm was matched by the two massive protuberances on his chest as his bra failed to keep his huge false breasts from bouncing up and down, despite being as sturdy as such garments came. 

The kitchen was the last on the male maid’s checklist, for he’d already been over every other room in the house with the same attention to detail. Ryan’s impending appraisal by his wife, Amanda, gave him even greater cause than usual to ensure that the house met her exacting standards, for she would be looking to catch him out this evening, wanting to remind her maid of his place. 

No matter how hard he tried, she would be sure to find something to chastise him for, but that didn’t mean he could afford to be careless - it was one thing for her to scold him playfully, a lighthearted rebuke merely part and parcel of their relationship as mistress and maid, but quite another to genuinely disappoint her, or worse, give his wife grounds for punishing him. Although Amanda would insist on his submission to her regardless, Ryan much preferred that to be of a mutually pleasurable sexual nature rather than an uncomfortable penance for letting her down. Which he would end up subject to was something that was entirely down 63

to his wife and what she made of his efforts - he could only influence her decision by doing his very best to please her. 

Not knowing what to expect nor how long Amanda would keep him waiting was almost a punishment in itself, although nowhere near in the same league as what might be in store for him if his wife thought her maid had been overly negligent in attending to his duties. Amanda would call for him when she was ready, which might be any moment, such that Ryan was unable to occupy himself with anything that couldn’t be dropped at a second’s notice. Equally, she might decide to keep her maid hanging around all night, whether to deliberately heighten his anticipation of his appraisal, or simply because she’d found something more entertaining to amuse herself with. A programme on the television, finishing the chapter of her book or simply filing her nails - all took precedence over the feminized man at her beck and call, and Ryan knew it was not his place to hurry her. That was Amanda’s prerogative as his mistress, after all. 

Having checked everything he could think of around the house, Ryan now turned his attentions to his own appearance. Were his stockings straight? He checked carefully to make sure he hadn’t inadvertently laddered the sheer nylons that clung to his hairless legs as he inspected their rear, wondering whether their prominent seams would meet with his mistress’s approval. Amanda was a stickler for detail when it came to her husband’s uniform and would be sure to chastise him for even the slightest of skews. Then there was the matter of his suspender straps hanging from his corset, all six of which would need to be pulled up equally if he was to pass her rigorous examination. That led him onto fluffing out his petticoats before ensuring his apron was tied in a neat bow behind his back, both things that could all too easily become dishevelled while he was occupied by chores. Finally, he adjusted the twin silicone mounds that padded out his bra, lifting them slightly to ensure they remained well clear of its underwires, then looking down to ensure the nipples that protruded prominently through his pink satin uniform were appropriately placed on the unmistakable curve of his double-D

breasts, level with one another and symmetrical. 

Looking down at the cloying confection that engulfed him, Ryan couldn’t help but feel a stirring in the pretty pink panties that hid beneath the numerous layers of silky organza that formed his petticoat. With the exception of his smoky black stockings, everything the male maid was wearing was of a colour that wouldn’t have been out of place in a bag of marshmallows. If it wasn’t pastel pink like the body of his uniform, then it was snow white like the frilly satin apron that sat atop it. His lingerie, whether the lace trimmed panties or the matching bra, was the colour of candy, whereas the corset that so restricted his breath would have been suitable for a blushing bride, such was its virginal purity. Ryan’s heels, 64

on the other hand, were more suitable for a streetwalker, the pastel pink of his six inch stilettos conveying quite a different impression to that of his underwear, despite being a similar colour. 

This was Ryan’s more formal uniform, one that was reserved for occasions where Amanda wanted her maid to appear his most feminine. The stereotypical outfit was so exaggerated as to be verging on the ludicrous, immediately bringing to mind a saucy, submissive sexual fantasy rather than a common or garden char-woman. In addition to his monthly appraisals, the sugary pink uniform came out when Amanda was hosting dinner parties or otherwise entertaining guests, times when Ryan’s duties were generally restricted to being seen and not heard. For the day to day business of keeping the house clean, he had a couple of far less luxurious outfits, albeit ones that were still subject to similar lingerie requirements. Thankfully, the corset only came out on special occasions, but even when Ryan wore plainer cotton, as was the case when tackling dirty jobs, he was still expected to be suitably brassièred and pantied beneath, opaque stockings being substituted for sheer ones in the interests of practicality. 

Ryan had needed no reminder that today was the day of his appraisal, for the first Sunday of the month was one he had long come to anticipate with a mixture of excitement and apprehension. Nevertheless, Amanda had cheerfully instructed him to change into his formal attire once he had finished his other chores, his wife evidently looking forward to the scheduled opportunity to remind her maid of his place. Of course, she could impose her will upon him whenever she chose rather than having to wait as he was now, giving him only moments notice to prepare himself should she be of a mind to do things there and then. In some ways, not knowing until the last moment was better than spending the day in anxious expectation, but Ryan dreaded such surprise appraisals more than anything else, knowing that they invariably meant that he had disappointed his mistress sufficiently to require immediate correction - something which inevitably ended in him submitting to an unpleasantly uncomfortable punishment. 

At least knowing in advance gave him time to prepare mentally, as well as make the necessary arrangements beyond double checking his own appearance and that of the house. Ryan had taken the liberty of retrieving Amanda’s toy box from its home under her side of the bed, lugging the large plastic crate down the stairs so as to be able to present his mistress with it more quickly when the time came. 

It had originally been intended as a workman’s toolbox, but its contents were far from what one would expect had it belonged to a plumber or a carpenter, filled with implements of a far more intimate nature. Some could bring him great pleasure, but most were there for his wife’s satisfaction, whether in order to quench her own desires or simply to train her maid to do his best for her. On 65

top of the box, he’d left a clean hand towel, which experience had taught him would be needed in due course but right now served to partially cover it, helping him put its contents to the back of his mind. 

With nothing else to occupy him, Ryan paced up and down, the click clack of his stiletto heels on the tiled kitchen floor rivalling the monotony of the clock on the wall as he waited for his mistress to call for him. At last the tinkling of a tiny bell put him out of his immediate misery, its unmistakable sound signalling that Amanda was finally ready to begin his monthly appraisal. Taking one last look at his uniform to make sure nothing was out of place, Ryan tried his best to steady his nerves as he minced out into the hallway, knowing that he would shortly be entirely at his mistress’s mercy for as long as it amused her. Were it not for the crushing embrace of his corset, he would have taken a deep breath - as it was, his inhalation was caught short, causing the feminized man to feel slightly faint as he opened the door to the lounge where he knew his wife and mistress would be waiting for him. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“How may your maid be of service, Mistress?”, Ryan asked, curtseying before his wife. Amanda sat resplendent in her armchair, her white fitted blouse and knee length black skirt doing little to hide her feminine charms, the tiny silver bell that had called him to stand before her now resting in her lap, ready to be rung once more had he not been as punctilious as she expected of a devoted maid. Ryan already knew what her answer would be, but he was obliged to ask anyway - it was not his place to attempt to second guess his mistress, however predictable her instructions might be under the circumstances. His question was formulaic, following the pattern that she’d drilled into him when first training her husband long ago, but now it came as naturally as waiting for his wife’s nod before pulling himself up out of his humble curtsey. 

“As I’m sure you know”, Amanda began, adopting a grave tone perfectly suited to the situation, “I like to appraise the performance of my staff every month to ensure they deliver their very best for me”. The way she spoke about her staff always gave Ryan the impression of a lady of a large country house who had countless servants slaving away for her, of whom he was just another, a humble domestic who could be replaced in an instant were his mistress to find fault with him. 

Although there were really just the two of them, he nevertheless found himself feeling quite insignificant when compared to his beautiful wife, which was, after all, the purpose of the exercise - something that she, as a dominant woman, and he, as a submissive man, found mutually advantageous. 
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As if reading his mind, Amanda continued. “It’s important that a maid be reminded of her place, and thus I shall be conducting your appraisal in the usual manner. I trust you have made the necessary preparations?”, she enquired, although her question was as rhetorical as his had been. “Yes, Mistress”, Ryan replied meekly, knowing all too well what was in store for him. “Then I should be grateful if you would fetch my toy box and we shall begin”. “Certainly, Mistress”. 

Ryan curtsied once more before scurrying out of the room as fast as his stilettos would allow while still retaining a suitably decorous gait. The box was where he’d left it in the hallway, his earlier preparations now paying off in so far as they allowed him to return to his mistress in an instant, rather than making her wait while he rushed up and down the stairs. Doing such things in advance rather than having to hurry at the last moment was one of the many lessons he’d learnt as a maid, and now his training was coming into its own as he swiftly entered the lounge once more, toy box and towel in his white satin gloved hands. 

Amanda waited until Ryan stood before her once more before rising from her chair herself. Although her modest three inch heels were nowhere near as imposing as the footwear she expected her maid to wear, they nevertheless served to accen-tuate her nylon clad legs as she directed Ryan to put the box down by her feet. 

Knowing his wife’s preferences on such matters, that required the feminized man to bend with his knees rather than his back, a precarious manoeuvre that might have been his undoing had he not practised it to perfection. Ryan felt his wife’s gaze looking down on him from on high as he did so, all too aware that she had a perfect view down the low cut neckline of his satin uniform, allowing her to ogle his artificially enhanced cleavage if she so desired. For his part, he found himself with his face at the level of her crotch, albeit beskirted, a position that aroused certain desires in him, not just instinctively but habitually too. He didn’t expect Amanda to require his oral devotions so early in the evening, but that didn’t stop him from imagining her lifting her skirt and pulling him in towards her, as she had on countless previous occasions - whether fully dressed or rather more disrobed. 

Ryan paused for a moment in case he had misjudged his mistress’s intentions, but feeling no hand on his head, he swiftly rose again to await his wife’s next instruction. “Take off my blouse”, she commanded, stepping away from the chair but otherwise waiting for her maid to attend to her. Ryan promptly complied, carefully untucking the garment in question from his wife’s skirt before beginning to unbutton it, working his way up her body with trembling hands as he moved from her waist to her breasts. It was a task that required the utmost care, knowing that Amanda would be sure to chide him for even the slightest brush of his hands against her bust, however much she might be secretly turned on by being mauled by her maid. He could hardly be accused of manhandling her today, however, 67

approaching the challenge of undressing her with an attention appropriate for the most delicate and precious of treasures. 

His head was now only inches away from her bosom, such that he could clearly make out his wife’s bra through her top. Amanda’s underwear was evidently black and lacy, a fact that was confirmed as he carefully parted the fitted blouse before gently sliding it off her shoulders, knowing that he must do so without disturbing her lace trimmed bra straps. Stepping behind her now, he caught the thin cotton garment before it had fallen too far down Amanda’s arms - the thought of it dropping on the floor being anathema to him, let alone his mistress. Instead, he eased its sleeves off over her delicate wrists, his wife offering no help beyond allowing her arms to go limp, before neatly folding it and placing it over the back of the armchair behind her. For a moment, Ryan was treated to the delicious sight of Amanda’s black lace lingerie contrasting against her pale skin, the straps and clasp of her bra reminding him that he was wearing a similar garment himself, but his wife wasted no time in giving her maid his next order - to remove her skirt as well. 

The black woollen skirt had a pretty cable-knit design and appeared merely to be elasticated rather than having any zipper, such that all a man needed to do to divest a woman of it was pull it down her legs. Of course, it was far from being that simple for a maid tasked with the challenge of taking such a skirt off his mistress, for Ryan knew it required as much care and attention as her blouse had done. Moving slowly and deliberately, he placed his fingers under its waistband, making sure that he avoided catching any panties or other lingerie that might also be underneath, before stretching it sufficiently to allow him to slowly ease it over her hips. Going down on his knees once more, he proceeded to work the skirt down her legs, exposing his wife’s panty clad behind in the process. In addition to wearing a lacy black thong that neatly bisected her buttocks, Amanda had opted for suspender stockings too. The clasps of her suspender straps posed an additional challenge, just as important for Ryan to avoid snagging the skirt on, but rewarded him in turn with the most arousing of views as he lowered the woollen garment down towards her ankles. 

Holding his wife’s skirt just above the floor, he waited for Amanda to step out of it before reluctantly getting to his feet once more. The sight of her nylon clad legs culminating in a pert behind framed by sexy black lingerie was one that Ryan would have liked to have savoured for longer, more than willing to show his devotions in exchange for being able to spend more time before it. Had his mistress asked her to kiss her buttocks or even demanded he press his nose deep into the crack between them, Ryan would have happily complied, regarding such intimate submission as a perk of the job rather than a punishment. There was 68

already an unfortunate bulge in his own panties as a result of him being treated to such a sublime sight, his erection become more inflamed as Amanda turned and presented her maid with a view of her crotch once more, this time unhindered by skirt. He could clearly make out the outline of her sex through the tiny triangle of lace that passed as her thong, longing to nuzzle it with his lips and tongue as he pleased his mistress in a way only a husband could. 

Perhaps that would come later, after she had finished with his appraisal. Ryan could only hope so, knowing that the evening could easily go one of two ways, depending on whether his wife was satisfied with his performance in his other duties as her maid - his attitude, appearance and attention to detail around the house all making the difference between being allowed to worship at her shrine later on and being made to suffer an uncomfortable punishment instead. For now, however, there was the ritual of the appraisal to undergo first, but though Ryan knew exactly what his wife would ask him next, he nevertheless waited for her to do so as he placed the skirt beside her blouse on the back of the chair before returning to face her once more. His eyes were drawn to her lingerie clad body, her natural feminine charms adorned with sexy black lace, but the feminized maid knew that it was not done to stare too obviously at one’s mistress unless expressly instructed to. As compelling as the sight of her in all her glory might be, he must try his best to avert his gaze. 

Thankfully, Amanda did not hesitate in setting her maid another task, albeit one that caused him to gulp instinctively. “Fetch me my strap-on”, she commanded, watching keenly as Ryan dropped to his knees once more, this time in front of her toy box. Carefully removing the hand towel from on top of it and placing it gently on the floor to one side, Ryan proceeded to unfasten the clasp of the plastic crate before lifting its lid to reveal an astonishing array of intimate equipment, most of which he had had first hand experience of. In addition to nipple clamps of varying degrees of ferocity, there was the gag his wife had him wear when she didn’t want to hear a word out of her maid, not to mention artificial phalluses aplenty, ranging in realism from the abstract sleekness of the bullet shaped vibrator to the disturbingly realistic nine inch rubber penis, complete with moulded veins and simulated testicles. These could be divided into two kinds - those which were used to pleasure Amanda, whether at the hand of her maid or her own, and those which were reserved for use on him, or rather, in him. A graduated range of buttplugs allowed his mistress to keep him occupied on the job to whatever extent she desired, whereas he had several different dildos - some for anal insertion, others for oral training. 

Ryan frantically rummaged around, looking for the black leather straps of the strap-on’s harness amongst all the other obscenities, far easier to find than the 69

flesh coloured phallus that had a tendency to blend in with the many other similarly shaped objects. Knowing that his wife was waiting for him, no doubt watching him as her lingerie clad figure towered over him, and conscious that finding the strap-on would only be the prelude to engaging with it rather more intimately, Ryan felt his pulse race, his quickened breath coming in short, shallow gasps thanks to the crushing embrace of his corset. Finally he found the contraption, buried at the bottom of the box thanks to not having seen an outing since his last monthly appraisal, unlike many of the other toys. Still on his knees, he began to straighten out the tangled straps, ensuring there were no twists in them beyond the inherently kinky nature of a device intended to allow a woman to penetrate a man - one which Amanda would soon be using on him. His hands fumbled a little thanks to his nerves, but he eventually got everything straight before beginning to fasten it around his wife’s body. 

That required him to get close to her groin again, his face barely inches away from her tiny black thong as he positioned the strap-on’s harness over his wife’s panties prior to buckling its straps behind her. Whereas Ryan might ordinarily be aroused at being so near to her sex, the presence of the erect phallus that now jutted out from her crotch was disconcerting, its ribbed shaft threatening him menacingly as he made the final adjustments to ensure its optimal placement. Simply getting it there had been an ordeal in itself, with Ryan having to come far too close for comfort to the stiff, flesh coloured pole that had bobbed around right in front of his face as he fastened the first of the leather straps around his wife’s waist. The second had been no easier, having to be threaded between his mistress’s legs as she watched impassively, the leather by necessity coming perilously near to the most intimate parts of her body. To be accused of roughly handling her as he struggled to fit his wife with the means of penetrating him was the last thing Ryan wanted, such that the thought of her comfort hung heavily on his mind, even to the cost of his own. That, after all, was the lot of a maid, he mused, as he sat back to admire his handiwork, filled with apprehension at what was about to come. 

Amanda had been known to instruct her maid to go down on her newfound manhood, having him take the thick rubber shaft in his mouth and fellate it as she conducted his appraisal. Their conversation would inevitably end up being rather one sided, with Ryan being unable to do little more than emit grunts of ascent or apology as his wife held his head in place, often thrusting her hips backwards and forwards with such vigour that it was all he could do not to gag. 

Sometimes she had him do so as a warm up for the main event, but on other occasions there would be nothing else in store for him, with Ryan being expected to worship his wife’s unnatural appendage for as long as it amused Amanda to 70

see his head bobbing up and down on her cock. That was a supremely submissive experience for him, but one that was far from passive - his mistress demanding that her maid devote himself to this most humiliating of chores as much as he would any of his other duties whilst in her service. He would gobble at it with gusto, caressing the all too realistic member with his lips and tongue while looking up at his wife, who would insist on maintaining eye contact with him while he demonstrated his submission in order to remind her maid of his place. 

This evening, however, Amanda evidently had other plans. “Put a condom on my cock”, she commanded Ryan, leaving him in no doubt of her intentions. The feminized man was already unconsciously clenching his buttocks as he went to the toy box once again, this time the compartment where Amanda stored the foil wrapped prophylactics. There was no need for contraception given who would be penetrating whom this evening - there would be no unloading of roiling sperm from Ryan’s own penis in the foreseeable future, his manhood relegated to mere observer status as his wife took on the role of impaler. Nevertheless, the condom still served a hygienic purpose, allowing the rubber phallus to remain reasonably clean even after being plunged deep into Ryan’s behind. That was just as well, he mused, given how he would inevitably be the one cleaning up afterwards, not to mention that it would only be a matter of time before he found the strap-on cock in his mouth again. While Amanda would expect her toys to be spotless before she allowed them to be returned to the toy box, the thin layer of latex helped soften the thought that he was sucking on something that had been so far up inside him he didn’t like to contemplate it. 

Ryan’s hands were shaking slightly as he ripped open the shiny foil pocket and carefully removed the rolled up latex it contained. There was a knack to putting condoms on cocks, he had learnt, such that it was important to get it the right way round before beginning to unroll it. That was something that most men picked up from personal experience or else by watching girlfriends suiting them up, but Ryan had been taught such tricks by Amanda in a far less manly context, on his knees in front of her, fully feminized in a situation not unlike the one he found himself now. As with so many aspects of their relationship, he’d taken the role of the woman and she’d taken that of the man, penetrating him rather than the other way around, albeit to their mutual delight. Now putting the condom on her cock came with practised ease, Ryan squeezing the teat of the colourful rubber as he began to unroll it, even though his wife’s phallus would never ejaculate within him. Slowly and carefully, he slid the condom down the length of Amanda’s shaft, before looking to his mistress once more for further instruction. She was soon forthcoming. 
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to the toy box before presenting his wife with the tube she had asked for, its contents half used from previous encounters. Knowing what was expected of him without being asked, Ryan took the liberty of getting to his feet, bending over the armchair as he offered up his pantied and petticoated behind to her. 

That was easier said than done, given how his corset forced him to keep his body straight, his stilettos far from the easiest of footwear to balance on, but in tried and tested tradition, he rested his hands on the back of the chair, taking care to avoid where his wife’s skirt and blouse were still neatly folded, and awaited his wife’s onslaught. Just as when he had been pacing up and down in the kitchen, the mixture of anticipation and apprehension was almost as bad as what he found himself waiting for, but Ryan could hardly ask Amanda to get on with it - suggesting that his wife hurried would have a heavy price to it once she got started with the strap-on, his entreaties for her to take it easy on him falling on deaf ears as she adopted a much swifter rhythm, telling him that that was what he’d asked for. He’d made that mistake once, but would never do so again -

Amanda was not to be rushed. 

The sudden breeze between his legs was accompanied by the rustle of organza as his wife pulled his petticoats down around his feet, lifting up the short satin skirt of her husband’s uniform and tucking it under his apron bow. With just a pair of skimpy lace trimmed panties protecting him from the monster that would soon be thrusting its way deep inside him, Ryan found himself feeling incredibly vulnerable, but their shelter was short lived, his panties soon following his petticoats down towards his ankles. An exploratory finger traced its way down between his now completely exposed buttocks, Ryan having to force himself to relax them as it continued its journey through this most intimate part of his body, his wife’s digit stopping menacingly at his anus for a moment before making the return journey, as though sussing out the lay of the land. For the moment, Amanda was evidently content with just teasing him, but Ryan knew that this was the calm before the storm as his wife instructed him to step out of the pile of silk and lace that lay bundled around his feet, a task complicated by the infeasibly high heels of his stilettos that had a tendency to snag on things even when he was able to see what he was doing. 

His wife’s probing finger came again, but this time the feeling of intimate inva-sion had a cool, wet accompaniment to it, going straight towards his anus with a generous dollop of lubricant that she squeezed into and around his hole. A squelching noise from behind him suggested that Amanda was applying just as much lube to her condom covered cock, something that the man who would soon be receiving it was immensely grateful for. Knowing that he had no choice but to submit to what was coming, he did his best to relax, proffering his behind in 72

a manner that he hoped was suitably enthusiastic without being pushy. There was the muffled sound of something soft falling on the floor - the hand towel, he imagined, after his wife had wiped her greasy hands on it. He’d forgotten to provide her with that once, and she’d smeared them all over his buttocks before chiding him, not for his failure with the towel, but rather for having the temerity to be so unclean in her presence - something that was still his fault even though she’d been the immediate cause of it. 

Again, Ryan felt something nudging at his buttocks, but this time it was larger and more insistent than before, his butt cheeks forced to make space for the intimate intruder as it tickled his orifice, his wife pausing so as to give her husband an opportunity to impale himself upon her phallus. She wasn’t forcing her cock upon him, but he was taking it gladly, the ultimate act of submission for a feminized man, surrendering himself to her mighty pole as he slowly eased himself onto it, bending his knees slightly so as to allow it to achieve the optimum angle for penetration. Ryan felt the thick, rubbery shaft filling him inside as he took it deeper and deeper, letting it occupy him from within as he wondered how much more of it there was. He would know when he’d taken its full length by the presence of his wife’s groin against his buttocks, but there was still no sign of that, no matter how deep he took her strap-on phallus. 

A thrust of his wife’s hips caused him to gasp as Amanda plunged the remaining length of her cock into him, forcing him to brace himself against the chair for support. He could certainly feel her now as she pressed against him, the rubber phallus seeming far longer than it had been when he’d been strapping it around her body, not to mention much, much wider. Somehow the strap-on had ma-gically grown within him, filling the maid impaled upon it to bursting point as he struggled to come to terms with his new invader. Amanda allowed him what seemed like an eternity to do so, but had probably only paused for moments before she withdrew her cock slightly and thrust again, harder still, causing her husband to wince. It was a process she repeated until Ryan had lost count of how many times she’d done so, his wife grunting with satisfaction as he in turn stifled his moans, knowing it was not his place to cry out but to take the pounding she was giving him like a man, however unmanly he might be, impaled upon her cock whilst feminized from head to toe in candy coloured satin and lace. 

Finally Amanda eased off, pulling out by a couple of inches but still leaving the bulk of the rubber penis deep within him as she grasped his corseted waist and slowly pulled him upright. That marked the start of his appraisal proper, he knew from past experience, the lady of the house having had a little fun with her maid and now moving on to the more serious business of letting him know how well he had lived up to her expectations over the past month. It was a process that 73

began with an almost ritualistic series of questions and answers, the former his wife’s, the latter his, as she expected him to tell her what being her maid was all about, correcting him as and where necessary until her instruction was well and truly drilled into him - which, with the help of the strap-on penetrating him, was something she was able to do quite literally. 

“I see you are dressed for the occasion”, Amanda began as though she were merely making polite conversation at a dinner party. “It’s a lovely outfit”, she said brightly, although she’d chosen every aspect of his uniform herself. “Would you care to tell me a little more about it?”, Amanda asked her feminized husband, simultaneously driving her dildo deeper into him to indicate that it was his turn to speak. She still had her hands on his corseted waist, holding him fast as she pulled herself close to the maid impaled on her strap-on, undeniably commanding and yet somehow conveying a certain care for him, eager to hear what he had to say. Ryan took a deep breath, in so far as his corset permitted, and began the description he had learnt off by heart, all too aware of the phallus that pressed deep within him. Under the circumstances, there was no question but to do as his mistress instructed, and if that meant repeating the well worn phrases about satin and lace, he was only too willing to oblige. 

“This is my pretty formal uniform, Mistress”, he began. “It has a full circle skirt cut from baby pink satin, featuring a low cut neckline and puffed out princess sleeves, all of which are trimmed with white lace. On top, I’m wearing a half length apron, cut from snow white satin, also trimmed with lace, which ties behind my back in a pretty little bow”. “Is it tied in a pretty little bow now?”, Amanda enquired sternly. “I hope so, Mistress”, Ryan replied meekly, having no idea what fate had befallen the back of his apron after his wife had lifted up his skirts, yet not wanting to pin any dishevelment on the woman who had him pinned on her strap-on. “I wouldn’t want to displease you by looking anything other than my best for you and your important guests”, he proffered, taking the opportunity to change the subject. “That’s why I wear this uniform for you, Mistress - to look my best for the lady of the house and her friends”. 

That seemed to find favour with Amanda who, much to Ryan’s relief, moved on with her questioning rather than making an issue out of the bow, as she might have done had she wanted him to start grovelling for forgiveness. “And what is my maid wearing underneath?”, she wondered aloud. “Are your undies as pink and pretty as your cute little outfit?”. “Yes, Mistress. I was wearing pastel pink panties with a pretty lace trim that match my underwired brassière”, he told her, knowing that his wife refused to countenance the idea of him wearing a bra -

regardless of Amanda might refer to such garments as, her maid wore brassières and thus was expected to refer to them as such on pain of getting a dildo thrust 74

deeper inside him. “It’s a thirty six double-D”, he continued, pre-empting the inevitable follow-on question, “which I’ve padded out with silicone forms because I don’t have any breasts of my own. To give me a more feminine figure, I’m also wearing an underbust corset, cut from white brocade. It had twenty four steel bones and six suspenders straps, to which my stockings are attached”. “Tell me about your hosiery”. “They’re sheer black nylon, Mistress, ten denier, with a seam down the back and reinforced heel and toes”, he told her, volunteering. 

“They make my legs look feminine for you, Mistress”. 

“And are your seams straight?”. “I hope so, Mistress”, Ryan answered humbly, again sensing danger. Amanda could just as easily make an issue out the state of his stocking seams as the neatness of his apron bow, two among countless things she could find fault with about his appearance if she put her mind to it, no matter how hard he tried to avoid letting her down. He found himself holding his breath, preparing himself for the thrust of the strap-on that would correct him, but the intimate intruder remained where it was, lodged halfway up him, as his wife continued his appraisal. “Is that all you’re wearing?”, Amanda asked him. 

Ryan racked his brains, trying to think of anything he had forgotten, but he’d described his uniform in its entirety - the pink satin dress with its white satin apron, the lacy pink panties and matching bra, not to mention the snow white corset that held up his stockings. He could hardly forget that in a hurry, not when it was crushing the breath out of him like it was. 

“No, Mistress. I’m also wearing a lace maid’s headpiece and a pair of white satin gloves. These complete my formal serving uniform, allowing me to serve you without sullying anything with my hands, Mistress. I’m feminized from head to toe for you, as befits a humble maid”. Feminized from head to toe - Ryan realised too late that he had failed to mention his six inch stilettos, not to mention the petticoats that caught the corner of his eye. Even though he wasn’t strictly wearing the latter at that very moment, there was simply no excuse for failing to mention the heels that had impeded him since the moment he had put them on. Amanda was quick to call him out on his forgetfulness, finally taking the opportunity to put her hips into motion and with them, the dildo inside him. Her rhythm was slow at first, but that didn’t make the thrusting phallus any easier to accept for the man impaled upon it, forced to take its entire length only to feel it withdraw partially and begin its assault again. 

“You work in your stockinged feet, do you? I should have thought your mistress would have equipped you with some appropriately feminine footwear, don’t you agree?”. Amanda spoke slowly, her words vaguely in time with the incessant backwards and forwards of her strap-on as she worked her hips and her husband, her grasp on his waist almost as vice-like as the corset she hung on to as she put 75

her maid in his place. “Yes”, Ryan cried out. “Yes, Mistress”, Amanda corrected, picking up her pace now. “Yes, Mistress”, Ryan gasped, his breath cut off by the combination of crushing garment and intolerable intrusion, but even as he struggled to withstand this double whammy, he knew that his mistress expected more in the way of an explanation from him. “I’m... very... sorry... Mistress”, he stammered, each word a challenge to get out. Her rhythm showed no sign of easing off as the lubricated phallus slipped in and out of his hole, reminding him of just who was in charge around the house. “Six inch stilettos. I’m wearing pink six inch stilettos, Mistress, which strap around my ankles with a little buckle”, he exclaimed, gasping for each breath. “I was also wearing a triple layered organza petticoat, trimmed with white lace, but I’m not now, Mistress. It was remiss of me not to mention them earlier, Mistress”. 

“Yes, it was”, Amanda chided. “Are you getting turned on by this?”. Without either panties or petticoats to hide it, there was no denying Ryan’s erection, beginning to throb with a life of its own in response to the far stiffer cock that his mistress had thrust deep inside him. “Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress”, Ryan began to apologise, but his wife cut him off. “Tell me why you’re so hot and bothered”, she instructed him, giving her husband a gentle reminder with her strap-on. “I can’t help it, Mistress. Feeling you inside me, while I’m dressed like this, knowing that I’m your maid and you’re my mistress, it makes me feel very submissive”. “And that turns you on, does it?”. “Yes, Mistress”, Ryan confessed, having no option but to tell his wife the truth. “It makes me feel very feminine, Mistress”, he admitted. “Being feminine is submissive, is it? Is that how you think of women? As submissive servants?”, she questioned, thrusting her dildo forward once again to emphasise her point. “Are all women who wear pretty lingerie like yours submissive?”. She had him on the spot now. 

“No, Mistress!”, Ryan pleaded. “It’s because I’m a man, Mistress. It’s very submissive for me to wear women’s things, but that doesn’t make all women submissive”, he begged, trying to dig himself out of the hole he had somehow allowed himself to get into. “That’s right”, Amanda told him sternly, a flick of her hips causing her husband to gasp for breath once more. “Tell me the difference between a woman wearing a bra and a man wearing a brassière”, she instructed. “A woman wears a bra to support her breasts and to emphasise her natural charms”, Ryan stammered, repeating the words his wife had taught him on previous occasions almost by rote. “Whereas a man wears a brassière”, he continued, almost forgetting to use the right word, “to remind him of his place. 

My brassière lets everyone know that I belong to you, Mistress, as do my panties and my stockings and all the other pretty things you let me wear. It’s a privilege for me as a man to be able to share in such feminine secrets”, he concluded, “even 76

though I’ll never know what it’s like for a real woman”. 

“That’s why you wear such lovely lingerie all the time, isn’t it?”, Amanda asked rhetorically. “Tell me what that’s like”. “It makes me very nervous, Mistress”, Ryan confessed, “I can’t forget what I’m wearing underneath my shirt and trousers, and I’m always scared that someone will find out”. “But they never do, do they?”. 

“No, Mistress. Not if I behave myself, Mistress”. “That’s right”, Amanda told him, “No-one will ever know that you wear all the lingerie a woman does so long as you don’t go showing off your pretty undies. I bet all the girls in the office would be really jealous if they knew what you were wearing under your suit”, she told him. “They’d laugh at me, Mistress”, Ryan replied. “Yes, they would. They’d want to know why a man would ever do that. What would you tell them?”. “That I wear it to show my love and devotion to my wife, to keep me on the straight and narrow, and to remind me of my place”, Ryan answered. “And it excites you, doesn’t it? Knowing what you’re wearing and why you’re doing so”. “Yes, Mistress!”, he said proudly. “It makes me feel like you’re there even when you’re not. It’s a way of serving you even when I’m not working as your maid”, Ryan told his wife, who had one last question for him. “And you’re going to continue doing so for as long as I see fit, aren’t you? Promise me”, Amanda insisted. “Yes, Mistress. I promise!”. 

That wasn’t enough for Amanda, who insisted that her husband spell things out word for word for her. “I promise that I’ll continue to wear nothing but women’s underwear for as long as you see fit, Mistress”. “Panties and bras?”. “Yes, Mistress. I promise I’ll wear panties and bras for you, Mistress. “And stockings and suspenders too?”. “I promise I’ll wear stockings and suspenders too”. “All the time?”. “All the time”. “And what about a corset? Will you wear a corset whenever I want you to have a more feminine figure”. “Yes, Mistress. I promise I’ll wear a corset whenever I need to look my best”, Ryan replied. “And you would never think of breaking a promise, would you?”. “No, Mistress”. He’d made these particular promises so many times that it would be very hard for him to get out of them now, his wife having his word that he would wear whatever she wanted him to, whenever she wanted him to, no matter what the challenge involved. If she wanted him to wear a bra and panties to work, he would do just that. If a corset was what she wanted to see beneath his uniform, then corseted he would be. His underwear was entirely her decision, and Amanda had decided that her husband must wear feminine things - maid or otherwise! 

Such ritual question and answer sessions had formed the basis of much of Ryan’s training, with his wife explaining to him on more than one occasion that having him renew his promises to her was an important part of being her maid. He was never to forget the reasons behind why he wore what he did, nor why he 77

served his wife so humbly around the house, and Amanda saw to that by making sure her husband knew the answers to her questions off by heart. By having him admit and confess to his deepest desires, Amanda knew how to keep Ryan exactly where she wanted him, moulding her maid into a servant perfectly suited to her needs. By nurturing his inherent longing to please her and correcting him of his misconceptions as and where necessary, she’d taken his fantasies and made them a reality, albeit one shaped in her image. His monthly appraisals, along with as many unscheduled ones as were required, formed an vital part of training him to be the very best maid a man could be. 

Now, however, Amanda’s attentions turned to more practical matters. “Before we tour the house, are there any issues you wish to raise with me?”. It was a question that served a double purpose, not only allowing Ryan to get anything that was bothering him off his chest, but giving him an opportunity to confess to any shortcomings before his mistress discovered them for herself - something that she encouraged him to do, preferring her maid to be open and honest about his imperfections than engage in futile attempts at pulling the wool over her eyes. That didn’t mean she wouldn’t chastise him if she felt his negligence was avoidable, but Amanda made a point of stressing that his punishment would always be less severe if he came clean about his mistakes - however difficult that might be for her maid to believe when he was subject to whatever discomfort or embarrassment his wife chose to inflict upon him as a result. 

Still impaled upon his wife’s strap-on, it was difficult for Ryan not to be completely honest with the woman who occupied his body so intimately, even though the physical and psychological barrage he’d just been through made it hard for him to focus his thoughts. Was there anything he’d been meaning to tell her or anything she needed to know? “I snagged one of your stockings on my fingernail when hanging them out to dry, Mistress. I’d planned on picking up a new pair for you on my way home from work tomorrow, unless you’d prefer I didn’t?”. “No, that will be fine”, Amanda told him, “so long as you get exactly the same kind. 

Take more care in future, however”. Evidently she didn’t think his misdemeanour warranted anything in the way of immediate punishment, but then Ryan knew from past experience his wife was perfectly happy with her maid attending to every aspect of her hosiery, working behind the scenes to ensure she always had nylons on hand. Inspecting her stockings for snags after washing them was one of Ryan’s more intimate duties, saving his mistress from public embarrassment in the process. 

“Anything else?”. “No, Mistress. I hope you’ll find everything to your satisfaction”. In truth, their tour of the house would be more symbolic than anything else, with Amanda quick to point out anything that was not exactly to her liking 78

as soon as she laid eyes on it rather than waiting for her maid’s next monthly appraisal. Minor indiscretions warranted a metaphorical slap on the wrist there and then, Amanda correcting Ryan on the spot and expecting him to make things right, whereas more serious matters called for an unscheduled appraisal, Ryan being put in an extremely vulnerable position such as the one he found himself in now before being lectured on how he had let his wife and mistress down. She might impose physical discipline in the form of restraints or other uncomfortable accoutrements before telling him to get back to work, the added encumbrance giving her maid all the motivation he needed not to disappoint her again. Alternatively, she might simply leave him to stew in his own disgrace, spending time reflecting on his behaviour as he faced the wall after receiving appropriate additional chastisement. Either way, Ryan soon learnt his lesson, giving his very best in his duties thenceforth. 

♥ ♥ ♥

To Ryan’s surprise, his wife did not ask him to dress her again, not even to unstrap the condom covered dildo from her groin, its rubber shaft still slick with lube when Amanda finally pulled her strap-on phallus out of her husband, much to his relief. 

Instead, she instructed him to pick up her skirt and blouse and accompany her to the kitchen, leaving his panties and petticoats on the floor where they lay. Beyond his natural reaction to the sight of his wife wearing just her lingerie, Ryan found the way in which the strap-on bobbed around as she walked rather unnerving, no less engorged than it had been when it had entered him earlier. Evidently she had further plans for the artificial cock that jutted out provocatively from her groin, and that could only mean one thing - he’d not seen the last of it inside him, not by a long way. 

Indeed, Amanda seemed determined to penetrate her husband in every room she took him to, having him bend forward before inserting her strap-on deep inside him once they’d stepped into the kitchen. “Don’t fight it”, she told him, evidently feeling some resistance as Ryan instinctively clenched his buttocks, having to force himself to relax and accept the intimate intruder once more. He understood perfectly why she was doing so, of course - just as had been the case in the lounge, taking him like this put her maid in a supremely submissive state of mind, one that was perfect for receiving instruction or correction. Not that she had much to say to him, however - for the most part, the rooms they visited warranted little more than minor quibbles. In the dining room, Amanda expressed the desire for Ryan to pay attention to dusting the sideboard, something he had already double checked earlier, whereas in the kitchen, she hoped there was no grime behind 79

the taps, which indeed there wasn’t, given how he’d scrubbed the sink until it gleamed. For once, Ryan’s appraisal seemed to be going surprisingly smoothly. 

Amanda insisted on taking the lead as maid and mistress headed upstairs, treating her husband to a view of her lingerie clad behind in the process. Ryan couldn’t help but let his eyes rest upon the tiny triangle of her thong, nestled between her perfect cheeks, which in turn was framed by the wicked black lace of her suspender belt, its straps supporting sheer stockings that led the eye down her legs towards her modest heels. Then there were the straps of her bra once more, one in imminent danger of slipping down her shoulder until she unconsciously corrected it, putting the lace trimmed elastic back in its place as effectively as she might her husband. Ryan longed to unhook the clasp that fastened this most feminine of garments and devote himself to worshipping the breasts that it contained, selflessly running his tongue and lips over his wife’s nipples until she moaned with delight before directing his attentions further down. It was not his place to volunteer such service, however submissive it might be, but that didn’t stop the feminized man from hoping that Amanda might be likewise inclined as he followed her up the stairs. 

Just as he had downstairs, Ryan found himself having to take the strap-on in each and every room of the upper floor, his wife thrusting her cock deep inside him as she pointed out areas that he could improve upon or simply reminded her husband of the chores she expected him to undertake there. In the bathroom, she commented on how the rear of the toilet needed extra care, whereas in her study, she pointed out a dusty shelf he had somehow overlooked, letting him know with a thrust of her hips that she expected better of her maid in future, Ryan gasping an apology and a promise that he would try harder next time. Thankfully, his mistress otherwise seemed happy with his efforts, even expressing delight with how her husband had kept her wardrobe neat and tidy of late, telling him that he had a natural flair when it came to arranging women’s clothing - something that wasn’t surprising, he considered, given how much of it he wore himself around the house. 

As his wife finished off her commentary on their bedroom, Ryan felt relief that his appraisal was coming to an end. Although his performance hadn’t been flawless, he’d nevertheless come away reasonably unscathed, however much his rear might feel otherwise. Wondering what his mistress would have in store for him next, he waited patiently for Amanda to withdraw the strap-on once more and direct him accordingly, but his wife showed no sign of removing the intimate intruder. 

Indeed, she’d wrapped her arms around him now, letting them caress his satin uniform as they worked their way down his groin, her fingers finding his semi-erect manhood and beginning to toy with it as her hips started into motion once more. 


80

The dildo pushed in and out of his hole as a result, picking up the pace again, its rhythm matched by his wife’s hands which began to stroke his own shaft more and more firmly, masturbating him as she took him from behind. 

They were positioned in front of the full length mirror that comprised one of the doors of the wardrobe, giving Ryan an unrivalled view of the action as his wife continued to work on both ends of his body, his silicone breast forms now bouncing gently in time with her rhythm. His own satin clad reflection kept him from seeing his lingerie clad mistress, but there was no denying her presence as she stood not only behind her feminized husband, but within him and around him. 

“Tell me how much you love being my maid”, Amanda whispered in his ear, her words as commanding as any order despite their quietness. “Tell me how you love to serve me, how you love to wear such pretty things”, she cooed. It was all Ryan could do to get the words out, panting now as he struggled for breath against his corset. “I love being your maid”, he gasped. “I love it so much, Mistress, it hurts. I need to serve you. I have to serve you. It’s my life”, he cried. “And the pretty things?”, Amanda reminded him, slowing slightly now that she sensed her husband was nearing the brink. “Please let me wear them for you”, he begged. 

“As your maid. I’ll wear whatever you like so long as you let me serve you”. With that, an explosion of goo erupted from his cock, showering his wife’s hands as she allowed her hips to come to a standstill. 

There were now globules of cum all over the mirror, otherwise spotless from where Ryan had polished it earlier. Moreover, his ejaculate was beginning to drip through Amanda’s fingers, he noticed, his wife doing her best to contain it. 

“What a mess you’ve made”, she chided gently, finally pulling out of him with a squelch. “You’ll be cleaning it all up, you know. I want this mirror spotless, and my strap-on sorting, and you’ve left your panties and petticoats downstairs, you slovenly girl”, Amanda berated him, albeit tongue in cheek, smiling as her husband recovered from her ministrations. Ryan was still panting, beads of sweat rolling down his face as he did his best to regain his composure. “Yes, Mistress. 

Sorry, Mistress”, then more tenderly, “Thank you, Mistress”. “It’s my pleasure”, she grinned, before adding more sternly. “You can start with my hands. Did you leave that towel downstairs?”, she asked, knowing all too well that she’d put it to one side when she’d finished lubing him up. “Well, in that case, you’d better find something else to do with all this sperm. If you get it on the carpet, you’ll be in big trouble”. It wouldn’t be long before Ryan found himself kneeling before his lingerie clad wife once more, eating from the palm of her hand again - albeit literally rather than metaphorically this time! 
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Feedback

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

www.brassiered.com/myhusbandmymaid/
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There are few things more satisfying for a woman than knowing she needn’t trouble herself with the chores, having a maid on hand to take care of all the jobs she hates. When the maid in question is also her man, serving his mistress dressed in the most feminine of uniforms, things get very interesting indeed - as the stories in his wife his mistress show. From a husband who takes on the role of a housewife to a boyfriend crossdressed for a costume party, these men know their place is to love, honour and obey the lady of the house in a way that only a maid can - much to the delight of the women they serve! 

There’s no doubt that the mistresses in these tales are demanding, expecting nothing short of absolute obedience from their submissive spouses, but that doesn’t mean they love them any the less. Whether serving tea, scrubbing floors or satisfying more intimate needs, you can be sure these male maids will be doing exactly as they’re told, surrendering to service in satin and lace! 

www.brassiered.com/hiswifehismistress/
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Imagine the predicament of a man who is told that the only way he can earn release from his chastity belt is by wearing a bra for as long as amuses his keyholder. 

Perhaps she fancies making him wear panties too, or perhaps skirts and stockings are the order of the day as far as his feminization is concerned. Of course, the choice is his, but unless he does what he’s told, there’ll be no escape from the steel penis prison which emasculates him just as much as the feminine attire he’ll soon find himself wearing - like it or not! 

Whether donning all the lingerie a woman would is so arousing as to only add to his sexual frustration or just the thought of doing so is acutely embarrassing, one thing’s the same - a chastity belt is sure to provide all the motivation a man needs to feminize himself for his keyholder’s pleasure. from belt to bra follows four such men through their adventures in male chastity and feminization as they dress like women in order to perform as a man. 

www.brassiered.com/frombelttobra/
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Every woman deserves to have the housework done For her, but
maids, especially male maids, can be all too unrelioble sometimes.

It's easy For a submissive crossdresser to get lost in the satin
and lace of his maid's uniform and Forget that the Foremost duty

of a domestic servant is To attend to his mistress's needs - not
pleasure himself or otherwise let her down. Sometimes sissy
maids get above their station and need to be reminded of their

position, which is where an appropriate correction is cdlled for -
when mistress knows best.

Whether they impose discipline by means of physical discomfort
or prefer more psychological punishment, the ladies in these
stories know exactly how to put a man in his place, leaving him in

no doubt as to who's the maid and who's the mistress! With
tools such as chastity belts, corsets, buttplugs and strap-ons
af their wives' disposdl, These housemaid husbands are about
to learn alesson in submission they'l never Forget!






