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A big, beautiful, mature lady persuades her young man to try ‘dressing’ for her, but is dissatisfied with the results. She enlists the help of the formidable Madam Bracegirdle. The lad is subject to six weeks of stringent training at the hands of Madam and her staff of domineering mature matrons. At the end of those six weeks, the lady takes possession of a fully-trained, fully-uniformed male maid. And she takes full advantage of her new situation as Mistress in her own house! 

Madam Bracegirdle is pictured on the cover courtesy of NimRod, whose amazing illustrations of dominant, mature matrons can be seen on his website: http://www.studio-oridomain.com/. 
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OFF ON THE WRONG FOOT

Simon stood in his maid's uniform in front of Gertrude, trying not to fidget. He was being lectured at — again. She was a Junoesque woman and a trained nurse, and rather intimidating when, as now, she was all ‘bossy matron’. 

“You are not wearing your uniform all the time, are you?” she accused him. 

Silence. 

“Are you?” 

“Well, no, not  all the time…” 

“No, I thought not. No wonder we are still having trouble. As soon as I am out that door, you are out of uniform. Aren't you?” 

He bit his lip and avoided her gaze; then nodded. 

“I knew it! In fact, I'd say that pretty much the only time you wear it is when I am around to check up, and even then you make a song and dance about it often as not.” 

“But I feel so silly…” 

“What is there to feel silly about?” 

“It's embarrassing…” 

“I don't see why. I am the only one who knows. You hardly need to be embarrassed in front of me, especially as you are doing something that pleases me!” 

She shook her head and sighed. 

“Now, another problem we have is the chastity device.” 

She looked at him significantly. His heart sank. Of course he had figured out a way to get out of it. What did she expect? She often kept him in it for a whole week before allowing him release! 

But she couldn't  know…

He tried to stall. 

“Well, yes I agreed to wear it, so I do, right?” 

“Yes, but you are getting out it when you want, aren't you?” 

Simon remained silent while he tried to think up a plausible denial, but his face betrayed him. 

Gertrude nodded. 

“Yes, I thought so. We did agree that your orgasms should be under my control. As it is, if I deny you penetration as a punishment, you just go and have a wank, don't you?” 

His face coloured. 

“I said, don't you?” 

“Well, what do you expect?” 

“I expect you to stay in the chastity device until  I unlock it, that's what I expect!” 

She tutted crossly. 

“Look, what did we agree? We agreed that chastity and cross-dressing would help you to be less aggressive and more considerate. And  that would help our relationship. Now, There has been some improvement, but not enough. And the reason is simple: you are not doing as we agreed. 

So where do you we from here?” 

“I.. but… we are supposed to have a loving relationship — and all this stuff…” 

“Yes, darling, of course we are supposed to have a loving relationship! A loving  female-led relationship. Remember?” 

“Yes…” 

“I thought that was what we had! Or rather, I hope that is what we  will have! But right now, that relationship is seriously marred by your macho carry-on, and it cannot continue like that!” 

She softened. 

“I do appreciate all the things you have done for me, you know I do. And I do appreciate that some of them have not been easy for you. Believe me, these things will work. Work for us both. 

But  only if you do them  properly!” 

He remained silent. 

“It did work to an extent with my ex-, but then of course he  wanted to ‘dress’ —  but: only how and when  he wanted! Not a thought for me!” 

She paused, leaned forward and took his hand, and continued in a much more sympathetic manner:

“The fact is, we have got off on the wrong foot with this whole thing.” 

He nodded. 

“I have arranged to have a talk with… well, a sort of relationship counsellor. She is due this afternoon, in fact. Will you talk to her with me?” 

“No! I mean, I can't…” 

He gestured at the maid's uniform he was wearing, a simple ‘black and white’ French maid style outfit. 

“I mean, unless I can change…” 

She nodded. And stayed silent. Then she sighed. 

“Very well, I shall speak to her myself. But then you and I are going to have another little talk.” 

PLANS ARE MADE

Gertrude's phrase ‘a sort of relationship counsellor’ was, how shall we say? A little economical with the truth. The lady she was about to meet was called Madam Bracegirdle, and she was an expert in the feminisation of the male. To be more precise, the  forced feminisation of  unwilling men, and their transformation into docile, obedient domestic servants.  Fully-uniformed domestic servants. Sissy maids, to be blunt about it! A friend of Gertrude's whose ex-husband, like her own, had ‘dressed’, had told her about her. Gertrude had been dubious at first, but as it became obvious that Simon was not going to do what she wanted willingly… finally, she made the phone call and made an appointment for Madam Bracegirdle to come and ‘do an assessment’ as that lady put it over the phone. 

The doorbell rang just as Gertrude had put the kettle on for tea in expectation of her visitor. Her so-called ‘maid’ had of course disappeared, no doubt skulking about upstairs somewhere, so she had to do it herself. 

Madam Bracegirdle was a formidable lady in her fifties, with a blue rinse on her meticulously-coiffured hair, her face tastefully if a little heavily made up, her fingernails expertly manicured. 

She was wearing twin-set and pearls, and some jolly high heels for a lady of her size. Her voluptuous curves were obviously considerably moulded by a foundation garment. Gertrude had made a special effort to be smart. Still she felt terribly underdressed next to Madam Bracegirdle. 

“Madam Bracegirdle? It is lovely of you to come and see me!” 

“No trouble at all, Mrs Braithwaite!” 

Gertrude ushered her in, hastily made the tea and poured them both a cup, and then they sat and talked. 

“No husband about at the moment?” Madam Bracegirdle remarked. 

“Well, boyfriend, but… no, no, he wouldn't see you,” sighed Gertrude. 

“That is only to be expected,” Madam Bracegirdle reassured her. “I notice  you made our tea…” 

she added pointedly. 

Gertrude sighed. 

“Yes, well, I had hoped… you know, so you could see how far I had got… and what's still to do…” —- she sighed — “but he just  will not been seen ‘dressed’ by anyone else,” she said, shaking her head. 

Madam Bracegirdle nodded. 

“This is a common problem,” she said, “and I shouldn't worry. This is precisely the sort of problem my girls and I like to solve.” 

She went on in brisk, businesslike fashion:

“You have read our brochure, and we have had a chat on the phone. So, you know that we feel there are three key elements in the domestication of the male. I know from our chat how you feel about corporal punishment, but what about chastity and dressing?” 

“Yes, I have him locked in a chastity tube, but not really because he can get out of it, and he does.” 

Gertrude tutted, shook her head and continued:

“And I do have him in a uniform, but again, not really because he doesn't wear it half the time —

as soon as I am out the door he is out of uniform.” 

She shook her head and sighed. Madam Bracegirdle tutted in sympathy. 

“Whereas  I want him frocked and locked 24/7!” Gertrude then continued with a sudden vigour that rather surprised Madam Bracegirdle, who repeated the phrase with relish. 

“What a marvellous expression!” she exclaimed. ‘Frocked and locked’! That's it in a nutshell, isn't it? Oh, yes, my dear, ‘frocked and locked 24/7’ is precisely how you shall have him!“

”I just don't feel…“ continued Gertrude, hesitant again, ”well, let's face it, I just  am not able to impose the firm-handed discipline that he needs…“

”Whereas if he were only already trained…“ Madam Bracegirdle lead on encouragingly. 

Gertrude's face brightened. 

”That's it precisely! Once the training is done, I feel I could find ways to keep him in line — if all else failed, the threat of a return visit to your establishment could be used.“

Madam Bracegirdle nodded:

”We also offer a visiting discipline service. Matron McTawse is available on a half-day basis…“

”Ah!“ exclaimed Gertrude. ”Yes, that sounds just the ticket. I do think that ongoing physical chastisement may be very helpful, and I am such an old softy…“

Madam Bracegirdle nodded again, and gave a sympathetic chuckle. 

”Oh, I do understand Mrs Braithwaite! We girls are too soft-hearted by half, and the men simply take advantage.“

She smiled, then continued briskly. 

”However, if there is one thing the girls of Bracegirdle Domestication Services have never been accused of, it is been soft-heartedness!“

She laughed, and Gertrude joined in. 

”Now, from what you said I gather you have suitable maid's attire already?“

”Yes, I have two uniforms in fact: a working uniform and a display uniform. But that's it , you see:  I have. He does not think of them as his. He will not even  wear the display uniform…“

Gertrude's voice trailed off in exasperation. 

”A display uniform, eh?“

This was interesting. There seemed to be more to this Mrs Braithwaite than had first appeared. 

”Yes, it's a pretty little thing, a nice delicate pink, with lots of white lace and“ — she giggled —

”rather skimpy.  I think he looks adorable in it, but he simply won't wear it. He says it is too sissy!“

Madam Bracegirdle harummphed. 

”Men!“

”How feminine do you want, anyway? Padded cups and hip extenders in the foundation garment, for example?“

”Oh no I don't see any need for that,“ decided Gertrude. ”I want the ‘man in a frock’ look rather than full-blown TV, however unusual that may sound.“

Madam Bracegirdle nodded. 

”A wise decision! I do like to ask, horses for courses and all that. But I share your preference as it happens: a male maid should look like a  male maid!“

Overall, Madam Bracegirdle was surprised at Gertrude's energy and determination. It was only to be expected that even so she was having difficulties due to inexperience. But with the help of her and her ‘girls’, she decided, Gertrude could develop into a very firm and very exacting Mistress of the house, well capable of ruling over her domestic staff! And she told duly her so. 

”We can do this, you and I and my girls! I can already see you in your new role as Mistress of the house!“

With that, Gertrude felt ready to make a decision. 

”Oh thank you! You know, it has been really helpful, talking like this. I think we have covered everything. Now the key question is: how much is all this going to cost?“

Madam Bracegirdle produced pen and paper from her voluminous handbag and scribbled rapidly. She handed the paper to Gertrude. 

Gertrude's eyebrows rose. That was quite a sum. Madam Bracegirdle noticed the usual reaction

to her fee. 

”We are not cheap, but we are unparallelled,“ she remarked. ”That price does include a proper made-to-measure training uniform which he will be delivered to you in. It's up to you what he wears after that, but you get to keep the uniform in any case.“

Gertrude nodded. 

”I think it has to be done. He can afford it, just about.“

Suddenly it was ‘he’ not ‘I’, Madam Bracegirdle noted. Good! She did like it when some hapless male victim paid for his downfall into petticoated domestic servitude out of his own pocket! 

”Splendid!,“ said Madam Bracegirdle. ”Now, the six weeks is not fixed and fast, but generally that is enough. If I think it needs some more time, I will let you know and we can discuss it. In any case, when the time is right, you just give me a ring to fix an appointment, then pop into the shop, we will have a little review, and then you can drive him home to his new life.“

”Gosh, great, well… when?“

”I suggest you drop him off tomorrow, if that's convenient?“

”Tomorrow? Oh gosh, so fast… ummm, oh, yes I can manage. He can take me shopping!“

She winked at Madam Bracegirdle. 

”All arranged then,“ Madam Bracegirdle concluded. 

”Splendid! Oh, thank you so much for your help!“

”Oh, it's nothing, my dear! I do it all the time!“

Madam Bracegirdle smiled at her. Then she rose, girdle creaking, and took her leave. 

THE MAKING OF A MAID

The next day, Gertrude suggested Simon accompany her to town. He was only too glad, since it meant he could wear ‘proper clothes’, as he called his male attire. Oh darling! thought Gertrude as he said that, if you only knew! 

They window-shopped in town for a bit, and Gertrude stopped outside Madam Bracegirdle's Salon, just as she had planned. 

”Oh look, how lovely!“ she gushed, pointing at a classic full-body girdle in pale pink. She had not dressed up for him recently, what with their domestic issues, she mused; so naturally he would think…

Simon was surprised — and pleased. He had often hinted how great she would look in foundation garments, but those hints had not gone down at all well. She had taken them as an implied criticism of her weight, despite his (sincere) denials. 

Gertrude noticed his pleasure. The fish takes the bait! 

”You can take me shopping in there, if you like,“ she simpered. 

Simon did not need asking twice. 

Inside, the shop looked normal, if old-fashioned. Well,  very old-fashioned. There were no customers. Mrs Bracegirdle was sitting behind the counter, chatting to another blue-rinsed, elaborately coiffured and immaculately dressed lady of a certain age. She gushed an effusive greeting on catching site of Gertrude. Simon she ignored. 

”Mrs Braithwaite! How lovely to see you! Do come through!“

Breathlessly Gertrude led Simon behind the counter and through the door opened for them by Madam Bracegirdle. 

The shop front proved to be merely one large room of a much, much bigger building. Through a set of security doors they went, and there Madam Bracegirdle urged Gertrude to take a seat. 

”And perhaps Sir would like to inspect our range of foundation garments?“

Simon looked dubious. Without Gertrude…? 

”Perhaps Sir would like to surprise Modom…?“ Madam Bracegirdle led him on. 

”Oh, yes…“ he replied, and Madam Bracegirdle took his arm and lead him through a door. A heavy, soundproof door. Unbeknown to himself, he had now entered the premises of Bracegirdle Domestication Services. And he would not be leaving them for six weeks. Six very long weeks…

Behind the door, he was grabbed at once by two of Madam Bracegirdle's assistants, large, heavy-set matrons clad, unusually, as nurses, the tight uniforms struggling to contain their ample curves. He struggled, but with Madam Bracegirdle to lend them a hand, he was no match for the ladies. Soon they had him stripped, gagged, and trussed up like a turkey. 

Madam Bracegirdle knew from long experience that it was no point in trying to reason with a man fresh from the outside world. No, first they should spend some time in a ‘prep. cell’; on emergence from  that, they were generally only too willing to co-operate. 

Simon safely secured in the prep. cell, Madam Bracegirdle returned to take care of her customer. 

”All done!“ she exclaimed, then noticed Gertrude's rather worried expression. ”Don't you worry my dear! There is nothing to worry about! Your darling is in safe hands!“ She smiled reassuringly. ”Let's see now, would you like to take these? Or we can dispose of them for you?“

She had Simon's clothes bundled up in her arms. 

”Oh, yes, I'll take them!“

Gertrude had already made arrangements to have all of Simon's clothes collected. They were going to the British Heart Foundation, her favourite charity. His old clothes, that is. He would be getting plenty of new ones — she had already planned a trip to her dressmaker. 

She took the clothes and, escorted by Madam Bracegirdle back into the shop, took her leave of that formidable matron. 

Meanwhile, behind the closed soundproof doors of Bracegirdle Domestication Services, Simon's training had started. 

He had been pushed into a tiny room, more like a cupboard. He could not have stood upright even had he not been bound in a bent double position. This was the ‘prep. cell’. After a while, the cramps started…

The occupant was continually monitored by an overseer outside to ensure his safety. The room could be hot or cold, silent as the grave or as noisy as hell, on the whim of that overseer. Every so often, he was dragged out by her, allowed to relieve himself, fed and watered, then locked back in. 

After two days of this treatment, Madam Bracegirdle decided to have a little chat with her latest victim. He was dragged out, taken to the toilet, given a drink of water, and then partially unbound. 

Simon knelt, stark naked, shaven bare from head to toe, gagged, arms tightly bound behind him, staring with bafflement at Madam Bracegirdle stood before him, hands on her hips, and lectured him in her deep, haughty, well-spoken voice. 

He was mesmerised by her fleshy, heavily made-up face — it had a sort of cruel beauty to it; by her expansive bosom, tightly controlled but still threatening to burst out of her silk blouse; by her

large bottom clad in a seemingly skin-tight knee-length satin skirt; by her ample legs sheathed in seamed black stockings; by her feet in the six-inch black stilettoes… Madam Bracegirdle found it paid to ‘dress to impress’ when confronting a new trainee. And she had certainly impressed this one! His cock strained against its tight plastic prison, something which did not go un-noticed by Madam Bracegirdle. 

”You were sent here by Mrs Braithwaite. You are here to be trained as her male maid,“ that lady announced flatly. 

Simon just stared at her. 

”You have a choice,“ the buxom mature matron continued. ”Either we can pop you back into the prep. cell for another while, or you can agree to co-operate. Which will it be?“

He nodded frantically. Muffled noises came from behind the ball-gag stuffed into his mouth. 

”Ah, you are willing to co-operate?“ she asked sweetly. 

He nodded frantically again. And again muffled noises came from behind the ball-gag stuffed into his mouth. 

”I thought you might be,“ Madam Bracegirdle said condescendingly. ”Good. As I said, you were sent here by Mrs Braithwaite. She decided that you needed, ah, ‘help’ in fitting in to your new life as her male maid. When you are finished your training, you will be given back to her.“

She paused, licked her lips, watching the effect her words were having on her naked, helpless victim. She nodded to herself. 

”Your new life is one of utter submission to your superiors! And you will dress the part!“ she announced gloatingly, and laughed. 

”Follow me!“ she continued imperiously, and stalked off on clacking high heels towards the door. At the door, she turned and saw the silly young man still kneeling there in the shackles and collar. 

”Crawl after me!“ she called loudly, as though speaking to a small child. 

She waited while he crawled awkwardly up to her on his knees. And then she lead him down the corridor to the dressing room. 

DRESSED

The dressing room was a large space lined with wardrobes. Two mature ladies were sitting chatting over a pot of tea when Madam Bracegirdle walked in. Both ladies were done up to the nines in similar fashion to Madam Bracegirdle. 

”Miss Saunders, Mrs Ross! This is the new boy!“

They rose to great Madam Bracegirdle, then turned their attention to the ‘new boy’. Madam Bracegirdle took her leave. 

”We will start with the basics,“ announced Mrs Ross, the larger and older of the two, and clearly in charge. 

She walked over to a wardrobe and rummaged about, laying various garments upon a table. 

”This is your uniform,“ she said, gesturing to the garments spread upon a table. ”You will be fully-uniformed at all times!“

”First, your undergarment.“ She picked up a pale pink girdle. 

”To which are clipped these.“ She picked up a pair of black stockings

”This is your frock, a basic maid's dress.“ She picked up a black dress. 

”Over it goes a nice pretty apron to help keep your frock clean.“ She picked up a white apron, trimmed with lace. 

”On your head a pretty wig to hide that bald head! She picked up a wig with long blonde hair in pig-tails. 

“And over that a cap.” She picked up a dainty little cape of white lace. 

“And of course shoes.” She picked up black court shoes with a six-inch heel. 

“You will sleep in this flannelette nightgown.” She picked a up a nondescript nightgown, by far the longest article of clothing of the whole lot. 

“Good, you have seen everything. Now, let's dress our dolly up, Miss Saunders!” 

Finally, he was unshackled. He almost dropped to the floor; he was a weak as a kitten. The two mature matrons had no trouble dressing him. 

“You will be expected to dress yourself tomorrow morning, so pay attention!” scolded Mrs Ross during the process. 

Dressed, he was pushed before a mirror to examine himself. He could scarcely believe his eyes. 

On his head the long blonde wig tied in pig-tails; perched on top the dainty white lace cap. Over the tight, black, knee-length dress was a very full and frilly white apron, tied at the back with a big bow. The hobble skirt and heels together would make it impossible to take anything but the smallest, daintiest steps, as he would soon discover. 

The ladies man-handled him to and fro, making sure he saw every detail of humiliating new attire. 

“What's his name?” asked Miss Saunders. 

Mrs Ross consulted the file folder Madam Bracegirdle had left with her. This contained the case notes on their new victim. 

“Madam Bracegirdle has suggested ‘Pansy’,” she answered, smirking. 

“Pansy it is then!” said Miss Saunders loudly. “Come along then, Pansy, time to put your face on!” 

MADE UP

Miss Saunders led Pansy to the make-up room. 

“You will learn to make yourself up, and to make up ladies,” she informed him. 

The make-up lady was a buxom matron in her late fifties, immaculately made-up as one would expect of a lady in her profession, her hair skillfully died and her ample figure rigorously corsetted. 

Pansy was sat in front of a mirror and lectured while the lady worked on his face. 

“You will notice your eyebrows have been shaved. They will grow back of course, so you will pluck them each morning.” 

“First some foundation…” The powder from the brush made his face deathly white. 

“Eyebrows…” He was given new eyebrows pencilled on. 

“Now some nice false eye-lashes.” These were neatly glued on. He blinked rapidly, unused to the length. 

“Just a touch of mascara,” she said, fairly plastering it on. 

“And some nice rouge for rosy cheeks!” And indeed over the white foundation went two rosy cheeks. 

“And last but not least, lippy!” With bold flourishes she made a neat crimson cupid's bow of his lips. 

“We have given you the standard look. Your owner may wish to change that, of course. Anyway, while here this is the look you will put on first thing in the morning.” 

Pansy stared at himself in the mirror. He looked like some china doll. The heavy foundation gave him a chalk-white complexion, against which his ruby-red lips and the lighter red of his cheeks stood out in contrast. His pencilled-on eyebrows were arched, giving him a somewhat surprised expression. The long false lashes fluttered with every blink. He looked — feminine. But no, not really. No woman would ever look like that. He looked — sissy! 

AND TRAINING BEGINS

And so his training began. This day was the same as every day of the forty two long days he would spend in the confines of Madam Bracegirdle's Domestication Services. 

Each trainee was alloted a tiny bare cell, with just room enough for a narrow cot. A bucket in the corner sufficed for ‘emergencies’. Trainees slept in a flannelette nightgown. In the morning, each was lead individually by his assigned ‘assistant’ first to the showers (cold), then to the feeding room, then a brief mandatory visit to the toilet, then to the dressing room, then to the make-up room. And then the long, long day of training began. 

Every lesson in every subject was the same in some regards. Maximum effort was required, and any failure was punished immediately. Fail too often, and a trainee acquired one or more

‘punishment points’. Any trainee with punishment points reported to Matron McTawse that evening, to be soundly thrashed. After just one session with Matron McTawse, every trainee fervently wished to avoid accumulating punishment points — but none did. The best they could hope for was just one or two…

The brief evening feeding period featured the same cold cruel as in the morning. And then the exhausted trainees were lead to the make-up room to remove their ‘faces’, then to the dressing room to strip off, and then to their bleak cells, where they would snatch the few hours of sleep they were allowed before another long day of toil and torment. 

WALKING LESSONS

The room was clinically bare save for six tread-mills running along the length of one wall. On four of the tread-mills, trainees in full uniform were walking at varying speeds according to the level of training they had reached. A supervisor sat watching the tread-mills, a riding crop looped about her wrist. 

“Another boy for you, Miss Mills!” Ms Carter announced cheerily. 

“Thank you Ms Carter!” Miss Mills replied with matronly dignity. 

She rose slowly and heavily, and turned to the trainee. 

“Right, let's be having you — up you get!” 

She pointed with her whip to the vacant treadmill. Pansy staggered over and managed to get on without falling. 

“We will start on the slowest pace. By the time you are ready to leave, you will be walking as fast as Sissy Suzette over there!” 

Pansy looked with amazement at ‘Sissy Suzette’, who was walking at speed without any sign of stress or strain, though the muscles where standing out in his calves and his face wore a rather desperate look. Clearly walking at that speed was requiring a deal of effort and concentration. 

Then with a jerk the treadmill began to move. 

POSTURE LESSONS

The posture Mistress was an ex-ballet teacher, and had no patience at all with her awkward trainees. There were many postures to learn. 

The basic posture was called ‘Waiting to serve’. This was the default posture so to speak, to be adopted whenever the maid was not actually engaged in doing chores. Motionless, eyes lowered, upper body inclined forward and down in a respectful low bow, the corners of his apron pinched between thumb and forefinger and held out to the sides. A sort of frozen curtsey, if you like. 

Then ‘Floor scrubbing’: knees together, bottom well up. 

And ‘Window polishing’: feet together. One hand on hip. The other hand with the dust-cloth. 

And ‘Ironing’: legs together, one hand holding the iron, the other for smoothing the garment. 

And ‘Lingerie laundry’: legs together, body bent forward from the hips, both hands working in unison. Move the whole upper body to the right to place the washed garment in the basket with both hands. Move the whole upper body to the left to retrieve the next garment with both hands. 

And ‘Feeding’: bent well forward to avoid soiling uniform. Right band holding spoon; left placed neatly on the table beside the bowl, palm down. 

Each posture had to be learned separately, and was not to be confused with any other. For instance, ironing posture and lingerie laundry postures were  not the same, and confusing the two brought immediate retribution from a wrathful posture trainer. 

NEEDLEWORK LESSONS

Each trainee was responsible for the care and maintenance of their training uniform. Damage and spoilage to any article of uniform was taken very seriously indeed. Daily needlework lessons started with the basics — some of these boys didn't even know how to thread a needle! —- and progressed on to mending rips and tears and then to the basics of dress-making. Some ladies rather like the idea of their sissified domestic drudge having to spend the evening after a long day of chores making a new pretty frock or apron for himself! 

COSMETICS LESSONS

As already explained, each trainee was responsible for making themselves up. Nothing fancy, but nothing too demure either. Every day they practised under the strict supervision of the make-up lady. 

Pansy's first attempt at ‘doing his face’ up did not well for him. 

“No, no, that's not it at all!” the make-up matron snarled angrily. “‘Caning’ posture!” 

And he got six of the best across his tautly-upthrust rump. 

“‘Waiting to serve’ posture!” 

He executed a clumsy but just about acceptable ‘waiting to serve’. 

“Now, Pansy, I feel you are not making the required effort! It is just no that hard! We girls can do it, and you, you great big sissy, are going to learn to do it too! Now we shall try again!” 

And so it went on — and on, and on. 

DOMESTIC DUTIES LESSONS

And of course the full range of standard domestic duties was covered: Washing. Ironing. 

Polishing. Dusting. Floor scrubbing. Tea service. All washing was done by hand. And of course as we have seen for some duties there were specials postures. 

By the end of the six weeks, the transformation of Pansy was complete. He no longer remembered what it was like to walk without the tight constriction of a hobble skirt. He no longer remembered what it was like to walk without feet not arched almost vertical, carefully striving to maintain balance with each small step. He no longer remembered what it was like to bend without struggling against the resistance of a tight girdle. Pansy no longer remembered what it was like to not be under the ultra-strict discipline of mature matrons. Pansy no longer thought of anything except pleasing those mature matrons in absolute authority over him. 

HANDING OVER

The mature, full-figured lady behind the counter took Gertrude's details and told her poshly that

‘Modom’ would be with her in just a moment, and offered her a seat while waiting. She did not have long to wait before Madam Bracegirdle came bustling out. 

“Mrs Braithwaite! How lovely to see you again! Do come out the back!” 

The shop front proved to be merely one large room of a much, much bigger building. Through the set of security doors they went, and there turned right instead of left. This part of the building was very different from the clinical, hospital-like air of the training department. It was old-fashioned, chintzy. 

Madam Bracegirdle led her into a large, well-furnished room. 

“I like to call this my display parlour. I'll just ring for tea and then we can have a chat.” 

Ding-ding-ding! A small hand-bell was held up in Madam Bracegirdle's surprisingly small and delicate hand, heavily be-ringed and with long red-painted finger-nails. The far door opened and with a clack of heels and a swish of petticoats came — well, Gertrude couldn't quite tell what! A maid? Well, it had to be a maid. It was certainly dressed as a maid. The uniform was the most elaborate and unusual that Gertrude had ever seen. The maid could take only very small steps in the tight knee-length rubber skirt, and had to walk on six-inch high heels. It was the height that made the penny drop. This was one of Madam Bracegirdle's  male maids! 

Madam Bracegirdle saw the expression on her face, patted her hand, and smiled. 

“My boys do make quite a first impression, don't they?” 

The male maid made his slow way over to the small tea table at which they sat, whereupon he curtsied: a very elaborate curtsey with ankles crossed, head bowed and apron held out to either side between the pinched fingers of the gloved hands. 

“Tea!” barked Madam Bracegirdle, in a very different tone to the gushing enthusiasm she displayed when talking to Gertrude. “And be quick about it!” 

The bizarre figure hurried off as fast as he could. Which was not very fast! 

Gertrude shook her head. 

“I would not have believed it if I hadn't seen it for myself! But where do you get these guys?” 

“Where do they come from? Oooo… various places. Discarded boyfriends and husbands mostly. 

A dear friend of mine, Mrs Frobisher, sends me her discarded toy-boys: must be half a dozen by now. They little thought they would be transformed into uniformed maid-servants!” 

She scoffed. 

“A few of them are my personal staff, the rest are stock in hand you might say. They are quite cheap to keep. They make and mend their own uniforms and undies, that is part of my training for my live-ins. I do make an occasional sale. For instance of you should take a fancy to any of them…

”Oh, no, I am sure you have done such a good job with Simon, he will be good enough for me.“

Madam Bracegirdle nodded, pleased with the compliment. 

The maid came back with the tea, and served it. 

”Leave the tray!“

Madam Bracegirdle extended a satin-clad arm and pointed imperiously to a spot on the floor some distance from where

The maid minced over there as slowly and delicately as he had come, then stood in a curious posture: motionless, eyes lowered, upper body inclined forward and down in a respectful low bow, the corners of his apron pinched between thumb and forefinger and held out to the sides, 

”And are some of them, you know, ‘paying dress up’ or whatever? Do they come for a few hours, er, you know, like clients…“

”Oh goodness gracious me no!“ exclaimed Madam Bracegirdle, with a hint of offended dignity. 

”I offer  only permanent positions, whether with me or another lady, and that  only on referral from a lady superior — wife, girlfriend, step-mother, auntie…“

”Oh, I see…“

”Good! It is important to grasp that this is not a game for my boys!“

”You always say ‘boy’,“ mused Gertrude. 

”Well, they are not women, are they? Not like us! They are male maids, and it does them good to be often reminded of the fact!“

Madam Bracegirdle gave a sardonic laugh. 

”And to be honest…“ Madam Bracegirdle lowered her voice and, leaning towards Gertrude, winked in a gesture of mock conspiracy, ”…I am sure they would all rather they had never set eyes on this place!“

”Gosh!“

During all this time, the summoned maid had stood motionless, eyes lowered, upper body inclined forward and down in a respectful low bow, the corners of his apron pinched between thumb and forefinger and held out to the sides. Gertrude noticed that although his gaze was averted, still and all he was clearly paying very close attention to Madam Bracegirdle's every word and gesture. 

Madam Bracegirdle saw Gertrude looking, and explained. 

”A maid must  always be in correct posture. This posture is called ‘waiting to serve’. “It doesn't do them any harm to wait!” 

Madam Bracegirdle chuckled. 

“But I expect you are anxious to get on with things, and meet your maid?” 

“Oh, well, yes, it's been lovely to hear about how you do things, but yes, I can't wait to see what you have made of him!” 

Madam Bracegirdle merely inclined her head. 

“Sorry, I don't quite understand,” said Gertrude, puzzled. 

“Oh, don't you recognise him?” Madam Bracegirdle said in a tone of mock surprise. She loved this bit! “This is your one!” She gestured at the waiting maid, still crouched in ‘waiting to serve’

posture. He was trembling slightly. 

Gertrude's mouth dropped open. 

Madame Bracegirdle lifted her arm parallel with the floor, and made a brusque beckoning gesture to the waiting male maid. Sure enough, he had been on the qui vive for the slightest sign, and now made his slow, laborious way over to the table. …

“One important point,” remarked Madam Bracegirdle. “Your male maid now answers to the name of ‘Pansy’, and I do feel that this new sissy name should be used exclusively from now on. 

He has even embroidered it on his caps and aprons…” 

Madam Bracegirdle chuckled. 

Gertrude looked. Sure enough, both the white lace maid's cap and the white lace apron were embroidered with ‘Pansy’ in pink lettering. She laughed. 

“It's a nice touch I hadn't thought of! Yes, sure, why not?” 

By then, the male maid had reached them and curtsied. 

“Walk up and down, Pansy!” ordered Madam Bracegirdle curtly. 

Up and down he tottered on those heels. 

“Stop!” 

Pansy came to a halt and immediately adopted ‘waiting to serve’ posture. 

“Curtsey!” 

He curtsied. 

“And again!” 

And again he curtsied. 

“You will notice that I adopt a distinct tone of voice and generally use the imperative when addressing a male maid,” Madam Bracegirdle remarked. “In some ways, being a male maid trainer is rather like being a dog trainer.” 

Gertrude nodded, taking it all in avidly. 

“You  must be firm,” Madam Bracegirdle elaborated. “You may sometimes be tempted to go easy on yours — take my advice — don't! Any relaxation of discipline, however slight, merely results in a spoiled maid. You should expect and demand the best — you deserve it!” 

Then she returned her attention to the male maid. 

“‘Waiting to serve’!” 

“‘Floor scrubbing’!” 

“‘Window polishing’!” 

“‘Ironing’!” 

“‘Lingerie laundry’!” 

“‘Caning’!” 

Madam Bracegirdle ran Pansy through all the postures, and each one was executed correctly. 

“Enough! Over here!” 

Pansy minced over, bobbed a very deep curtsey, then stood in ‘waiting to serve’ posture. 

“Explain your status here Pansy!” 

“I am a trainee male maid, Madam.” 

“And do you recognise this lady beside me?” 

“I…um… yes, Madam.” 

“You are perhaps unsure what to call her?” 

Pansy was not sure what to say. 

“I… er…” 

Madam Bracegirdle cut him off. 

“This is Mistress Gertrude.” 

Pansy blinked rapidly several times. 

“She is looking for a new sissy maid, and she might consider you for the position, were you to ask her nicely.” 

Gertrude giggled, and joined in the fun. 

“Yes, I have been on the look-out for a sissified domestic drudge, as it happens. Perhaps you have something you would like to ask me, Pansy?” 

Pansy swallowed hard and struggled to hold back his tears. This was a very emotional moment for him. To see his beloved Gertrude sitting there with that bitch Bracegirdle, mocking him… He managed to keep control. 

“Y-yes, Mistress,” he stuttered, “I—- I would like to apply for the position of…of…” he paused, then managed to get the words out, “of…of your sissified domestic drudge.” 

Gertrude laughed. 

“Well, you certainly dress the part!” 

She continued teasingly:

“What I shall do is take you on a trial basis for a month. If at the end of that time I find your service unsatisfactory, I shall return you to Madam Bracegirdle and ask her to supply me with a more suitable servant. I suppose she would then put you up for sale, in order to recoup the time and expense spent training you.” 

She turned then to Madam Bracegirdle, who congratulated her on her firm manner with her new maid. Then the ladies rose and, with a curt “come!” addressed to Pansy, Madam Bracegirdle escorted Mistress and maid out into the shop, where the little matter of payment was sorted out before Gertrude took her leave and fairly rushed home to play with her new sissy dolly! 

TRIAL BASIS

The ‘trial month’ started as Gertrude meant it to go on. Pansy's nose was applied gently but firmly to the grindstone, and kept there. If Pansy had harboured any illusions about the time at Madam Bracegirdle's being some sort of punishment, some sort of ‘short, sharp shock’, after which they would be able to return to a more balanced life — a bit more dressing (well, alright, uniformed more or less all the time), and no more fiddling with the chastity device (in truth, the device fitted by Madam Bracegirdle had proved impregnable), he was abruptly disillusioned. As soon as they got home, in fact. 

“Gosh! I could do with a cup of tea after that drive! But first we shall have a little talk.” 

Gertrude took a seat and beckoned Pansy over. Pansy minced over and bobbed a little bit of a curtsey, then stood waiting. 

“I think we want ‘waiting to serve’ now, don't we?” Gertrude said coolly. 

Yes, Pansy's naïve hope that Gertrude would forget about ‘the postures’ was the first of many such hopes to be shattered. Blushing, he adopted ‘waiting to serve’ posture. Gertrude took a long hard look at it, to make sure it was just right. Satisfied, she began. 

“Yes, I remembered all about the postures! I will be insisting on them being used just as you have been trained to use them.” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

“So in future when called into my presence, you will bob a full curtsey, then adopt ‘waiting to serve’, won't you?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

“I know ‘waiting to serve’ is quite an arduous posture, but it does show the right attitude of humble deference, and that's important, isn't it?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

“Good! I am glad we agreed on that.” 

Unlike the ladies of Madam Bracegirdle's establishment, Gertrude rarely gave a direct order. 

Phrases such as ‘I would like’, ‘I think it would be nice’, or her favourite, ‘I think we agreed’, had however the full force of orders. 

“The next issue has already been sorted, I think. But let's just make sure. You  will be wearing your uniform for me in future, won't you?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

“And no more fiddling with the chastity device?” 

“No, Ma'am.” 

“Good! I am glad we agreed on that!” said Gertrude with enthusiasm, and smiled at him. 

“Now, domestic chores. Up to now, you have been ‘helping with the housework’, just like a man. Oh, I know you did quite a lot, but still, it's the principle of the thing. Isn't it?” 

“I…” Pansy forgot himself for a moment, but a raised eyebrow sufficed to remind him. This wasn't the time, he told himself. Later he would… “Yes, Ma'am.” 

“Yes, it is. That's why in future you will be serving 24/7.” 

She paused. 

“Are you familiar with that expression, Pansy?” 

“Er… no, Ma'am.” 

“It means twenty-four hours, seven days a week,” explained Gertrude brightly. 

“Now, apropos of which,” she continued briskly, “Madam Bracegirdle kindly gave me few of these little bells.” 

She held one up for Pansy to see, and gave it a shake. It tinkled loudly. 

“It makes quite a noise for its size, doesn't it? This isn't a very big house, so I shall put one in each room for use in summoning you. One ring for living room, two rings for bedroom, three rings for bathroom, four rings for the garden. So you will have to make sure you keep an ear cocked for it, won't you?” 

“Yes, Ma'am,” a woebegone Pansy replied. 

Gertrude saw the expression. Good! she thought, so it is all finally sinking in. But better make things crystal clear…

“Just in case you are in any doubt, your life these last six weeks has  not been a punishment or anything of that sort, but simply a preparation for your new life with me. So you will be using all of that training, believe you me, Pansy!” 

She held up a finger in admonition, and tried to make her face severe. 

“And if in the end it just doesn't work out, I  will return you to Madam Bracegirdle for good! I am sure she can find a suitably strict and demanding Mistress to sell you to!” 

Poor Pansy just stood there in ‘waiting to serve’ posture, feet and back aching, his hopes crashing about him. 

Gertrude smiled at him. 

“There there! Nothing to worry about! It's all for the best! Now what about that tea?” 

“Yes Ma'am,” said the thoroughly chastened male maid He dipped into a low curtsey, then straightened and walked slowly to the kitchen, one small step at a time. 

The tea ready, he returned to the living room, curtsied, laid the tray carefully on the table beside his Mistress, curtsied again, then went into ‘waiting to serve’ posture. 

Gertrude's fleshy face lit up with smug satisfaction. 

“Leave the tray here. You may take a cup for yourself, and drink it in the kitchen. After that, I think you will find there is a  tremendous amount of laundry to do! Six week's worth, in fact!” 

She laughed, and nodded in token of dismissal. 

“I will ring if I need you.” 

Three times the bell rang. Three times Pansy took his hands out of the luke-warm soapy water, dried them quickly, minced along in restrictive training uniform and high heels to the living room, curtsied, refilled Gertrude's cup — though the teapot stood in its cosy on the tray on the table right beside her — curtsied again in reply to her patronising ‘thank you, Pansy’, then minced back to the kitchen to get on with the laundry Is this really my life now? thought Pansy. Dressed as a maid, Waiting hand and foot on a big fat lady old enough to be my mother? With sinking heart he realised, yes, yes it was. He plunged another pair of delicate lace panties into the sink and began to scrub gently. 

Four rings — the bedroom! Hastily Pansy dried his hands and trod daintily out of the kitchen and up the stairs. He reached the bedroom door and, true to the maid's etiquette that had been drummed into him, knocked daintily. 

“Enter!” 

He pushed open the door and found Mistress Gertrude sitting waiting for him. 

“Get me undressed,” she said lazily, “and then you can strip off yourself and join me.” 

A long, leisurely session of body worship ensued, releasing Gertrude's pent-up sexual tensions which had accumulated since her trip to Madam Bracegirdle's to collect Pansy. 

The first day established how things would be. The daily routine was much the same after that. 

Gertrude was an early riser and Pansy had to be up early indeed in order to serve breakfast. At

the weekends, true, she preferred a lie-in, but then she also expected breakfast in bed. While Gertrude was away at work, he cleaned the house from top to bottom every single day. In the evening, dinner was served. Th Mistress of the house graciously allowed her male maid to share dinner with her. She enjoyed teasingly asking him about his day, as though there was ever anything new to report. Nevertheless, she expected proper answers, and chided him if she did not get them. And chiding meant that an ‘infraction point’ was that much closer, and an infraction point meant a visit from Matron McTawse…

After discussion, Gertrude had decided that each infraction point would merit six strokes from the tawse. The first week, there were five infraction points, and on Saturday afternoon, Pansy found himself kneeling in ‘tawse posture’, blatantly offering his bare bottom to Matron McTawse's bum-blistering leather strap. The tears began to flow after the twenty-second stroke. 

Gertrude had excused herself as too-soft hearted to watch, earning herself a snort from Matron McTawse. 

After dinner, there was clearing up, doing the dishes, and then more chores. There was  always something to do. At the end of the evening, sometimes he would be summoned to Mistress's bedroom, there to spend the night; sometimes not. Whichever, he would still have to be up bright and early to have breakfast waiting for Mistress. 

TEA WITH MADAM BRACEGIRDLE

Towards the end of the four weeks, to mark the end of the trial period, the formidable Madam Bracegirdle made an appearance. It was by now Pansy who always answering the door (yes, in full uniform! Of course in full uniform!), and he nearly fainted when he saw who it was. His nerves on edge, he curtsied, showed her in, announced her. 

“Tea,” said Gertrude shortly to him. 

He tottered off quite skillfully on his heels to the kitchen. Madam Bracegirdle nodded approvingly. Those walking lessons had really paid off! It was always nice to see a new male maid in his ‘natural environment’, so to speak. 

Pansy arrived with the tea tray, curtsied, placed it carefully on the tea-table, then stood in

‘waiting to serve’. Again, Madam Bracegirdle was pleased. Her girls had worked wonders! 

“You may return to your chores, Pansy,” said Gertrude pompously, showing off in front of Madam Bracegirdle, “I shall ring if I need you.” 

Pansy curtsied and left. He had never been so glad to get out of a room as that one! 

But shortly thereafter, the living-room bell rang and he had to go there again. Heart pounding, Pansy made sure to check his uniform in the hall mirror before he went in. Curtsying, he made as if to pour tea, but Gertrude shook her head. 

“That's all right.” 

So he stood there in ‘waiting to serve’ posture, the eyes of both mature ladies on him. They eyed him up and down in silence. The seconds dragged on, became minutes. 

“Well,” began Gertrude at last, and gave a sigh as though regretting something, “what do you think, Madam Bracegirdle?” 

“He'll do,” that lady opined, “even if I do say so myself. But you are the Mistress of the house. 

Are  you satisfied?” 

Gertrude tilted her head to one side and pretended to think, although her mind had long been made up. 

“Yes,” she drawled finally, “he needs to put a lot of work into improving, but I think he will, as you say, do.” 

Madam Bracegirdle chuckled, and said:

“You must be very pleased, Pansy?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

Then Gertrude chimed in:

“And I think you've got something to say to Madam Bracegirdle?” 

Pansy was at a loss, then realised what it must be. Somehow he found the words. 

“Thank you for making me a good maid for Mistress Gertrude, Madam Bracegirdle.” 

Madam Bracegirdle smiled broadly. 

“You're welcome, Pansy!” 

TOTALLY SUBJUGATED SISSY

With the trial period over and her male maid clearly completely subjugated, Gertrude felt free to tighten the screw even more. The weekends she gave over almost entirely to having fun with her male maid. Let us have a look at one Sunday, much like any other…

It was early Sunday morning. Pansy had been dismissed from Mistress's bed after pleasing her until into the small hours, and now, scant few hours later, he was up again, fully-uniformed, preparing Mistress's breakfast in bed. Ready, he slowly carried the laden tray up the stairs to Mistress's bedroom. 

Mrs Gertrude Braithwaite opened her eyes, yawned and stretched. There was a knock on her door. She checked her alarm clock. On the dot! She smiled to herself, waited a few moments, then drawled: “Enter!” The door opened, and Gertrude looked with self-satisfied smug amusement at Pansy as he minced slowly over to the bedside, curtsied, then placed the laden tray on the bedside table, curtsied again, then stood in ‘waiting to serve’ posture. 

“Good Morning, Pansy!” 

“Good morning, Ma'am.” 

“Oh, you're in your display uniform!” she exclaimed, still yawning. “How lovely!” 

It was no surprise, he was  required to be in one or other display uniform on the weekends. 

“Thank you, Ma'am.” 

She looked him up and down, savouring the sight: the end-result, she reflected, of a true ‘female-led’ relationship. ‘Female-led’ was a bit of a euphemism, she reflected. Over the last year, Pansy had gone from difficult boyfriend to, for all intents and purposes, a slave. It had not been her set intent to start with: it had just sort of — happened. Now that she had him completely under her thumb, she found she enjoyed exerting her authority over him. Not in a sadistic way, of course…

Well, mostly not…

“Well, mustn't keep you! Lots of chores to do!” 

She clapped her hands in token of dismissal. 

“yes, Ma'am,” said the waiting male maid humbly, curtsied low again, and minced out. 

Downstairs, Pansy bustled about. He knew he had to get as much done as possible before he was summoned again by Madame. It being the weekend, he knew he would not have much time for chores. Sure enough, all too soon the bedroom bell rang, summoning him upstairs again. She will want her shower, he thought resignedly. 

Sure enough:

“I shall take my shower now,” she drawled lazily. Pansy helped her out of her nighty, then followed into the bathroom. 

When attending Mistress in the shower, Pansy was still not out of uniform. Granted, the cap and frock and stockings and shoes all had to come off, but over his girdle he wore a see-through plastic mac with a hood to protect his hair. Thus attired in ‘shower uniform’, he soaped his Mistress's mature, voluptuous body, rinsed it, dried it. And then it was back into regular uniform and back to his chores. 

“Tits, bits and bum, Pansy!” 

Pansy glanced over to where Mistress Gertrude was sitting at her ease under a sun-shade, enjoying her Saturday afternoon with a pot of tea and a magazine. The tea had been prepared just the way she liked — by Pansy, of course; and the magazine fetched — by Pansy, of course —

some time later. 

She wagged her finger at him. 

He accepted the chiding as he knew he must, by curtsying in his Mistress's direction and trying to adjust the skimpy outfit so that everything was just about covered, making sure all the while to keep his eyes lowered and his expression one of humble deference. 

It being the weekend, Pansy was, as already said, in one of his display uniforms. This one, picked out by Gertrude on Friday evening, made the original display uniform look positively frumpy. A dainty little maid's cap of white lace perched on the long blonde hair in pig-tails, natural now not a wig; ultra-short frock, pink with big white polka-dots all over; under the frock, a specially-shortened girdle, very tight, with rigid under-wiring in place of breast cups to push up a little cleavage; clipped to the girdle, sheer white stockings, with a pink garter on the right thigh; pink booties with the usual 6“ heels; a pretty pink ribbon tied in a bow about each wrist, setting off the delicate lace gloves on the hands. Such a get-up was not really practical for everyday maid duties of course, but Pansy's weekends now were spent mainly entertaining Mistress Gertrude. 

His Mistress had patiently explained to him that the uniform had been tailor-made for him, and therefore could not possibly be ‘too small’. He could had to take a bit of care, and he would remain ‘decent’. 

That was true. By mincing along quite slowly, arms kept down by the sides, feet placed carefully in front on one another, it was possible to walk in his new uniform without showing off ‘tits, bits and bum’ to all and sundry. 

Bending over could be managed too, just about, by keeping legs together, then bending the kneels and lowering the body, all the while keeping the back straight. Of course, this took a bit longer, and looked rather affected. 

But still, posture had to be thought about constantly, every move got just right, if he was not to hear that mocking voice ringing in his ears: ”‘tits, bits and bum’, Polly!“

So, when ringed and rouged nipples, beribboned penis head and pale bare bum cheeks were all covered (just about), then, mincing with the tiny steps that had become second nature from wearing the hobble skirt, Pansy got on with hanging the washing. 

”Bravo, Pansy!“ Gertrude sang out mockingly, and watched with girlish amusement as her sissy maid minced with tiny steps towards the laundry room. 

She loved the sight of him in one of his display uniforms; and she loved the easy access it provided to his body. She liked to wander up as he stood at the sink washing her scanties, and casually grope under the skirt, fondling a bum cheek, stroking a thigh, or cupping a pair of very full and heavy, though now hairless, balls… or she would bring her hands round and stroke his exposed nipples. She had to be careful not do this too often, since it inevitably resulted in her needing relief from Pansy's servile tongue. It was not unusual for Gertrude to enjoy half a dozen

‘quickies’ in the course of a single Saturday or Sunday; that in addition to the long, slow, leisurely love-making she enjoyed before going to sleep. For a quickie, she simply pulled her knickers down, not even bothering to wait for Pansy to do it for her, sprawled into an arm-chair or sofa, had Pansy kneel before her, draped her big, shapely legs across his shoulders, and closed her eyes and surrendered herself to pure pleasure as he put his tongue busily to work. 

Gertrude loved her career and loved being busy during the week; but now she found herself looking forward more and more to the weekends, when she had more time to tease and torment and sexually exploit her sissified domestic drudge! 

That night, the time came for Pansy to serve Mistress in the bedroom. 

”Leave your undies on!“ she whispered urgently as he struggled out of his dress. 

Gertrude never wore foundation garments herself, preferring the free and easy feel of bra and panties, and generally letting it all hang out. She knew that this had a doubly-frustrating effect on her little man maid: the sight of her voluptuous, mature body — the big bottom, the heavy breasts, the well-fed belly — bursting out of some skimpy, lacey bra and panty sent; and the reminder that the sort of foundation garment designed for such a figure is instead tightly constricting  him! For with the introduction of more restrictive and bizarre uniforms had also come the use of a variety of full girdles, pantie-girdles, and so on, all at least one size too small. 

The sight of her sissy maid in his ‘undies’ never failed to turn her on. This evening, since it was a display uniform day, the girdle was a brief affair, of pale pink which bum and chest fully exposed. Both nipples were ringed and rouged — the rouge matching the maid's lipstick, of course! The white stockings were clipped to the girdle. There in the middle, as though framed, the shaven pubis with the ”not in use' tattoo above the locked-away cock. 

“Do a twirl for me!” 

Obediently, the sissified male turned. There, on the pale white bottom, Gertrude read again the tattoos she had got done some time ago: “Sissy Pansy” on the left bum-cheek, “Gertrude's Maid” 

on the right. She sighed with pleasure. That she could have reduced him to this! 

“Come on then!” 

He turned, walked slowly over, then knelt on the bed and leaned forward between her big thighs. 

And soon the room was filled with her moans of pleasure as her big fat body writhed in ecstasy, breasts and belly wobbling, hips jerking, eyes closed in abandon. 

A sissified male maid pleasing; a big, mature matron being pleased. 

Perfick! 

And so Mrs Gertrude Braithwaite was able to impose a very firm and very exacting regime of domestic discipline, reaching levels of strictness and severity un-imagined by either of them when they started down this path. Although Gertrude still owns neither strap nor cane, and no longer needs the services of Matron McTawse, strict maid's etiquette is enforced 24/7, and the rules which Pansy must follow to the letter would fill many, many pages if written down. 

Pansy has become a totally subjugated sissy. 

He is  never out of uniform. 

For practical purposes, the old satin and silk ‘black and white’ proved to be more suitable for

‘hobby dressers’, as Gertrude contemptuously called them. No doubt they enjoyed prancing about in front of the mirror taking selfies, but it was no attire for a working maid. So it was replaced with a rubber outfit recommended by Madam Bracegirdle. This was along the lines of the old training uniform, but easier to keep clean and more hard-wearing too. Like the training uniform, it had a hobble skirt to enforce correct gait, helped along of course with a matching pair of very high heels. This was far easier to keep clean and so freed up more of her male maid's time for important chores such as floor-scrubbing, hand-washing lingerie, and so on. On the weekends, however, Gertrude always required Pansy to dress in a display uniform. By now, she had many of these, all designed on the basis of the original: scanty little things in garish colours and with lots of lace trimming. 

He is  never released from chastity. 

She does graciously permit him to beg for a ‘special treat’ from time to time, one which she has no intention of granting. Keeping him locked in chastity has had a marked effect on his behaviour, so why ruin a good thing? 

Total chastity does not mean that Gertrude goes without. On the contrary, her sex life has never been better. The ruthless exploitation that characterises the relationship extends into the sexual arena, where Pansy's role is now totally submissive. It resembles the sexual exploitation of a 19th domestic servant by their employer. 

He is  always on duty. 

Next year Gertrude will take early retirement, and then, as full-time Mistress Gertrude, she fully intends to micro-manage every second of Pansy's life! 

THE END

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

This book's code is: KRys5TI7fa

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! 
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