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From Master To Maid

The Housekeeper Takes Control

By Miranda Birch
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In the latest Frilly Femdom Fantasy from Miranda Birch, a strong-willed mature woman turns her young male employer into a uniformed maid-servant! When dressed in his frilly uniform (and he always will be!), he must call her Ma'am — and curtsey — and obey — and feel her leather strap across his bare bottom when he fails to live up to her very exacting standards! 

Sign up for the Miranda Birch Newsletter now and get a FREE BOOK! 

Marjorie Carruthers had been a housekeeper for over twenty years — and a Housekeeper with a capital ‘H’, too. In her last position she had had two maids and a butler under her command. But times had changed. When she applied for the position with Master Jason she knew she was lucky to be considered for any position at all. But still, she could not conceal her disappointment at learning that she was to be the only member of staff. 

“Not even a maid?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. 

Her youthful employer looked flustered. 

“Well, it's not a terribly large house.” 

She sniffed, and said firmly:

“I take my responsibilities seriously — and that means almost constant cleaning and dusting. With five bedrooms, a large kitchen and a scullery I'll be very busy.” 

His answer was apologetic. 

“It's just… well… I'm just not comfortable with lots of people around. Can't we see how it goes for a few weeks?” 

There was a note of pleading in his voice. She examined him carefully, and pondered. He was in his early twenties with a slim, graceful figure and a shy manner. He seemed too timid to challenge her. He was also single, which meant no interference from other females. He was, in all those ways, the perfect employer. And she knew there were worse jobs being offered. And then she realised, in a sudden flash of insight, that he'd be putty in her hands. She suppressed a smile of recognition. Oh yes, she knew his type! 

Still acting in part, she sighed. 

“Very well,” she said, “I'll start immediately — but,” she warned, “if I feel that a maid is required to run your home properly — I will tell you. And I will expect my advice to be acted upon.” 

He nodded and flushed, flustered by her firm matronly authority. He was obviously not used to dealing with women, particularly servants, particularly mature, rather bossy female servants…

“Ah… can I offer you a cup of tea?” he enquired. 

She managed to hide her smile. The idea of an employer offering to make tea for his housekeeper amused her. But clearly her judgement of this young man had been right on the nail. 

“No, I am fine, thanks,” she said, paused; and then continued with a little test:

“But you can get my bags from my car and take them to my room, if you would be so kind.” 

Well — why not see how far things could be pushed, and how soon? It was a small test — but an important one —

and when he trotted outside without any protest she  knew he could be controlled! 

She strolled through the house as he took her suitcases upstairs. Running her finger along various surfaces she noted the lack of dust. In fact the whole place was neat and tidy and as clean as a whistle. 

“Who's been looking after you?” she asked when he returned. 

He looked blank. 

“Nobody,” he replied, “I only decided recently to advertise for a Housekeeper.” 

She was genuinely puzzled at this. 

“So you have been managing fine on your own…” she remarked thoughtfully. “Then what made you suddenly decide to employ someone?” 

He blushed. 

“My cousin invited me to a dinner-dance. When she phoned I told her I had a lot of ironing to catch up on.” 

Marjorie chuckled. 

“I can imagine her reply!” 

He smiled shyly. 

“As soon as I said it I knew how stupid it must sound. Anne, my cousin,  she wanted me to employ a whole team of servants. But I'd really hate that.” 

“So I'm a compromise?” she asked smiling back at him. He nodded. 

“You and Anne are probably right, I might need to employ other people, but the way I see it I can do a lot of the work myself.” 

“Like the ironing,” she said with a grin. 

He laughed. 

“I quite enjoy washing and ironing and I'm really quite good at it.” 

She measured her next words carefully. 

“So… at least until I get the place organised, can we both assume that you will continue to do all of the laundry?” 

He didn't seem at all put out at that. 

“Of course.” 

She frowned, saying “But —?” 

And then waited. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

She shrugged. 

“It's just me being a little old-fashioned I suppose. I know it won't bother you — but I shall feel a bit awkward asking a young man to wash my —” 

She paused, watching his face. He looked stunned. 

“You mean your underwear?” 

His face went pink. 

“Oh I'm so sorry — I didn't think.” 

She patted his arm reassuringly. 

“Please. Don't be upset. I should be grateful for your help. Have you any experience with ladies' underwear?” 

Jason nodded, his face still a bright pink. 

“Yes. When I lived with my Aunt, I did all her stuff.” 

“Show me to my room young man,” she said brusquely then, wanting to change the subject before she got just too hot and bothered and pushed things too far too soon. There would be time to introduce  that element into their relationship. She was happy enough now that he had agreed to do all of his laundry as well as hers. Both for the fact itself and for its significance, its evocation of things to come…

It was clearly the smallest bedroom. She stood in its doorway without going inside. Then, as he stared at her, puzzled, she walked further along the corridor. She opened another bedroom door. It was sparsely furnished but had a double bed and was much larger than hers, with a nice view of the grounds to boot. 

“Is  this occupied?” she asked. 

He shook his head. 

“Then I think this will be more suitable, master Jason. Please fetch my bags.” 

He blinked, hesitated — and then obeyed! She was still smiling to myself when he returned with her suitcases. Then she continued brusquely:

“When you unpack my things, check to see if any of my dresses are creased. In fact press anything that needs it. I'll be very busy tomorrow and I won't have time to do that for myself.” 

Jason opened the first of my cases. 

“What did you want to wear tomorrow?” he asked shyly, “I could check everything and lay it all out for you.” 

She looked out of the window as he bustled away. 

“Why don't you choose?” she replied. “During the day I would normally wear a black rayon dress and in the evening I would change into something more formal.” 

When she turned he was holding one of her black day dresses in his hands. 

“This will certainly need ironing,” he muttered. 

“I'll make us both a cup of tea,” she said. 

He didn't seem even to hear. Marjorie went downstairs and spent the next hour sipping tea and watching television. 

She retired early that night. Opening her door to find her best night-gown laid out on her bed was a revelation. All of her corsetry and lingerie was neatly arranged into her drawers. Her gowns were hung in rows in her wardrobe and, best of all, a complete outfit consisting of white bra, girdle, panties, slip, tan stockings, and black dress had been placed on a chair. The dress and slip had been pressed. She went to sleep with a smile of contentment on my face. 

Two weeks passed. She was impressed with Jason's attitude most of the time. But, if she was honest, she missed having her own servants. She was bossy by nature, and as much as he obeyed her, it wasn't the same. And she didn't like some of the heavy cleaning she had to do. But, as Jason washed and ironed her clothes and allowed her complete freedom, she was reluctant to force the issue of a maid. Until one day…

She had tried wearing a bra with a loose shoulder strap. As soon as she fastened it at the back the strap came free from the bra cup. It was an ivory-coloured bra made of silk, for wearing under her sheer silk blouse. She fumed as she was already late for her shopping trip and she knew none of her other bras were suitable. Jason chose the wrong moment to knock on her door! 

She was not sure what shocked him the most: her being partially undressed in her half slip and bra, or her blazing

anger. 

“Look at this!” she hissed, flicking the bra strap in anger. “I thought you were supposed to check everything for me?” 

He was so taken aback he didn't reply. His wide eyes stared helplessly at her semi-naked body and he backed away. 

“This can't go on,” she told him with all the matronly dominance she could muster. “I need my own maid.” 

He took a deep breath. 

“I'm sorry! Let me fix it. It only needs a couple of stitches.” 

She stared at him haughtily. 

“How long will it take? I'm late already.” 

“I'm very good with a needle — give me two minutes.” 

Marjorie nodded and, without thinking, she leaned forward, reached behind her and unhooked her bra. Jason realised what she was going to do before she did it. His face went quite pale. She shrugged the bra from her shoulders and handed it to him. It was only when she saw his shocked expression as he gazed as if spell-bound at her bare breasts that it belatedly occurred to her that, after all, she was almost naked. 

“It's rude to stare,” she said — and closed the bedroom door in his face. 

She sat on the bed and bit her lip. Now why had that happened? She had calmly removed her bra in front of her male employer. Her face was hot with embarrassment. Her heart was pounding. She took deep breaths to calm herself and slowly it dawned on her. ‘Male employer’. But Jason had not been acting like an employer. He had been acting —

he had been acting more like  a maid! And she had simply reacted by treating him, not like a man, not like an employer, but like he behaved — like a female servant! Well! No harm done, then. And after all, soon her little feminised man-servant would be seeing more of her than just bare breasts — far more! But not just yet…

A soft timid knock on her door made her jump. Thinking quickly she came to a decision. 

“Come in.” 

Jason opened the door, her bra in his hand, and stared at her. She was sitting on her bed, hands in her lap — and still bare-breasted. 

“Give it to me,” she said. 

He didn't move. 

“Don't just stand there,” she said angrily, “give me my bra.” 

He walked towards her his eyes glued to her bosom. The heat of his gaze actually aroused her. And it occurred to her that young James was very inexperienced. She was twenty years his senior and the sight of her mature, heavy breasts shocked and excited him. His hand shook as it held her bra out. Taking it from him she said, as calmly as she could manage, “did you manage to fix it?” 

“Yes,” he breathed, “it should be okay now.” 

She slipped her hands and arms inside the slippery-smooth bra straps and hooked them over her shoulders. Their eyes met as she fastened her bra. 

“If you were my maid I'd beat you for that little lapse,” she told him firmly, her eyes boring into his, trying to keep the tremor of excitement out of her voice. 

He blushed and dropped his eyes. 

“I'm really, really sorry. It won't happen again.” 

She stood up and saw his eyes fall to her bra. It was a pretty one with lace and ribbon decorating its cups. 

“How do I know that? As my employer you have no incentive to work properly and no fear of punishment. No, I think it is high time we hired a maid. I need a personal assistant.” 

She turned away and began to get dressed. He watched as she dressed in her see-through blouse and filmy skirt, both tight and figure-hugging. The atmosphere in the room was electric. They were both aroused and neither willing to admit it. Marjorie not wanted to move too fast, Jason confused and excited. 

“I can look after you,” he whispered, “can't you, you know… show me? Train me? Please?” 

She shook her head. 

“It would never work. Look at how you acted when you saw my breasts. I can't be worrying about your juvenile reactions every time you see me undressed.” 

He blushed to the roots of his hair. 

“I'm sorry, it was just a shock that's all.” 

She sighed. 

“You know I almost slapped you,” she told him, “and then what would have happened to me? You are only seeing this problem from an employer's point of view.” 

His answer was totally unexpected. And it changed everything. 

“If… if you had slapped me, I… I would have understood. I would never have blamed you.” 

She allowed his words to hang in the air for several minutes before I said anything. 

“Do you really mean that?” she asked eventually. “Think carefully, this is important. I have a temper; this kind of thing is not likely to be an isolated incident. If you are dead set against employing a maid maybe you should think of hiring someone else -â€“” She saw him take a deep breath. 

“Yes. I mean no. I do mean it,” he said stuttering a little. “I know it”s difficult for both of us, but if you explain exactly what you want, I“m sure we can work something out that will suit both of us.” 

She looked into his eyes. Confrontation like this is what she was good at. It was how she had gained a reputation for being able to deal with staff. Whereas people like Jason, well! They always attempted to deflect and delay and avoid the issues. Which only made them weaker, more malleable — for people like her! 

“There is nothing to explain,” she told him calmly. “I want a servant who will not be upset when they see me naked, a servant who will obey me without question. A servant who can't fire me when I slap them — when I beat them!” 

Jason lowered his eyes but didn't move or voice and objection to her outrageous words. She turned away to give him time to come up with a reply. The silence, for her, was pleasant. 

“I wouldn't fire you,” he whispered eventually, “I thought I'd made that clear.” 

She did her best to hide her excitement. She wasn't surprised that he was caving in, he'd been obedient since the moment she arrived, but this was about pain. Pain for him. Punishment. Humiliating, degrading punishment! 

Deliberately softening her tone she said, “Yes, that's true. If I lose my temper and strike out at you, you've promised not to fire me. I appreciate that and it certainly gives me something to work on. But I'm thinking of you as much as

myself. I've always had a  female servant. A  maid. Look at me Jason!” 

He met her eyes again and she continued relentlessly. 

“Allow me to state the obvious. I don't have to worry about being undressed in front of her. I don't have to knock on her door when I want her, she will help me in and out of my bath, help put my hair in curlers, help me dress, help me undress…” 

Jason was pale but he held her gaze. She saw a flicker of fear in his eyes, but he didn't look away. 

“I understand,” he said, “really, I do.” 

She shook my head. 

“If you are saying you can be that person, I'm not sure I can believe you. I believe you are sincere, and I'm hoping that we might, just might, be able to work something out but â€“-” 

He blinked. 

“There must be some way I can convince you.” 

His voice was a faint whisper. Marjorie's feelings then were complex. But above all she saw her chance now. For Marjorie was not just bossy, she actively enjoyed  controlling people. Obedience thrilled her, and watching someone surrender to her will is something she savoured. And Jason had surrendered. She was tempted to push him into a more concrete acceptance but chose not to, not just then, not just yet. Three steps forward and one back can be very rewarding. 

“I'm sure there is,” she answered as mildly as she could, “but I'm not entirely sure you've fully considered how much your life would change. Why don't we have a cup of tea together when I get back? Not as employer and employee, but as people who want to help each other as best they can?” 

The relief on his young face, so charmingly flushed with shy embarrassment, told her she had been right. And two hours later they were seated in his very comfortable lounge enjoying tea out of bone china cups. Of course it was Jason who had made the tea. He was clearly nervous; but, being on familiar ground, he was calmer now and the colour had returned to his cheeks. 

“So what do we do now?” He sounded helplessly out of his depth. “I don't even know what to call you.” 

“You may call me Miss Carruthers,” I said, “and we may as well see this as me interviewing you.” 

To his credit he smiled. 

“Yes, yes, of course.” 

She leaned forward and tapped his knee. 

“I intend to be blunt, so if you are still thinking of yourself as my employer -â€“” 

“No, no I'm not.” 

“Let's both be clear on what we want.” 

She leaned back and ran her eyes over him. She held out her fingers and ticked them off:

“One: I like you; two: I know you can be obedient and hardworking; three: I now know — I now have  your word —

that I can discipline you as and when I see fit.” 

Jason didn't say anything; but nothing in his face told her she was off the mark. 

“So let's tackle what I don't know first. I don't know if your masculinity can be toned down sufficiently to allow me the freedom I need to control you effectively.” 

Marjorie watched him closely. Interesting: he didn't squirm about in his seat; he didn't blush and look away. 

“Look Miss Carruthers, I know I'm not the finished article, I've already proposed that you train me -â€“” 

“I  can train you to be the perfect servant,” she replied, “because it's what you want to be. You will follow my lead in that I am sure. But how will you react when I change your hair? Or the way you sit and stand and walk? I do not want you striding about like a man, particularly as the man who owns this place.” 

“Oh,” he said. 

“I want teach my maid to curtsey,” she whispered, “and I want beat her when she forgets to do so -â€“” 

She stopped, allowing him time to digest her words. 

“Do you know something Jason,” she asked into the silence, “I always put my maid's apron on myself. I enjoy tying the apron strings really tight, so they are always aware that they are wearing it. I enjoy smoothing the fabric and checking each and every frill to make sure it has been properly ironed. Should I tell you why Jason? Are you interested, just a little bit?” 

He voice took on a rather mocking tone. The feelings of power and control was flooding over her now, and it was difficult to keep control. 

“I am,” he told her, “I am.” 

“Because it's like a salute Jason, a curtsey is like a salute. In the army, as I'm sure you know, a private salutes his officer every time they meet. And the officer knows that all is well. The minute a private fails to salute, the officer knows something is wrong â€“- Yes?” 

Jason was like a rabbit caught in her headlights. He nodded and licked his lips. Not for the first time she noticed what soft and luscious lips they were. 

“But a maid can't curtsey without her apron. How will you react the first time I dress you in an apron Jason?” 

He sat still and quiet. He opened his mouth but no words came forth. 

“How will you react the first time I put your hair in curlers? Are you ready, Jason, for a perm? Or perhaps pretty pig-tails? Hmmm?…” 

She was enjoying herself hugely as the vista of complete feminisation slowly unrolled before him. 

He licked his lips and swallowed. 

“If you are trying to scare me Miss Carruthers, you've succeeded. But if you are attempting to persuade me not to accept the position, I'm afraid you've failed. I want to be your servant and nothing you've suggested will deter me.” 

She was impressed. She could have left it there, for now at least. But something told her that it was time to push on all the way. 

“You mean to be my maid?” she asked. “Servant doesn't quite cover it. You mean to be my personal lady's maid?” 

“Yes, yes… I… I want to be your personal lady's maid.” 

Now his face was stained bright pink. Again she leaned over and patted his knee reassuringly. 

“That can't have been easy for you Jason. I'm impressed. So we'll agree that I have absolute control in that most difficult area, just one more uncomfortable subject to confront. Okay?” 

He blew air from his lungs. 

“Thanks for being patient with me. Yes, let's move on.” 

“We need to talk about sex, Jason.” 

He flinched and this time he did squirm. 

“I'm not sure I understand -â€“” 

“First let's look at it from your point of view. Do you find me physically desirable Jason?” 

“I would never take advantage -â€“” 

She shook her head. 

“That's not what I meant — and in any case in this situation I would be taking advantage of you, wouldn't I? 

Hmmm?” Without giving him time to reply, she pressed on. “Let me put it this way. Does it surprise you that most male employers of women expect and get sexual favours in return?” 

“No, of course not but -â€“” 

“Well,  I expect sexual favours from  my servants. Maids, butlers, cooks and stable-boys — all have pleasured me in my day.” 

His jaw dropped and she wanted to laugh but instead she pressed on:

“If you work for me I  will use you sexually. That is non-negotiable. But that's not my point. What I need to know is -

â€“ will you reluctantly accept that I'm the boss and go along, or are you willing enough to make it a real bonus for both of us. So answer my question honestly: am I too old for you?” 

“Of course not!” 

He sounded very surprised — which was perfect. She could have hugged herself. She went on, making herself completely explicit:

“I'm old enough to be your mother Jason. Are you saying you happily accept my advances; and more, make yourself easily available? Will you make yourself pretty for me? Will you give me the come-on?” 

He tried, he really tried to speak. But he couldn't. She rose to her feet. Looking down at him she felt strong and powerful. 

“I'm going shopping,” she said, “is there plenty of cash in the safe?” 

He looked dazed as he gave her the keys to his wall-safe. 

“Do I have the job?” he asked, his eyes full of yearning. “I mean, can I still be your servant?” 

She walked past him stuffing cash into her handbag. She did not answer him directly. 

“Do you want me to buy a uniform for my maid?” 

“Yes,” he whispered. “Yes Miss Carruthers.” 

“And you'll wear it on my return, no arguments?” 

“No arguments, Miss Carruthers.” Jason had recovered his composure now. “I'll wear whatever I'm told to wear,” he emphasised. 

“Then my answer is yes, you have the position.” 

He smiled. 

“Thank you Miss, I won't let you down.” 

“When I return I will expect you to dress as my maid. And then, as a test, I will beat you.” 

They looked deep into each other's eyes. She saw the excitement and the desire — and wondered if he knew how excited she was! 

“Do what you think is best,” he told her, and lowered his eyes. 

She had already made friends with the dressmaker in town. She had already had everything run up for poor unsuspecting Jason weeks ago, waiting for the right moment. And now it had come! 

Marjorie had asked the dressmaker, Miss Carter, to really go to town on the outfit, and to spare no expense. And so she had. The frock was an incredibly frilly, frothy creation, and very, very short and skimpy. Marjorie wanted to see lots of smooth bare flesh. It was a delicate shade of pink. And the accessoires were also very frilly and flouncy. 

There were two of everything: a pretty head scarf, the uniform frock itself, matching shoes, an apron and a nice figure-shaping girdle to make sure Jason's slight but still male figure was suitably moulded to show off the outfit to best effect. 

She had taken Miss Carter into her confidence. After all, the garments to be made required some explanation, they couldn't possibly be for her. And so they had a glass of wine together, and a nice chat about Jason's future. They giggled like a couple of school-girls as Marjorie outlined her plans for the naïve young man. She looked forward to the time when her fully uniformed male maid, face crimson with shame, would serve coffee to her and Miss Carter

— and whoever else she felt like inviting to the house! 

The first thing she told him upon her return was that the master bedroom — what had been his bedroom — was now hers. He promised to move everything around by morning. And then she laid out the uniform on the double bed —

her double bed, now. 

She watched closely as he examined his new uniform.. If he was shocked at the sight of his new clothes he didn't show it. Yes, his face was flushed with embarrassment. But his excitement was clearly equal to his shame. 

The dress was hardly what just any maid might wear, it was rather too short and skimpy for that. The bib-apron with its wide lace-trimmed skirt was a little bit too elaborate for a run-of-the-mill maid. The underwear was a different matter. If Jason was going to resist, it wasn't a frock or a frilly apron that would cause her problems. It was bras and panties. It was as he held the under-wired bra that he met her eye. Especially these ones. Especially these scanty, frilly, black lace undies. She gave him no time to think things through. 

“Now, you have two of everything — two frocks, two head-scarves, two pairs of shoes. I want you in a fresh uniform every day. So every day you will have to wash, dry and iron the spare frock and scarf so that they are ready for next day. Wash them by hand, please. It will be good washing and ironing practice for you — two very important skills in your new life! — not that you need practice!” 

“Come on! Hurry up!” she breathed insistently, “Hurry up! I want to see you dressed right now!” 

She didn't bother to hide her excitement. She wanted him. Now. He turned his back and quickly removed his male clothes. She admired his sleek youthful skin and licked her lips as her gaze lingered on the plump curves of his sweet little bottom. The knowledge that she'd have this young man in her bed that night made her hot and wet with lust. 

He struggled with the unfamiliar garments. It was clear he had never ‘dressed’ before. She was patient, offering occasional advice but not hands-on assistance. he would have to get used to dressing himself — and her! — after all. 

She talked him through each garment in turn. 

“Bra and panties first.” 

He looked delicious in the scanty lingerie. The bra cups were slightly padded, to give him just a hint of a bosom. 

“Now, in order for you to be the right shape for your uniform, you will wear a girdle. Put it on, please.” 

The pantie-girdle squeezed and molded his torso from just below his chest to just above his crotch. 

“It's very tight,” he complained. 

“You'll get used to that,” she replied dismissively. “Now next we have your frock. It should more or less fit you.” 

He got the dress over his head and pulled it down. This uniform too was a tight fit, especially about the shoulders, although the girdle did help a bit to mold his figure to the shape of the dress. But the length! It barely reached mid-thigh. Jason felt very exposed, and instinctively pulled at the hem, as though that would make it lower. 

Marjorie noticed, and felt a thrill of delight. He  did feel exposed in it! Oh goodie! 

“I do hope that hem isn't  too short,” she said out loud. Then, reassuringly, “probably just a bit too much, but never mind, it looks fine.” 

Not giving him time to consider how very far from ‘fine’ the skimpy frock really looked, she moved on to the next item. 

“Now, head-scarf.” 

The scarf was the same colour as the uniform. She tied it on his head, covering his hair. It would do while she waited for his hair to grew long enough to be put into a sweet, girlish style. 

“You will have to learn to tie this yourself,” she said brusquely. 

“Now, shoes.” 

The shoes looked practical enough, except they had a narrow two-inch heel. They pinched his feet. 

“Walk up and down.” 

She smiled at his clumsy attempts to move in the heels. 

“You really  have never ‘dressed’ before, have you?” Marjorie said laughingly. 

“No, of course not! Why would you think I had?” 

“Oh, no reason,” said Marjorie, laughing the question off. “Anyway, you look very sweet. You have no reason to be embarrassed. It's just here with me, isn't it?” 

She smiled condescendingly, and feasted her eyes upon him. He was dressed as a woman. As a servant. As her maid! She gasped out loud. The square cut bodice emphasised and displayed his small but magnificent breasts. The nipped-in waist exaggerated his womanly hips. The short flared skirt showed off his long shapely legs. His shiny red apron stood out in stark contrast to the shiny black dress and his frothy red petticoats added a bizarre touch that aroused her. 

“Put your hands behind you,” she ordered thickly. 

Jason obeyed, the action shoving his breasts outwards so that they strained against the thin silk dress. He licked his ruby lips as she approached. 

“Open your legs.” 

Obediently, he splayed his legs for her. Her mouth went dry. He was hers. Her hands stroked his body, his breasts and hips and stomach. Jason began to tremble. She kissed the swell of breasts visible above the neckline. He shivered and moaned softly. Her hands reached up under his mound of petticoats…he flinched. 

“Be still!” 

Jason froze. She tugged his panties down. As they slithered to his ankles she pulled him close. She kissed him passionately, her tongue greedily exploring the inside of his mouth. She tore her lips from his and kissed his throat, his breasts. 

“You're mine, my maid. All mine!” 

“Yes,” Jason whispered, “I'm yours.” 

“My  maid,” she insisted. 

Jason's eyes locked with hers. She challenged him wordlessly with a steady gaze. 

He dropped his eyes saying, “Yes… yes, Miss Carruthers. I am your maid. How can I serve you?” 

The words sent her senses reeling. She'd done it! 

She pulled away. There would be plenty of time to enjoy him sensually. But now, he had one very important lesson still to learn. She reached into her large handbag and took out a leather strap. 

“This is a Lochgelly tawse.” 

She showed him the heavy leather strap. Jason bit his lip. But he had said she could, so…

She sat down and patted her lap. 

“Dress up, knickers down, and over here!” she said brusquely. 

And Jason did as he was told. 

His feelings changed abruptly as the first stroke fell across his bare bottom. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” he cried. That had really hurt! 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” he cried again. 

She paused. It was always a good idea to break rhythm, she had found. So they were never sure exactly when the next one was coming. Then she brought her arm far back over her shoulder, paused a moment again, and brought the strap down on the waiting buttocks. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

Then again. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

And again. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh — ooohhhh!” 

“Oh honestly, such a big fuss about a few strokes from a strap! Call yourself a man?” 

She laughed. 

“Well, actually, you do not, do you? Not any more!” 

Again she waited a little. He was panting now, and whimpering. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh! — Oh Ma'am please, not so hard!” 

She smiled to herself. It was marvellous when they started begging! She ignored his pleas, and continued to taunt him. 

“What are you, if you are not a man?” 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

“I… I… am your maid, Ma'am.” 

THWACK! 

“That's right, dearie, that's what you are, my little girlie-maid. And when girlie-maids are naughty, the get the strap. 

Like this!” 

THWACK! 

she continued the thrashing — remorselessly. Actually she was by no means laying it as hard as she could. Not yet. 

But all in due course…

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

“Oh, please, Miss, no more, I've learned my lesson, truly I have!” 

“Hands away, girl,” said Marjorie excitedly. She was well away by now. The first thrashing was always in some ways the best. 

“Or I can always tie you down, if you like?” 

Hopelessly, Jason removed his hands. He felt tears rolling down his cheeks. It was just  too hard! 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

THWACK! 

“Ooowwwwww!” 

The tears were flowing freely now. Another of her favourite things. She heard the sniffling, knew what it entailed, felt great joy inside her. 

THWACK! 

“Agghh!” 

And so it continued. The strap lifting and falling; the howls of Jason, who somehow managed to maintain position despite the ever-increasing agony; the joy radiant on Marjorie's face…

THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! …

THWACK! … THWACK! … THWACK! 

Jason just lay there, sobbing, jerking with each new stroke of the thick leather strap across his reddened rump. 

Marjorie found it difficult to stop. But she knew she had to. He was not used to it yet. In time, the strappings would become longer —  much longer. But this was enough for now. Reluctantly, she stopped

“You may get up,” she said, her voice unsteady with sadistic excitement. 

Jason rose unsteadily to his feet, hands gingerly touching his bruised and battered hind-quarters. Marjorie was suddenly motherly and comforting. She hugged her sweet little man-maid, gave him a peck on the cheek, and said:

“I am sorry for hurting you, my dear —” she looked anything but; despite her maternal, nuturing attentions, her eyes still shone with sadistic delight “— but it was important that you learn what to expect when you fail to please me in every way.” 

Jason nodded his head numbly, still sniffling. 

“Today I want you to put a suitable hook in the kitchen wall, and hang the tawse from it. Somewhere prominent, where it can't fail to catch your eye. Then you will be constantly reminded of what is in store for your if you are not a very good little man-maid. Won't you?” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” whispered Jason tearfully. 

“Now Jenny dear, dry your ears, fix your uniform and run off to your chores.” 

Marjorie's tone was authoritative. 

Jason stared at her. 

“You look surprised, Jenny,” Marjorie said in a mocking tone. 

“What — I.. er, sorry, what?” 

“Jenny, I said Jenny,” Marjorie emphasised. “That's your new  maid name. I want to answer to that when you are in uniform — to avoid confusion. After all Jason is the master of the house, it would hardly do for me to be giving orders to  him!” 

“Yes, well, I think… when in uniform, I'll be Jenny, I suppose…” 

“Yes, when in uniform,” Marjorie confirmed. She suppressed a wicked grin and barely refrained from adding: ‘but then, you will rarely be  out of uniform my dear, and when you are it will be because you are stripped down to your scanties to share my bed!’. 

“Oh, and while I am on the subject,” she continued, “I think when you are in uniform I ought to be appropriately addressed.” 

He looked blank. 

“I mean, I shall be Ma'am then, shan't I, rather than simply ‘Miss Carruthers’?” 

“Well, I… yes, I suppose…” 

“Well?” 

“Y-yes… yes, Ma'am,” he said hesitantly. His tear-stained face looked confused and fearful. 

“Come now dear! You can do better than that! Why don't you bob a nice curtsey when you say it?” 

She waited. And he gathered up the hem of his skimpy frock, bobbed a curtsey, and whispered, blushing, “yes, Ma'am.” 

She smiled like the cat that got the cream. Then she clapped her hands together loudly. 

“Now off you run to your chores, maid Jenny! You have a lot to do before bedtime, and I fancy an early night,” she added lasciviously, and groped a bare thigh shamelessly. 

“Yes, Ma'am,” Jenny said. Her hand released his leg. He bobbed a curtsey, and scurried off to get started on his chores — and to start his new life: his life as Jenny, Miss Marjorie Carruther's lady's maid! 

THE END
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