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Making a Maid

Steve Becomes Stephanie
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Lavinia Bottomley's talent for turning useless, good-for-nothing boyfriends into hard-working, thoroughly-domesticated sissy maids is put to good use when Carole decides that she has had enough of her toy boy Steve's lackadaisical ways. She places Steve in the experienced hands of Mrs Bottomley, and is well-pleased with the humble and obedient ‘Maid Stephanie’ that she gets back! 
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NINETEENTH CENTURY NEXT DOOR

Carole Saunders gazed absent-mindedly through the living-room window of the house where her friend Nicola Craven lived. It was in a small village, very quiet, nothing much ever seemed to go on. Today was Saturday, and she had called round for coffee as she often did on the weekend. Nicola had just cleared the coffee things away, and she was waiting for her to come back. 

Suddenly, she gave a start of surprise. Through the hedge that separated Nicola's garden from the big old house next door, she saw sudden movement. And the very next moment, through a gap in the hedge, she caught a clear view of what was moving. Her eyes widened, her mouth gaped. It was a girl in a uniform! A very funny uniform. Really, really old-fashioned; all frills and lace; and rather short… well, no, very short:  too short in fact. She was carrying a large laundry basket, and walking down the garden towards the clothes line. Walking very slowly. And no wonder! 

Those heels! They must be at least six inches! Not the most practical of wear for a — what? A housemaid? In this day and age? Then the strange apparition moved past the gap, and she lost sight of it. 

“Hey!” she shouted to her friend. 

“What?” came Nicola's voice from the kitchen. 

“Are they remaking ‘Upstairs, Downstairs’ next door or something?” 

Nicola was laughing as she came through the door to rejoin her. 

“What's so funny?” rejoined Carole, looking slightly put out. “I'm not kidding! Look for yourself, it's a bloody maid right out of the nineteenth century!” 

“‘Upstairs, Downstair’s was Edwardian, though,” corrected Nicola, ever the know-all. 

Carole sighed with exasperation. 

“Oh, whatever! But look!” 

Nicola took a glance out the window, burst into renewed laughter, then stopped laughing long enough to answer. 

“Oh, that's just Mrs Bottomley's maid.” 

“Her what?” 

“Her maid.” 

“You're kidding!” 

“Not at all! You saw him, didn't you?” 

“Yeah, but… wait a minute, what do you mean, ‘him’?” 

Nicola smirked. 

“I said ‘him’ because  he is a  male maid. ‘Molly’ she calls him, I think.” 

“Never!” 

“That's what she told me. And as you see for yourself…” Nicola's voice trailed off unconcernedly. She tilted her head in a ‘whatever’ gesture — then exclaimed: “Hey, I tell you what!” 

“What?” 

“We could call round for coffee. Like as not, she'll have him wait on us!” 

“Wait on us?” 

“Yeah. That's how I found out about him, anyhow. I think all the neighbours have been round by now. All the women, anyway!” 

“Doesn't anyone complain?” 

“What about? It's not illegal, is it?” 

Carole looked dubious. But after all, Nicola was right, it was hardly illegal for a man to dress up as a Vic

— Edwardian maid. 

“So, what do you think?” asked Nicola. 

Carole pondered for a moment. 

“Yeah, I'm up for it! When?” 

“No time like the present! She's in, I think. Let's go over and see, anyway.” 

And so the two middle-aged ladies grabbed their bags and went round. 

BACK IN TIME

Mrs Bottomley turned out to be a large, formidable-looking lady in her fifties. Although at home indoors on a weekend, she was done up to the nines. Her dyed blonde hair was carefully coiffured, her face carried a full complement of eye-shadow, mascara and flaming red lipstick. She wore a string of pearls round her neck. She was clad in a rather formal velvet dress, black fishnet stockings, and black pumps with a four-inch heel. Her figure clearly owed much to a foundation garment. 

“Hello, Nicola, darling!” she greeted Nicola with effusive but genuine friendliness. They hugged and kissed. 

“This is Carole, my very best friend!” gushed Nicola. “Carole, this is my lovely neighbour Mrs Bottomley. I don't think you've met?” 

Carole stretched out her hand, but was met with a hug and a kiss and a warm smile. 

“Lavinia Bottomley. Delighted to make your acquaintance my dear.” 

“Carole Saunders,” Carole managed, rather overcome by the effusive welcome, “and, er, the pleasure's all mine!” 

Gosh! Carole thought. Bottomley by name and Bottomley by nature! And such a tight dress for such a large…. 

“So,” Nicola was continuing, interrupting her train of thought , “Carole was round visiting and I just thought, why not pop by next door to say hello?” 

“Lovely! But you must stay for coffee at least, now that you're here.” 

Bingo! thought Nicola. She quickly interrupted Carole's beginning explanation of how they had just had coffee with:

“Oh yes! That would be nice.” 

“Come on in to the parlour, then.” 

She led the way. Carole noted that the house was very old-fashioned, but cosy. And  immaculately clean and tidy. 

They took seats in the warm, snug room. And then Nicola decided to get things moving. 

“Actually, Lavinia, I must confess that this is not  quite a spur-of-the-moment visit.” 

“Oh?” asked Lavinia, one eyebrow raised. 

“Yes, well, you see, Carole saw a certain someone in your garden, and you know me and my big mouth…” 

Lavinia laughed pleasantly. 

“Oh dear! My secret is out!” 

“Yes, I am afraid so!” Nicola giggled like a schoolgirl before continuing: “So, it would be lovely if you would tell Carole your story. I know it of course, but it is marvellous the way you tell it.” 

Lavinia smiled. 

“I do like telling other ladies about my lifestyle,” she conceded. Turning to Carole, she added, “I keep telling Nicola she should get a male maid of her own.” 

Nicola tutt-tutted in disgust. 

“Bloody men! I can do without.” 

Carole smiled in sympathy. Nicola had had a long and bitter divorce, and hadn't been with a man in ages. Lavinia smiled too, and leaned over to pat Nicola's hand. She had plans for Nicola… but they could wait…

“Oh, men are fine really. Especially the younger ones, before they've been spoiled.” Her eyes twinkled. “They just need a  firm hand, that's all! Anyway, why don't we have a chat about it over coffee?” 

Just as I suspected, thought Nicola. Lavinia clearly  did enjoy showing off her male maid! 

“Sounds lovely” she said, and Carole, her curiousity piqued to a high pitch by now, assented gladly. 

“Good! I'll have my dear little man-maid make it.” 

She pressed a button on a hand-set that lay on an occasional table next to her chair. From somewhere in the house, a distant chime could be heard. 

A few moments later, the door opened and sure enough in came the figure that Carole had seen in the garden. He (she? it?) walked slowly and carefully, teetering on those high, high heels, stopped in front of Mrs Bottomley — and curtsied! A really well-done, elaborate curtsey it was too. And when it was finished, the maid remained in a sort of half-curtsey posture, with head bowed, body inclined forward, the apron held out, and legs crossed at the ankles. 

Blimey! Carole thought. I wouldn't fancy having to stand like that, especially not in those heels. 

Up this close, it was clear that this was a young man, not a young woman. The uniform was black satin and quite short, and the skirt was flared out by a mass of frilly white petticoats. The stockings were black and seamed. The shoes were also black and with very, very high heels. The apron was white lace and very, very frilly, as was the neat little maid's cap perched on a head full of blonde curls. The make-up was heavy, over-done in fact: painted lips, rouged cheeks and penciled-on eyebrows. The effect was vaguely clownish. 

“Ah, Molly!” said Lavinia loudly, with a beaming smile. It was like she was talking to a toddler, noted Carole with wry amusement. “These ladies and I would like some coffee,” Lavinia continued. “Serve it in here, please.” 

The apparition spoke at last:

“Yes, Ma'am”. 

And with that, ‘Molly’ executed another low curtsey and minced away, petticoats swishing. 

“Well I… I mean… crickey!” exclaimed Carole somewhat incoherently. She then got a serious fit of the giggles. 

Lavinia smiled indulgently. 

“So, Carole, now you know you weren't seeing things!” exclaimed Nicola, and the two of them joined in Carole's giggles. 

The ice broken, they chatted about Lavinia's interest in female supremacy in general terms while waiting for their coffee. 

When the young man-maid returned with a fully-laden tray, there was a pause in the chat while he poured and served. He was about to leave when Lavinia stopped him. 

“Stay here, Molly my pet, the girls want to hear  all about you!” 

Docilely, the feminised youth moved to stand beside her chair. Carole noted with surprise that he he stood rigidly at attention, the edges of his apron pinched between thump and forefinger. 

Quite un-self-consciously, Lavinia reached out a fat, heavily-beringed hand, slipped it under the short frock and squeezed the lad's left bum cheek through his bloomers. 

“Molly here and I have been an item for … oh, how long have you been with me, Mollykins?” 

She looked up quizzically at the bizarrely-clad youth. Of course, she knew full well how long, but she loved hearing him say it. 

“I have been in your service for a year now, Ma'am.” 

Lavinia gave a prim little smile, and then went on to explain things to her new friend. 

“To begin with, Molly was my toy-boy,” Lavinia began. “After a while of ‘dating’, as they say, we decided it would be best if he moved in with me. After that, we decided it would be best if he gave up his college course for a bit, just so he could help me moving into this house. And, as you've just heard, this time last year we decided to live full-time as Mistress and chaste maid. Didn't we, darling?” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” maid Molly said quietly. He hung his head. Clearly, the ‘we’ in ‘we decided’ was not quite accurate! 

“So, that's the gist of it,” Lavina

Then she patted “Mollykin's” bottom again and said, “stand in the middle of the room, Mollykins, so the ladies can get a good look at you. Oh, and head up, please. We agreed a nice erect posture suits you best, didn't we?” 

The petticoated youth murmured a “yes, Ma'am”, and at once complied. So there he stood in all his frilly finery under Carole's curious, Nicola's amused, and Lavinia proud gaze. The object of their various attentions was tall and slim; his hair long, almost girlish; his brown eyes flickered nervously. 

“Now, any questions?” the big mature lady who  owned the sissified male said then. Clearly, Lavinia was looking forward to questions! 

“Is he always dressed up like that?” Carole piped up. 

“Yes, I prefer to keep my maid fully uniformed at all times,” said Lavinia firmly. 

“Gosh!” 

“You said chaste… umm… how is that…?” Carole's voice trailed off. 

Lavinia nodded as though expecting this question. 

“Lift your frock up, dear,” she said to Molly. 

Dutifully, ‘Molly’ lifted up his dress, exposing a pair of frilly white bloomers. Carole could see that the poor dear was trembling. And under the foundation and rouge, his cheeks were red with shame. 

“Pull your bloomers down,” came the unrelenting voice. 

With one hand holding the frock up, ‘Molly’ used th other to pull down the old-fashioned undergarment, which after a bit of a wriggle pooled about his ankles. Then both hands held the hem of the frock well up. He was fully-shaven

‘down there’, and on his cock was a pink plastic tube, from the base of which dangled a padlock. 

“What's that thing on his… well, on his penis?” 

“That, my dear, is a chastity device. As you can see, it's padlocked. That's so that dear Molly isn't tempted to be a naughty maid, and take it off and play with himself!” 

Lavinia reached down into her vast cleavage, and extracted a key which hung from a thin chain round her neck. “I like to wear it as a sort of ornament. It doesn't get much other use, I'm afraid!” She laughed heartily, and the girls joined in. 

Maid Molly, already embarrassed, now looked as though he wished the ground would open and swallow him up. 

“So he's always in… in that?” Carole asked, still gaping at the red-faced sissified lad as she spoke. 

“Oh, as a rule, yes. I do take it off once a week for a good scrub, which I'm afraid the poor dear does not like very much. What is it with men and washing their bits? I don't know. I use an old toothbrush, and have a good scrub until it's squeaky clean. Then the little tube goes straight back on.” 

Carole gawped, then made as if to say something more, then stopped, and flushed. Lavinia responded to the unasked question Carole clearly wanted an answer to. 

“Well, occasionally it  does come off, when I feel darling Mollykins has earned a, shall we say 'special treat'?” 

She beamed at ‘Mollykins’ and Carole in turn. 

Maid Molly's cheeks burned crimson with shame. He swallowed hard; his eyes watered, ever so slightly, 

“You can pull your bloomers up now, Molly” Mrs Bottomley said casually. 

The lad pulled his frilly knickers up and let go the skirt of his dress, which fell back down to mid-thigh. 

“Does he always wear bloomers?” asked Nicola giggling. This was new to her. 

“Sometimes,” replied Mrs Bottomley. “It depends on the outfit. And you have got  lots of lovely frilly frocks, haven't you, Molly darling?” 

‘Molly’ looked as though he wished the earth would swallow him up. 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

And so the questions went on. ‘Molly’ stood there, still in the curious half-curtsey posture, listening to it all. He stared silently down at the carpet; his eyes betrayed his misery, as his cheeks his shame. Somehow, it was always harder to hear his predicament described in such detail, especially in the smug and patronising tone Lavinia invariably used when speaking to or about him. 

“What happens when Molly has been naughty?” asked Nicola mischievously. She knew full well what happened, having had it well and truly demonstrated more than once. But she wanted Carole to see. Lavinia's eyes twinkled as she smiled in understanding at Nicola. She and her were really birds of a feather, why the girl did not have her own male maid she could not understand. 

“Oh, well,” Lavina drawled, “a naughty, lazy maid has to be punished I'm afraid.” 

“Ooooh…” exclaimed Nicola, leading her on. 

“Yes,” continued Lavinia, only too glad to be lead on, “one has found that corporal punishment is the best solution.” 

“Corporal punishment?” echoed Carole. 

“Yes, you know, physical punishment. With the hairbrush, the cane, the strap —- you know…” 

Carole clearly didn't know. Lavinia decided, as Nicola had known she would, to enlighten her with a practical demonstration. 

…

Lavinia beamed with delight. 

“Fetch my hair-brush from my boudoir, please Molly dear. And make sure you wiggle that pretty bottom of yours!” 

Molly hesitated, and seemed about to speak. Was he going to plead to be spared a spanking  just this once? 

Lavinia nipped that firmly in the bed. 

“Now, Molly, don't make a fuss! My new friend has asked about something, and I intend to give her a practical demonstration! Better the strap than the cane, don't you think?” 

So Molly dutifully minced over to the sideboard, trying to undulate his hips like a woman. The uniform was very tight, and under it the girdle was even tighter. 

He came back and after his curtsey, presented the instrument of correction to Madame in the usual way: on his knees, proferring the dreaded long heavy strip of leather on both upturned palms. 

“Thank you, Molly!” said Lavinia brightly, taking the strap and hefting it in her hand. 

“Now my little sissy pet, skirt up and bloomer down please! And get yourself nicely bent over for me!” 

As usual, it was bit of a struggle for Molly to get over into what Lavinia considered to be a sufficiently bent posture, given his very tight girdle, but he managed. He then gathered his dress up at the back, making sure that his un-knickered bum was fully exposed. And then he waited. 

Lavinia swung the strap and it connected with her male maid's bare bottom with a loud THWACK! 

Molly the maid gave a little whimper, but was otherwise silent. He didn't move hardly at all, save for the involuntary flinch as the hard leather splatted across his flesh. A large red patch appeared on the pale white skin. 

THWACK! 

“Mmmmmmm…” 

Another whimper, perhaps just a bit louder this time. The red patch grew redder and bigger. 

THWACK! 

“Mhhhhhmmmmmmm!” 

Louder, redder. 

THWACK! 

“Uhhhhhhmmmm!” 

And louder, and redder. 

THWACK! 

“OOoooooohhh!” 

Molly began to fidget desperately with his fingers at the hem of the dress, something he always did at times of stress. His bum cheeks were really rosy now. 

THWACK! 

“Eeeeee-oooooooohhh!” 

At last it was over. Molly had managed not to cry. 

Lavinia had given him just six, but good and hard, so by the end she had a nice red bottom in front of her. 

“There now! Nice and red! And now, if they girls have seen enough, I think may return to your chores.” 

Both Nicola and Carole assented to what was clearly a rhetorical question. 

So Molly straightened, put his uniform to rights, curtsied, took the strap from his owner's outstretched hand, went over and put the strap back into the sideboard ready for next time, curtsied again (just to be on the safe side), and hurried off to his endless chores. 

“Gosh, it that the time?” Nicola said suddenly. “We have to rush Carole, remember?” 

“Eh? Oh, yes,” said Carole, catching on that Nicola wanted to go home and have a good old gossip with her about what she'd just seen. 

“Oh, what a shame!” said Lavinia. They rose and Lavinia escorted them to the door. Saying adieu with more hugs and kisses, she told both women to be sure and come back soon. “We will!” Nicola assured her. 

PLEASING MADAME

Back in the parlour, Lavinia rang for Molly at once. As always, showing of her little pet sissy-man had got her all

‘hot and bothered’. 

Molly arrived, looking thoroughly miserable, though he tried hard to hide it from his owner. ‘Sulky looks get the cane’ was one of Lavinia's rules. One of her many, many rules. On this occasion, she did not object. In fact, her young male maid's ill-hidden distress excited her, as it always did. It was  so easy to make the poor little pet blush crimson, she reflected — even after all he had been through with her! She was wicked to tease him so, but she just couldn't resist it! 

She stood right up close to him. 

“Talking to those nice ladies about our life together has got me quite excited, sweetie.” she whispered in his ear. 

Her hands roamed unresisted under his frock, fondling his buttocks, stroking his thighs. Then one heavy hand cupped his full balls while the other squeezed a bum-cheek. 

“Why don't we go upstairs? We can have some ‘lovie-dovies’…” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” said maid Molly docilely. 

“Of you go then! And slip into one of your babydoll nighties — that nice new powder pink one, you haven't worn that yet.” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” came the reply, and of he went mincing slowly and carefully up the stairs. Lavinia watched him tettering on his heels, pert little bum swinging from side to side in that tight uniform, beneath it the long, slender stocking-clad legs, with just a peep of the frothy white lace on the legs of his bloomers. 

She gave him five minutes to get ready for her, then made her own way heavily up the stairs to her boudoir. 

As soon as she was in her big, sumptuously-furnished bedroom, Maid Molly, looking the very picture of a sissy in his skimpy pink baby-doll nightie, proceeded with the disrobing of his Mistress, taking great care over it. 

Under her outfit, her ample charms were squeezed into a figure-forming black girdle, to which her stockings were clipped. This garment her male maid with some labour helped her out of. The she sat on the bed and Molly rolled her stockings down. There! She was now regally nude, and ready to enjoy her sissy's loving attention. 

Maid Molly kissed her big belly as he knelt to remove her panties — he knew she liked that, and he knew how very, very important it was to be forever doing things that Madame liked. 

Completely naked, she dropped heavily onto the bed, turned onto her front, sprawled out, pillowed her head on her heavy arms, and closed her eyes. She gave a long low sigh as she felt her sissy's lips on the flesh of her big bare bottom. 

The visit from the outside world had made Molly reflective. As he kissed his owner's big, fleshy backside, lovingly and attentively, over and over, he thought dolefully of his former life. His studies; his computer; his computer games; and those websites he visited on the computer. Oh those websites! And being able to masturbate to them whenever he wanted. Which was a lot. Masturbation was now seldom. Very seldom. A ‘special treat’ Madame called it. He thought back to his last ‘special treat’, six weeks ago. Madame had done it, as usual — he was not allowed to touch himself any more. She had taken her time, and teased him a lot. This added a measure of apprehension to the undeniable pleasure — because sometimes a ‘special treat’ would not be taken ‘all the way’, and he would be locked up again a very frustrated young sissy maid. The stiffest, most unrelenting hard-on could be reduced to shrivelled tininess by a good dose of ice water! And then back the poor little thing went into the narrow, tight cylinder of hard plastic! That last time, he  had been allowed to come, although only after half an hour of nigh-unbearable teasing. Afterwards, he had spent a couple of hours giving Madame pleasure in the usual way, with his

hands and his mouth and his tongue — particularly his tongue. She was always very, very randy after giving him his

'special treat'…

“Enough…” 

Madame's contented voice brought him back to reality — all the way back. Here he was, a male maid in a skimpy, frilly nighty, locked in chastity, worshipping the body of a big mature lady practically old enough to be his gran. He drew himself up and knelt, waiting, while Lavinia laboriously re-positioned herself to lie on her back. 

She smiled coquettishly at him, spread her thighs wide, and simply pointed between them without a word. Maid Molly obediently leaned forward and buried his face in her mass of pubic hair. Lavinia gave a contented purr. 

“Mmmmm…..” 

She threw her arms back, folded her hands behind her head, and closed her eyes. Soon, she was breathing more heavily and wobbling about as her slave-boy's well-trained tongue did its work. 

“Oh, Molly!” she breathed, “you are so skilled with that tongue of yours!” 

A muffled sound that might just have been a “thank you, Ma'am”' came from between her large spread thighs —

Maid Molly was required to thank Ma'am for anything remotely resembling a complement. A few minutes later, the young male maid skillfully brought his big, strict, mature owner to orgasm. This first orgasm was not the the only one, far from it. Lavinia kept her sissified slut working on her with hands and mouth and tongue for the rest of the afternoon. 

Finally sated, she had maid Molly fix her a light supper and serve it to her in bed. After her repast, Lavinia decided on an early night. Maid Molly, dismissed at last, scuttled off to try to get his chores finished before midnight. 

Tomorrow would be another long, long day of maiding. 

PLOTTING AND PLANNING

Meanwhile, back at Nicola's, Carole's friend had wasted no time. 

“So, what do you think?” 

“My God! The old girl knows what she wants, I'll say that for her!” 

“And then some!” 

“She looks so prim and proper. You wouldn't think… and I'll bet Molly's duties are a bit more than she lets on!” 

“Oh yes, for sure! When she says ‘a little bit of housework’, she means he's on the go morning, noon, and night. 

She'd work him round the clock if she could!” 

“Her house did look immaculate,” mused Carole. “Still, there can't be  that much to do.” 

“Oh, you'd be surprised, I think. She got rid of all her mod-cons, see. No dishwasher, no washing machine. So all the chores are done by hand!” 

“Wow!” 

It hadn't occurred to Carole that anyone would go as far as  creating more housework! 

“I guess she keeps him busy enough then,” she mused. 

“I'll say! And, God! you should  see some of the stuff he hangs up on that line and all! Lacy French knickers, basques, corsets — she's must have wardrobes full of the stuff!” 

“And all hand-washed by her male maid!” giggled Carole. 

“Oh yeah, you bet!” confirmed Nicola. 

They both agreed that this was definitely treating men with a firm hand! Then Carole continued:

“Anyway, what I meant though was, he does — well, more than housework for her, eh? Even with that thingamajig on…” 

“Oh, I should think so! His cock may not get much exercise, but I'm sure his tongue does!” 

Nicola laughed, and Carole laughed with her; but her face was thoughtful…

Several weeks went by. Carole was too busy at work to have much time for going out, even at the weekend, though she and Nicola kept in touch by phone of course. Finally, she made time to see her friend. They were sitting there once more in Nicola's living room, talking of this and that, when Carole decided the time was right to share her secret. 

“I have decided to become a maid owner, like Lavinia,” she suddenly announced, without preamble. 

“Oh, have you now!” Nicola exclaimed in surprise. Then: “But wait a minute… I thought you were still with Steve?” 

Steve was Carole's toy-boy lover. Nicola rather envied her friend, a big old bird of forty-two, only two years younger than Nicola herself. She had somehow managed to pull a tall, not bad-looking bloke in his twenties. 

“I am. In fact, he moved in a while back, after he lost his job.” 

“Oh. Still no luck there, then?” 

“No,” said Carole, and sighed. “I don't think he's trying anymore. He just sits around the bloody place playing those stupid computer games. I mean! You'd think being out of work he might see fit to do a bit of cleaning or something, but no! I get to work all day and do all the housework as well!” 

Carole was getting quite worked up. Nicola tried to calm her down. 

“Oh, I know, I know… what can you do…” 

Then:

“But, you know, whatever, he's not going to want another man round the place, is he?” 

“Ah!” said Carole, calmer now. “But you see, it's  Steve who will be my maid.” 

She smiled, but coldly. 

“Oh! I didn't think he was in to all that!” 

“Well, he kind-of sort-of is, as a matter of fact. Well, he likes wanking to magazines about it, at least,” said Carole with sudden venom. Her anger flashed in her eyes. 

“Oh, I didn't…” 

“In fact, that's probably why our sex-life is so crap. He's too busy playing with himself to please me! Well, that's all going to change!” 

Nicola stared. Carole was not usually this frank. She had known things weren't so good with the latest toy-boy —

they didn't usually last as long as this one, in fact. She decided to keep asking, if only to stop Carole ‘going off on one’. 

“But how are you going to go about it? He won't go for it, will he?” 

Nicola's sense of the practical hadn't deserted her. 

“I dare say he won't,” replied Carole matter-of-factly, calmer now. “But he won't have any choice in the matter. I am going to ask Mrs Bottomley to help me.” 

Nicola could only marvel at her friend's new-found determination. 

TRAPPED

Steve spent four thoroughly miserable weeks in Mrs Bottomley's tender care. He was brought to her house in the boot of Carole's car, too drunk to know what was going on. Carole and Lavinia had agreed that it would be best to tell him that this was revenge for the ‘wank mag’ incident, and that he after his four weeks of training, he would be spending another four weeks acting as Carole's ‘maid’ It was that, or be kicked out of the flat. Somewhat sulkily, and still rather intoxicated, he agreed. 

It was the last decision he would ever be free to make. And it was the last time he would ever hear his old name. 

From now on, he would be ‘Stephanie’ — or ‘slatternly slut’, or ‘lazy tart’, or… all depending on how he behaved! 

Lavinia's house predated the building of the adjoining close and had a capacious cellar, which she had had specially modified for boy ‘guests’ such as Steve (yes, dear reader, Steve and Molly were not the first hapless males to fall into her hands! Far from it!) It was down there that Steve underwent his first week of training. 

Lavinia rarely arrived to begin the day's training before ten in the morning. Steve, however, started his day at six AM sharp every morning, when he was roused from uneasy sleep by a shrill alarm and the glaring-bright light-bulb in the ceiling coming automatically on, and was required to be kneeling, hands on head, facing the door, by one minute past six. In this posture he was expected to await Mrs Bottomley' arrival. A closed circuit TV camera monitored his compliance with this. He had chanced it once — she couldn't be sitting in front of the video display all the time, could she? — but twenty-four strokes of the cane later that day taught him the folly of disobedience even when he  might be unobserved. On her arrival, she presented him with a nice big bowl of cold porridge (“Maid Molly made it  especially for you!” was a sentence Lavinia never seemed to tire off), which he was required to quickly eat up before licking the bowl clean and thanking her nicely. Then he was allowed a quick use of 'the facilities' as Lavinia primly termed them, followed by a mercifully-quick cold shower. 

And then Steve began a very, very full day indeed. 

There was hour after hour of mind-numbing sensory deprivation, kneeling in the pitch dark, listening to a seemingly-endless indoctrination tape droning on and on, hammering in his inferiority, his worthlessness, and the good fortune he had had in being trained up to be a woman's maid. 

Then, at least an hour a day of “tongue training”, moving his tongue non-stop in a series of exercises of Lavinia's devising, while she sat at her ease, watching, cane in hand, to make sure he didn't stop for a moment. She could have trusted this to the CCTV, of course, but it was her favourite, so she generally did watch in person if she could. 

Then there were hours of doing pointless, arduous, menial tasks, like carrying heavy boxes from one side of the cellar to the other, and then back again; and hours of washing Lavinia's scanties in a tub of cold water with the minimum of washing powder. Lavinia was very inventive, and even lightened Molly's chores somewhat, in her quest for chores for her 'boy guest'. 

The cane came into play whenever Steve showed any reluctance, or she felt he wasn't “putting his back into it”. 

Aside from that, he got a “daily dozen” from said cane in any case, “just to keep you on your toes”. He soon came to dread the sound of that cane as it swished through the air. 

The nights he spent gagged and shackled in Lavinia's cellar cum dungeon. She didn't want him to try and escape. 

However unlikely that might be, given the several locked and bolted doors between him and freedom, she preferred not to take chances. It also had an important psychological effect. 

And so, the days and nights dragged on. Steve quickly lost track of time. But at last, the week was over, and Mrs Bottomley brought him up into the house, there to receive the rest of his training. 

After the initial breaking-in, maid Stephanie joined maid Molly as junior maid. Lavinia made it clear that for every one of maid Stephanie's mistakes, Stephanie would be punished. But maid Molly would be punished double! This gave Molly every incentive to be a most willing and attentive instructor in the duties of a male housemaid. Lavinia considered lady's maid duties to be rather too intimate a thing for a trainee, but every other aspect of Stepahnie's new

life was covered thoroughly, from scullery maid to kitchen maid to parlour maid. 

Carole sat at her ease in Lavinia's living room. With an ill-disguised air of smug satisfaction, Lavinia rang the bell for maid service. Moments later, the door opened and in came — not the usual Molly, but Stephanie! carole gasped and put her hand to her mouth. She could not recognise him even though she knew it had to be him. 

He went on his knees before Carole, and, hands clasped in supplication, he  begged her to let him be her maid. 

Mrs Bottomley looked on, cane in hand, theatrically swishing it to and fro, to and fro…

The sound made poor Steve flinch. 

The two ladies made him beg long and hard before Carole announced that she would certainly “think about it”, and that perhaps they should have a trial run? Thank Christ! thought Steve. A few days pretending to be Carole's 'maid', and I can get on with my life. Little did he know…

The trip home was uncomfortable for him, sitting in the front seat in all his frilly finery. He was convinced that everyone  knew. Carole enjoyed his discomfort. And once she had him home, she put him through his paces at once. 

Life was not going to get any easier for Stev — oh, sorry! for  Stephanie! 

TEA IS SERVED

Carole Saunders sat in her living room, idly leafing through a magazine. She checked her watch, and decided it was time. She picked up a hand-bell lying by her chair, and rang it. It pealed loudly. In a few moments, Stephanie, her male maid — he had lost his male name along with his male clothes — was there. He curtsied, then stood silently waiting. 

Carole fingered the key she now wore around her neck like a piece of jewelry — another piece of inspiration from Lavinia — and saw hope in his eyes. Hah! Fat chance! she thought. 

“I have some news for you, gurl,” she announced. 

“Yes, Mistress Carole?” said Stephanie warily. These days, no news was good news. But, on the other hand, she was fingering the key, so… Her next words shattered  that hope. 

“You know my friend Nicola, don't you?” 

“Yes, Mistress Carole.” 

“Well, she's coming for a visit this afternoon, and I want you to serve us tea while we chat.” 

She waited expectantly. She didn't have to wait for long. Stephanie's eyes widened with shock. He so far forgot himself as to rise from his knees without being so ordered,  and to speak without permission. Two faults in one! 

“But… but… you can't! This is…” 

“Oh but I can!” 

“But, look, I understand you were cross about the mags, and I know I'm being taught a lesson and all that, but…” 

“Do you want a dose of the cane?” 

“Oh no, no… please..!” 

Carole looked daggers at him. 

“What am I, the bloody cat's mother?” 

“Oh, no, no, sorry, sorry, Mistress Carole! Please don't cane me again, Mistress Carole.” 

Carole frowned, and feigned more anger than she felt. 

“Or perhaps you'd like me to send you back to Mrs Bottomley, for a refresher course?” 

“Oh no! No, Mistress Carole, please don't!” 

“You sure? Perhaps a full month with her…” 

“Oh no, oh no,  please Mistress Carole!” he interrupted desperately. 

Carole ignored the interruption for the moment. 

“Fine! Then you'll be waiting on me and my dear friend Nicola this afternoon, and no ‘buts’ about it!” 

Stephanie hung his head. “Yes, Mistress Carole”, he said with resignation, defeated. 

“And now, fetch the cane.” 

“What? But I…” 

“Rising without permission, speaking out of turn, and failing to address me as 'Mistress' — you've earned yourself a caning you slatternly slut!” 

Stephanie swallowed his words. It would be worse than useless. He scurried off the fetch the cruel thin willow rod that he had felt across his backside often enough already. 

Nicola sat expectantly in the living room of Carole's small flat. She had already remarked on how neat and tidy it was, a far cry from the last time she had been here. Carole looked at her, and winked. 

“Well, ready?” 

“I can't wait!” 

Carole grinned broadly, picked up the hand-bell which lay beside her armchair, and gave it a shake. A loud ‘ding-dong’ filled the room. 

“Will he hear it?” 

“He'd bloody better!” said Carole, with a sudden glint in her eye. 

I would  not like to be in his shoes! thought Nicola. 

The door opened, and in came Carole's maid. It was no surprise to him to see Nicola there, gawping at him, but he still felt a keen shaft of humiliation run right through him, now that the terrible moment he had been anticipating for most of the morning had finally come. He fell to his knees before Carole and said in a low, shaky voice, “you rang, M-mistress Carole?” 

“Yeah. Nicola wanted a look at my new maid,” Carole said casually. “Go and stand at attention in front of her, let her get a good look at you.” 

Stephanie did as ordered, although with evident reluctance. 

There he stood, in all his frilly finery. 

Carole's next order shattered him. 

“Knickers down, skirt up, tart!” 

He looked at her in mute appeal. She stared back stonily. Then raised an eyebrow. He knew that look — it was the

‘fetch the cane’ look. His cheeks burning with shame, he reached under his voluminous pettticoats, pulled his knickers down, then bunched his skirt up around his waist. 

Nicola grinned up at the tall, slim young man standing before her, knickers around his ankles, skirts held up around his waist. 

“Oh! What's that?” 

That he he was locked in chastity came as no surprise to her; but it was fun to make out it did! Carole laughed and played along. 

“That is to help Stephanie with her self-control issues. Isn't it, Stephie darling?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

That sight of the narrow pink perspex tube put a wicked thought in her head. 

“Alright if I cop a feel?” 

She thought she had better ask — Carole could be so jealous sometimes. This time though her fears were groundless. Carole just laughed and said, “Sure, be my guest!” 

Nicola leaned forward and cupped Stephanie's balls in her hand. He gave a start, and swallowed hard. Was there no indignity to which he would not be subjected? 

“These feel full!” she announced. “Not much wanking lately, eh?” she added, with a sneer. 

Stephanie said nothing, his cheeks crimson with shame. He looked as though about to cry. 

“Answer my lady friend!” barked Carole sharply. 

Stammered, the wretched fellow managed a quiet “no, Miss”. 

“Turn round,” Nicola told him on a whim. He did so. She got a surprise then. His buttocks and thighs were criss-crossed with rather a lot of thin red welts. 

“Oooooh! Someone was a naughty boy then, eh Carole?” 

Carole sniggered and played along. 

“Yes, I am afraid so! Stephanie was  so naughty this morning that I had to lay the cane across her bum!” 

“So I see! Dear me, Stephanie, you'll have to learn to behave, won't you?” 

“Yes, Miss,” came the quiet reply from the utterly subjugated young sissy. He hung his head and stared at the ground. 

“Now Stephanie!” said Carole chidingly, “lose that sulky look at once! You should be happy to have the honour and the privilege of spending your life in service to your superiors!” 

She had grown fond of quoting Mrs Bottomley's maxims at Stephanie, aware that they had been drummed into him good and proper in those long, long four weeks at her establishment. 

“It  is an honour and a privilege, isn't it Stephanie?” she asked firmly. 

“Yes, Ma'am,” the sissy choked out, struggling to compose his features. 

Nicola leaned back in her chair and grinned at Carole, who grinned broadly back before saying:

“Alright, we're ready for coffee now. Go get it, and then get on with your chores.” 

“Yes, Mistress Carole”. 

With that, maid Stephanie hurried out. 

“Well, did we do a good job or what?” Carole enquired of her friend as soon as her maid had left the room. 

“I'll say!” 

“I told him you were coming this morning, you know. Then I had him kneel in a corner of the kitchen with his nose to the wall. No chores for a while. I thought it would be fun to have him with nothing to do but think about what was in store for his this afternoon.” 

“Ooooh, you are wicked!” said Nicola. “I must say, he did look as though he was ready to sink through the floor-boards with embarrassment!” 

“Yeah, that's about right,” agreed Carole. “He's quite shy really, and very modest…or,  was very modest, rather!” she corrected herself, laughing. 

“There's not room for modesty in his new life,” she went on smugly. “Or dignity, or… oh, a lot of things.” 

“Does he realise his, ah, ‘situation’ is a permanent one?” enquired Nicola suddenly, it just having occurred to her. 

“Oh, no!” laughed Carole. “He is still going under the delusion of being ‘taught a lesson’. As you know, I told him that a month as my man-maid would compensate for those disgusting wank-mags. Honestly, Nicola, some of those old dogs in those magazines! And to think he preferred looking at them to me!” 

She was getting worked up all over again, but she reined herself in. 

“Anyway!” she continued, “he thinks it'll all be over in a couple of weeks. What he doesn't know is that he no longer has a bank account…” she paused for effect; “…or a passport…”; another pause; “… or a single stitch of clothing!” 

she finished with a flourish. 

Nicola whistled. 

“God! You've really gone to the cleaners on him, haven't you?” 

Carole laughed. 

“I have indeed!” 

And they enjoyed a hearty laugh together. 

“But still… he could just up and leave…,” Nicola remarked, dubiously. 

“He could, in theory” replied Carole. “But it is highly unlikely. He has no clothes, no money, nothing even to say who he is.  But, should that come to pass, Lavinia had an idea for what to do. She knows a quite senior police officer in the lifestyle, and  she said that, if necessary, it would be quite simple to fit up darling Stephanie with a suitable criminal charge — say, kiddie-fiddling…” 

Carole paused. Nicola nodded. She might have known Lavinia would think of everything. 

“So I think I can say with assurance that my maid isn't going anywhere!” 

“No more than her Molly is!” 

“Now you're getting the picture!” 

Carole laughed, then continued:

“We really ought to think about transforming one for you, you know?” 

“What, me? With a male maid?” 

Nicola raised an eyebrow. 

“Well yes, why not? You seem to be impressed with the two male maids you've seen so far!” 

Nicola had to admit, her friend Carole had a point. 

“Hmmmm…. maybe I ought to, ah, 'acquire' one, at that…” 

A cheeky grin crept across her face. 

Will she or won't she? Well! We shall just have to wait and see — won't we? 

SISSIFIED SERVITUDE

Later, after Nicola had left, dinner was served by Stephanie in the dining room. While Mistress dined, Stephanie stood attentively, waiting to serve. Carole considered herself a caring, even a loving, Mistress; but allowing Stephanie to dine with her she considered out of the question. He was after all a servant. No, Stephanie would take his meal in the kitchen, after clearing up after her. 

After dinner, Mistress reclined with a glass of wine in the living room to watch her favourite TV programme. And, as usual as the week-end, it was early to bed — accompanied by Stephanie. 

That night, having spent over an hour pleasing his big strict owner with his mouth, and having been, as was now usual, denied any relief himself, he was allowed the privilege of spending the night in her bed. A treat he could by no means take for granted these days. Often he was dismissed when Mistress preferred the bed to herself, and retired to the narrow cot crammed into the tiny spare room that now doubled as his dressing room and his bedroom. 

Exhausted after his long, long day, he would undress, clean his make-up off, put on his nightie, and would soon be fast asleep, recuperating to get ready for another long day of domestic drudgery. 

Just another sissified male maid! 

THE END

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

This book's code is: Z4wlcFsApq

Thank you for buying and reading this story by me, Miranda Birch.  If you liked it, please consider writing a review. 

If you found fault, please let me know. I welcome constructive criticism. To leave a comment, or simply to find out more about my work, go to my homepage: https://mirandabirch.wordpress.com/. 

There is also a mailing list,  https://mirandabirch.wordpress.com/mailing-list/, which will keep you informed of new publications, special offers, and what have you. FREE BOOK when you sign up! 

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. 





Document Outline


	NINETEENTH CENTURY NEXT DOOR Carole Saunders gazed absent - mindedly through the living - room window

	BACK IN TIME

	PLEASING MADAME

	PLOTTING AND PLANNING

	TRAPPED

	TEA IS SERVED

	SISSIFIED SERVITUDE




cover.jpg
4

, D
’ /) 7 Ty o 3/
k’iy ;/ (KA/ZLL_/CL£(k QJKA/LLZL






index-1_1.jpg
L7/Z(/Lu/u W =L K/cL/L

/7/ ”
/2

C /Q/f

L’W @ u/ /7/@/

¢ 4

(Sfeue Doeconcs (S&yﬁ z&/tw’






