
        
            
                
            
        

    


Maid To Serve

From New Neighbor To Uniformed Servant
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Miss Devereux is no stranger to feminizing men. And now a new tenant in the flat upstairs looks just the sort to succumb to her womanly wiles. But will he? Miss Devereux first puts him to the test with a display of sexy lingerie — some of which he may soon be wearing! His response confirms her suspicions. The only question now is: how long will it take her to transform him into her full-time uniformed sissy maid-servant? 

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

The new tenant had moved into the flat upstairs about a month ago. He seemed to be harmless, though Miss Devereux felt he kept looking at her with lust. She could just  feel his eyes on her every time they met. She was sure he was one of those younger men who found the more mature, full-figured woman irresistible, yet could never pluck up the nerve to do anything about it —

Miss Devereux's favourite! He was a tall, slim young man — the type who would fit nicely into a suitable uniform. He was about twenty-five years old she reckoned — not too young, not too old: lots of endurance and many years of use in him! He seemed docile, polite and not at all the ‘brute force’ sort of guy. In short, from the first moment she saw him, she had an intuition that he could, just possibly, make the  ideal uniformed maid-servant for her! 

But how to find out? She decided on a simple test. She would test his reaction to her lingerie. 

She made a simple plan, and one fine Saturday morning she put her plan into operation. 

She took special care getting made-up and doing her hair that morning. Then, she chose a suitable costume — a very specially selected costume. First came a figure-hugging, figure-shaping corselette of light rose-pink, to which she clipped a pair of sheer beige stockings. On her feet she slipped a pair of high-heeled court shoes, not the most practical for ordinary household tasks perhaps, but ideal for what she had in mind. She threw a house-coat on over it all. 

Then she assembled a few armfuls of lingerie. She took care to select a variety (one never knew which particular style of garment would be their favourite) and made sure there were some scanty, sexy items too. With a final glance in the mirror to check hair and make-up, she tossed the lot into her wicker laundry basket, carried her basket outside and began to pin the garments up on the clothes line. 

Black long-line bra; pale pink panty-girdle; white, old-fashioned full girdle; another bra, half-cup this time, and of black lace; and so on… up they all went. And sure enough this ‘parade of lingerie’ had the desired effect. She spotted him several times from her kitchen window, peeping out from behind his curtains, clearly mesmerised by the feminine scanties. 

Later that day, still in her house-coat, she wandered casually out again into her back garden with her wicker basket. Stretching to get the first item from the line, she ‘accidentally’ let her house-coat fall open to reveal — well, the works! She saw the curtain twitch out of the corner of her eye. The cool morning air, and the thought of his eyes on her, made her nipples erect. Oh, yes, he has taken the bait, hasn't he? He does like my scanties. And he likes what he sees on me, too, I'll wager! Ooh! my lad, she thought, soon  you will be parading in  your sexy lingerie for  me! 

She took her time collecting each garment from the line. About half-way through, her house-coat

‘accidentally’ slipped from her shoulders altogether, revealing ever more of her ample feminine curves shaped and molded by her foundation garment. She shrugged it off and it dropped to the ground. She wondered how he liked that? She thought he liked it a lot! Anyway, she should soon find out! 

Miss Devereux thought a lot about her new young neighbor in the following days. But before she went through all the trouble of actually transforming him, she had to test him. She had to be  sure. 

She seized her chance as soon as she could. 

She ‘accidentally’ ran into him in the hallway and stopped to chat. After a friendly greeting, she asked him if he was new in the building. The young gentleman politely confirmed this, then extended his arm while saying ‘Rob’ in a quiet, meek, even deferential way. She waited a bit and then graciously extended her arm in response, introducing herself as Miss Devereux. It wasn't a coincidence that she didn't use her first name. She already wanted to take the first step towards a position of authority. Then she moved on swiftly. 

“Oh well Rob, since I live next door would it not be a good idea for us to get to know one another a bit better? Why don't you come inside for tea and a biscuit?” 

Before Rob could reply she had already turned towards her door and opened it. She walked into her hall, leaving the open behind her. Sure enough, Rob trotted along meekly enough behind her. 

Yes! She thought. He had obeyed her without question. He had a submissive nature, that was clear.. He had passed the second test. 

“Oh, do take your shoes off, I like to keep a clean house,” she called behind her to Rob — while demonstratively keeping her heels on. 

“Why don't you sit at the kitchen table while I make us some tea?” she continued briskly. 

And so it wasn't long before they were chit-chatting about everyday things; and soon the teapot was empty. 

“Oh my, would you just  look at the time! I really do have to get ready for my meeting. Would you be a dear and help me with the washing up?” 

She stared at him, calmly but not smiling. Just waiting. Test Number Three! 

“Sure, I, um, I suppose…,” Rob replied. He had coloured slightly for some reason. 

“Great! Let's get you all set up! Follow me.” 

She stood up and walked into the kitchen, where she put the few tea things next to an existing pile of dishes. This once more was no coincidence: that pile had been got ready just for ‘test number three’. How easily would she be able to train him? Perhaps he was already well on his way to becoming her little uniformed helper? Perhaps some girlfriend had already taken the first steps? But no, he didn't look the type to have had many girlfriends. Miss Devereux had a nose for such things. He might even be a virgin? Ooooh…. Well, she could dream, couldn't she? And who knew…

Rob, meanwhile, took a look at the stack of dishes, a puzzled expression on his face. It contained a lot of pots and pans and a variety of other dishes and glasses. This was no quick few minutes wash-up, it was an actual saved-up pile. 

As he stood there staring at the dishes, no doubt in typical male fashion hoping they would somehow clean themselves, she opened the cupboard and produced a frilly pinafore apron. It was

a large floral apron with a big, high, wide bib. It was practical, not some little wisp of lace and chiffon. In short, this apron would be perfect for the job. But it was definitely  not the sort of a thing a man would chose to wear for the job — well, not every sort of man anyway. But it was eminently suitable for the sort of man that Miss Devereux preferred…

She unfolded the pink and white garment. It was decorated with a pretty pattern of roses. Rob was now looking at her like a deer that is staring back at the headlights of an approaching car. 

“Oh, but… I… I… don't need…” he started stuttering. 

He saw what was coming. She saw that he saw. Now for Test Number Four! Would he submit to being aproned by her? 

“Yes you do,” Miss Devereux countered firmly. “It would be such a shame if some of these greasy pans stained your shirt or trousers. Grease is  so hard to get out!” 

While she was saying that, she was also moving things along. She put the loop of the apron over his head and guided him to turn with her fingertips lightly on his hips. Taken off-guard, he compliantly turned around. She then tied the apron strings at the back in a nice big bow. She stepped back, and told him to turn back around. With a face as red as a beetroot Rob turned around to face her. She really liked what she saw. A docile male in a frilly apron, ready to do his chores! This could even be easier than she had anticipated. 

“Come along, young man, no time to lose. And make sure you double wash the pans. Oh, and behind you on the rack are the tea towels for the drying-up!” she commanded. Then she simply walked elegantly out of the kitchen, leaving Rob aproned and with chores to do…

She sat on her couch and listened. Almost at once, she heard the sounds of young Rob cleaning her dishes. She enjoyed that sound, and while waiting for him to finish she got to thinking how this new neighbor of hers would soon be doing more than the dishes for her — a whole lot more! 

While she was sitting there it suddenly occurred to her that now might be the perfect time to do some shopping — to get him his new outfit (the first of  many new outfits!) On impulse, she fetched a measuring tape and marched back into the kitchen. 

There he stood, her new neighbor — her prospective new maid — standing at the sink working his way through the chore she had set him. She stood for a few moments, arms akimbo, just watching him as he scrubbed away. Then she seized her chance. 

“You look so amazing in that apron, I just have to know your sizes.” 

Without waiting for a reply, she started taking measurements and noting them down on her phone. He just stood there at the sink, scrubbing away, a bemused half-smile on his face. Oh dear me, thought Miss Devereux, that darling little ‘trapped deer in headlights’ look again! Such a sweet young thing! Oh, you'll look even sweeter when I have you  exactly the way I want you! 

All dolled-up, mincing around, curtseying… with a will, Miss Devereux brought her thoughts back to the present. Best not to get  so carried away so soon! 

Once she was finished with the measuring she told him, “You look so cute in this apron, it's a

shame not to capture the moment!” Even while saying this she had started to snap a few photos using her phone. His face was oh-so-red by the last photograph. She was convinced now that she had him just where she wanted him! 

After he had done the dishes she finally released him from his apron so that he could leave. He seemed very relieved to be finally free from the frilly, feminine garment. At the door, she thanked him effusively for all his help. Then she gave him a peck on the cheek, just a little one, ever so chaste. He flushed, said goodbye quickly, and was gone. Miss Devereux smiled. She knew he would be back! 

As soon as he had left, Miss Devereux rushed to her laptop to continue the online shopping expedition which she had started while the new boy (that poor, poor, unsuspecting boy!) was doing the dishes. She was sure that with his new wardrobe he would make an excellent maid. 

Now all she needed was to plan the big day when it would all fall into place. 

A week passed. A variety of packages had been arrived and been signed for and stashed away for

‘the big day’. Miss Devereux was looking forward very much to that ‘big day’: the day when she would finally have a compliant, obedient and  fully uniformed male maid-servant once more! 

She decided that today was the day. She skipped up the stairs like a girl half her age. She knocked on her victim's door and after a brief moment the door was opened. 

“Oh , er,… hello Miss Devereux,” said Rob meekly, flushing slightly. 

“Oh, hello Rob! How nice to see you, again. I  did so enjoy our little chat the other day. So, anyway…” she paused; then continued, “…actually, I have a favour to ask of you…,” with a bright and friendly smile on her face. 

“Oh, what is it? Can I help out in any way?” Rob replied eagerly, his shyness vanishing. 

She liked where this was going. She was sure now that she had been right! 

“Well I'm not sure I should tell you now, but I do so need your help. Could you come over this Saturday at about nine in the morning? I'll need you the whole day to help me out.” 

Without waiting for a reply she started turning away from the door, then added over her shoulder, “See you at nine, then?” 

“Oh, uh… help? I mean, ummm, yes I'm free Saturday!” said Rob, his words tumbling over themselves. 

“Good! Don't be late!” 

She beamed at him, then walked off at once. 

Just make sure we both now who is in control here, she thought. But yes, I think both he and I now know that. Great, everything is going according to plan! She was still smiling broadly as she

unlocked the door to her flat and went in. 

On Saturday morning she was up early making double sure that everything was ready. At two minutes to nine she heard a knock on her door. Her heart leapt in her breast, and she skipped to the door and peered through the spy-hole. Sure enough, it was her little dolly, all ready to be dressed! She prepared her most welcoming face, and opened. 

“Hello Rob! It is good that you are so punctual. We don't have a lot of time.” 

Rob looked puzzled at her (he thought they had all day?), but took his shoes off (without being asked!) and followed her into the living room. 

“Very well. Now, this may sound odd, but a friend of mine doesn't think I can keep a clean house. On top of that, she says I'm too mean to pay for a helping hand around the house. And here is where you come in Rob.” 

The youth still looked as puzzled as before, if not more so. 

“Oh, don't worry, we will have fun doing it together! You know how I enjoy our little chats! 

Now, how about we head upstairs first and get you into the shower.” 

Rob didn't really understand why he should shower before cleaning the place — surely the time for that was afterwards? — but Miss Devereux was in full control of the situation. She was such a pushy type — exactly the type to which Rob responded. He was putty in her hands. So he meekly did as he was told. 

Just as Rob, having gone into the bathroom and quickly quickly stripped off, got into the shower, he heard the door open. 

“Er… hello? Er, sorry, I'm .. I mean,.. already…” Rob called out weakly. 

“Oh yes, yes, no worries, it's just me Rob,” came the brisk, cheery voice of Miss Devereux in response. “Don't worry, I won't peep! Now, make sure to use the blue bottle in the shower on your legs and, ah, between them. Leave it on for 10 minutes, then just rinse it off.” 

He wanted to answer but already he heard the door closing. He shrugged, and picked up the blue bottle. He read the label: ‘Super Smooth’. 

“Well, that can't be too bad,” Rob thought to himself while he dutifully applied the cream to his legs and then between his legs. “Although why I have to wash before getting dirty I do not know… some woman's thing, I guess!” His guess was closer than he knew! 

Fifteen minutes later Rob made two discoveries, both of which came as something of a shock, to say the least. 

While rinsing off the soft suds from the blue bottle, all his body hair simply washed off with it! 

Alarmed, he nevertheless had the presence of mind to pick up the bottle again and read the small

print on the back of it — which is when he discovered that it was hair removal cream. He felt very naked with his smooth legs and balls. 

Then, once he got out of the shower and dried off, he couldn't find any of his clothes anywhere. 

They seem to have just disappeared — or been taken away? 

He called out to Miss Devereux:

“Excuse me, Miss Devereux? Where are my clothes?” 

He waited a few seconds before hearing her reply

“You had better not stay in your own clothes today, they would get utterly ruined! I laid out some underwear on the counter. Let me know once you are decent.” 

Her voice floated in from down the hall. 

Rob looked on the counter and found — a pair of black satin panties! The full kind with frills all over the back. He wasn't sure if he should put them on, they couldn't be for him, could they? But it was the only piece of underwear in the room… Rob felt that he didn't have much of a choice. 

Perhaps she thought they were boys, or… She was old enough to have had a son, so… but no, a boy wouldn't wear such…well, whatever. He slid them up his legs, The material felt heavenly against his skin, so silky soft. He felt himself getting hard. 

He covered himself up with his towel again and opened the door. Outside the door Miss Devereux was waiting for him. She smirked at what she saw. An embarrassed male who was covering himself up with his towel wrapped around his waist. The bottom of his legs were exposed and she liked how smooth they looked! And she knew just why that towel was around his waist, what it was covering up — a pretty pair of black satin panties, and a hard cock underneath them! 

“Are you wearing your new underwear?” she asked him coquettishly. 

“Y-Yes I am… but..” 

Rob was about to point out that he ought not to be wearing women's undies (even if, to his surprise, wearing them excited him as much as looking at them — but he would leave that bit out), but before he could get any more words out, Miss Devereux simply gave the towel a sudden quick tug, stealing it away from him. He now stood there completely naked apart from the black satin panties. She could clearly see the big bulge in the front of the panties. Yes, of course she had been right: he was clearly aroused by this all. Excellent, she thought to herself, this  is going to be fun! 

“Ooooh! Sorry Rob, but they do look rather nice on you!” 

She briskly shoo-ed away his stammered objections. 

“No, no, it's just I don't  have any boys' things you see. And they are a nice fit! And really, 

underpants are underpants, aren't they? It is not as if anyone is going to see them! Now come along, we are wasting time! Follow me!” 

And she turned around and stalked in her high heels towards her bedroom, panty-girdle-clad bottom wiggling in her tight knee-length skirt. Rob followed her into the bedroom and was shocked at what he saw in there. Out on the bed was a variety of underwear and other feminine products. 

“Righty-ho! Let's get you ready for your duties,” Miss Devereux said as she picked up a satin garter belt. 

Her heart was thumping. Would he really let her? Was she moving too fast? 

“Just sit on the edge of the bed” She told Rob brightly. 

Rob seemed to be in a trance. At least, he followed her instructions as though hypnotised. First, she swiftly slipped the garter belt around his waist and fastened the catch. That was followed by two soft nylon stockings, skillfully and quickly rolled up each newly-smooth leg by Miss Devereux in a businesslike, no-nonsense fashion. They felt so soft and silky on Rob's almost-hairless legs that to his great and obvious embarrassment his already erect penis stiffened noticeably, making an even-bigger bulge in the smooth, soft, black satin panties. Miss Devereux could hardly fail to notice; and this time she did not pretend not to. 

“Ooooh! You  are enjoying our little dressing-up game, aren't you?” she whispered into the ear of the confused and embarrassed maid-to-be. 

“No it's just.. where are my clothes?” he responded — but compliantly, as though  he were at fault. Half-heartedly, he tried to stop her clipping the stockings to the garter belt. 

“Don't you worry about your clothes, we have a busy day ahead of us,” Miss Devereux went on, brushing aside his objections as she brushed aside his ineffectual hands. 

Then she pulled him up into a standing position. He was like a rag doll in her hands. 

“Now! Put your arms up, reaching for the ceiling. Come on! Big stretch!” 

Rob obeyed her command, and Miss Devereux picked up a pale pink corset and got it wrapped tightly around him. Then she started tying the laces, humming to herself the while. After five minutes she had Rob all nice and snug and tight in the figure-forming garment. She looked at her new servant with a smile on her face. Corsets do work wonders, she thought to herself. 

Next came the actual uniform. It had been carefully chosen by Miss Devereux as an

‘introductory outfit’. It consisted of a simple black satin dress. She had thought it best to avoid anything too elaborate (for now!). The skirt of the dress was knee-length. To wear over it was a simple white apron, again not  too frilly (there would be plenty of time for ‘frillies’!). And, to go under the skirt of the dress, a simple white multi-layered petticoat. 

She first asked Rob to step into the petticoat. Befuddled, he did so. Next she pulled the dress

over her new servant's head, then zipped it up at the back. Once she reached the top of the zipper, she grabbed a little padlock from her pocket. Rob heard a loud 'click' and wondered what what exactly on a dress would go 'click'… But he had no time to think about that. As soon as the dress was on, it was time for the white frilly apron. And then came a pair of 2-inch high heels. 

Miss Devereux, having helped her new maid into his shoes, stood back and looked at the stunning result. The corset and heels did work  wonders for his figure, she thought to herself. 

Now, better get him started, before he has time to think! 

“So now, Rob, today you are my uniformed housekeeper. Or should we just keep it simple and call you the maid?” 

To say that Rob was a bit surprised would be the understatement of the year. His eyes were wide with shock and wonder. 

“But… but…?” 

Miss Devereux realised that she had to give him a short, sharp shock in in order to get him to be sufficiently obedient. So, without a word she sat down abruptly on the edge of the bed and just as abruptly pulled Rob towards her. He wobbled on the unfamiliar heels, lost balance, and ended up right over her knees, feet just on the floor. Perfect for what Miss Devereux had in mind. 

She felt his hard cock pressing into her lap while she lifted up the petticoats and skirt of his uniform at the back. Hmm, we will take care of that in due course, she thought. But for now we can  use it. She started smacking his bottom through the panties with her bare hand. It made quite a lot of noise and she could hear him whimper. 

After ten sound strokes she asked him, “are you going to be my obedient maid?” 

Rob softly responded, “yes.” 

Miss Devereux affected even more anger now. 

“Who am I? The cat's mother?” 

SMACK! SMACK! 

“Owwwh!” 

“Yes what? Is that how you address your superior? I think not.” 

“Yes Ma'am, sorry Ma'am!” Rob howled out. 

She went on to deliver another ten hard smacks on his poor pantied bottom. He was sobbing quietly now, more with surprise and shame than pain, she was sure. 

“Are you  sure you are ready to be my maid?” she reiterated. 

“Oh yes Ma'am, yes Ma'am” Rob whimpered. 

She smacked him again, very hard. 

“I can't hear you!” 

“Yes Ma'am!” he said as loud as he could manage. His voice quivered. 

“Good! Now, let's get you started on your maid's duties.” 

Miss Devereux said as she helped Rob get up to his feet. She was all bright and friendly again now. 

“Let's start in the kitchen,” she said as she walked towards the kitchen. 

Less than an hour later the kitchen was as bright as a new pin, and very neat and tidy to boot. 

Miss Devereux liked the results and looked at her watch. Only ten minutes before her friend arrived: better hurry! 

“Now grab the vacuum — it's in the cupboard under the stairs — and make sure there is not a single spot of dust on the carpet downstairs, understand?” she told him. 

“Yes Ma'am.” Rob replied while staring at the floor. 

She really liked the change in him. Things were moving fast. Soon, she thought, he will be curtseying every time he utters that phrase! 

While Rob — or, well, her new maid (what  will I call him/her? Miss Devereux thought. Hmmm, Roberta perhaps? It would do for a start… she could always change it to some more… more elaborate later) — was vacuuming, the doorbell rang. Miss Devereux quickly walked into the living room and unplugged the vacuum cleaner. 

“The doorbell, dear? Shouldn't you go and open it?” she called over to him, affecting irritation. 

“What, dressed like this?” Rob replied with more than a hint of insubordination. 

Miss Devereux quickly made her way over to her new servant and forced him to bend over. She lifted up his skirt and petticoat and swiftly applied five hard smacks to his bottom. 

“You were saying?” she asked him. 

“I'm sorry, Ma'am,” Rob replied. 

“Not sorry enough!” 

And with that she applied five more hard smacks to his bottom. Tears were starting in his eyes and rolling down his cheeks while she dominated him like this. 

The doorbell chimed again. 

“Well? Are you going to answer the door  now?” Miss Devereux demanded of the whimpering

little sissy. 

“Yes Ma'am,” Rob whispered, trying to hold back his tears. 

Miss Devereux followed Rob to the door. She couldn't wait to see the expression on her friend's face when she saw this. The doorbell rang yet again and Rob's hand was on the doorknob but he hesitated. Miss Devereux sensed this and gave him another hard slap on his sore bottom. Rob jumped up a little and quickly turned the door handle. The door opened, and in front of him stood a beautiful lady in her mid-thirties. She started laughing as soon as she saw him. Claire Davenport was well-used to her dear friend Amanda Devereux's little foibles. Rest assured that this was not the first uniformed male maid-servant she had set eyes upon in Miss Devereux's home! 

“Well!” she exclaimed theatrically. “What do we have here? A sissy little uniformed maid opening the door for his Mistress?” 

Still laughing, she simply walked past the new servant, thrusting her jacket at him. She was wearing a bright-red satin blouse, a very tight knee-length skirt, and high heels. If Rob had had his wits about him, he might have thought her a little over-dressed for tea with a friend; but Rob's wits were all over the place! 

Miss Devereux tutted. 

“What are you waiting for, maid? Take my friend's jacket, then offer us both something to drink,” she said. 

She watched her new servant carefully, noting every detail of his reaction. His face was red and there was still a trace of tears on his cheeks. Miss Devereux knew he was never going back to his old self — she would make sure of that! 

Miss Devereux and Miss Davenport took their places at the coffee-table. Miss Devereux took the opportunity to share her recently-made photos with her friend. Soon they were both giggling. 

Poor Rob could hear them as he made the tea in the kitchen. Although of course he wasn't to know they were laughing about him; but still, dressed as he was, he felt very flustered by the sounds of female merriment. 

Soon he was back with a laden tea-tray, and making ready to serve the two ladies. A discreet movement of the foot was all it took, and down went poor Rob, tray and all. Oh! Surely Miss Davenport hadn't done it on purpose? 

Miss Devereux was on her feet at once. 

“Oh you clumsy great oaf! Some maid you are! Can't even serve tea without making a mess!” 

“I'm sorry!” Rob blurted out. “But she…” 

“No ‘buts’, young miss!” Miss Devereux interrupted him. 

She stalked over to the sideboard, opened a drawer, and took out her favourite cane, which had been waiting there for just such an opportunity. Well! Here that opportunity was. It was now or never! Would Robert — no, would  Roberta — submit to proper domestic discipline? Not just a few bare-handed spanks, but the cane across his bare bottom? 

Miss Devereux rejoined the little company, brandishing the thin willow rod with evident relish, and confronted the errant maid. 

“Pull your knickers down right now, you slovenly slut!” 

Roberta stared open-mouthed — and then obeyed! 

The black panties pooled about his high-heeled shoes. Claire Davenport tittered. 

“Bend over!” 

Roberta bent. 

Miss Devereux seized the bottom of his skirt and petticoats, and threw them swishing over his back, exposing his pert bare bottom, still a little red from her earlier hand-spanking. She turned to her friend, wagged her finger at her and winked, then resumed her former strict tone as she turned back to her new male maid. 

“You will excuse me, Claire — she's new!” 

So saying, Miss Devereux raised the cane and brought it down hard across Roberta's bare bottom. 

“Oooowwwwww!” squealed Roberta. 

Five more hard strokes reduced tho poor new maid to tears. 

Miss Devereux relented then, not wanting to be too harsh too soon. 

“Cover yourself up, girl!” 

A very woebegone Roberta pulled up his (or her?) knickers, and smoothed down the skirt of the black satin uniform. 

Following Miss Devereux's directions, the sobbing wretch had then to curtsey again and again to Miss Devereux and to Miss Davenport, first separately, then together, apologising profusely over and over as he did so. Miss Devereux nodded curtly when she felt her and her friend had been apologised to sufficiently, and said shortly, 

“Get that mess cleared up.” 

Which Roberta did with alacrity. And after that, he spent the next few hours with a very sore bottom and a very red face, busily scampering to and fro at Miss Devereux's and Miss Davenport's beck and call. The two ladies did giggle so, seeing the feminised male bustling back

and forth, fixing this, fetching that! They had his head in a whirl, it was clear, with their orders and counter-orders and cat-calls and teasing. Miss Devereux was determined that after his unfortunate ‘accident’ he should make the very best impression, so she kept him under the closest scrutiny. And her friend, not at all unfamiliar with the sort of ‘boy-friend’ which dear Amanda preferred, and therefore well used to her role in such a scene, was not at all backward in chipping in. Between the two of them, they fairly ran him ragged! 

Finally, Miss Davenport left. She was escorted to the door and helped into her jacket by a very subdued male maid, whose cheek she pinched with a roguish smile before leaving. “See you again soon, sissy dear!” were her parting words. 

Miss Devereux however had still another bombshell to drop. 

“Come here girl!” she called out severely. 

Meekly Roberta came to her. He curtsied, then stood meekly before her, head lowered, fidgeting with his hands. 

“You are dismissed for now,” said Miss Devereux briskly. “But you will be back here at eight next morning! Fortunately it's a Sunday, so you have lots of time — which is just as well, as you also have a  lot to do! 

”But,… I… this…“

”Or would you prefer to see those photos I took of you get a wider distribution than my friend and I, hmmm?“

Miss Devereux looked at him archly. 

”Er.. umm… n-no…“

Miss Devereux smiled, then clapped her hands. 

”Off you go then! Remember, tomorrow, eight on the dot. If you are not here I shall come and fetch you — and then you will have earned yourself a very sore bottom!“

The hapless young lad scurried off — still wearing his uniform! Miss Devereux sat back and smiled. Yes, with a bit of care, Maid Roberta would be in service to her for a long, long time! 

THE END
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Finally, if you enjoyed this story, you might like to try some of my others: my Amazon Author page http://www.amazon.com/Miranda-Birch/e/B01E0YCDUG lists them all. 



cover1.jpg
: k?fﬁm' 6}7#11/‘ Cﬁf’{g/!ém’z LC)(’T
621/ lé(ﬁ/?/ﬂéd (S g/’w('((zé A .






index-1_1.jpg
ST N
< k < %

LL‘"“L‘LL‘ CCett (& & (L(UC) (

S Ficwi Oﬁﬂ,{/ G}?ﬂ'g/zém LC]E
Q{/H[}/h/m (Sefwmf i






