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The Locked Uniform – Chapter I 

Clara had grown up in the quiet outskirts of Thistledown, a rural village known more for its vineyards 

than its opportunities. When her father fell ill and her family’s debts mounted, Clara—barely 

twenty—made the difficult decision to seek employment at the Verelmont estate. The house was 

known for its opulence, and despite the whispers about its reclusive family, Clara welcomed the offer. 

A live-in position with food, wages, and structure sounded like salvation. 

She arrived early on a spring morning, suitcase in hand and heart nervously fluttering. The head 

housekeeper, Mrs. Dalwick, greeted her at the service entrance with a crisp nod and brisk demeanor. 

“Uniform’s waiting in your room,” she said. “Try it on. Come down to the staff hall in fifteen.” 

Clara had expected the usual long skirt and apron 

common in housekeeping—conservative, 

traditional, practical. But the garment laid neatly 

on her bed was different. It was a black romper—

fitted and tailored like something out of a play 

rather than a post. The puffed sleeves, delicate 

lace, and attached apron gave it an air of elegance, 

yet the short length and snug fit made her hesitate. 

Still, she had accepted the position. And so she 

slipped into the uniform. 

It fit perfectly. Too perfectly. 

She noticed the zipper ran all the way up her 

back—unreachable by herself. And there, next to 

it, a tiny metal loop. 

Before she could dwell on it, Mrs. Dalwick 

returned. With her usual efficiency, the woman 

zipped Clara up and, with a glint of something 

unreadable in her eyes, slipped a small silver 

padlock through the loop and clicked it shut. 

Clara blinked. “Is that… standard?” 

Mrs. Dalwick didn’t smile, but her tone was gentler now. “The Lady insists on certain safeguards. 

You'll understand soon enough.” 

 

 



At first, it seemed silly. 

Clara found the uniform hard to move freely in, and having to request assistance to undress for 

anything—changing, even using the bathroom—was both humbling and strange. But she quickly 

learned the purpose behind the design. 

Alric Verelmont had recently returned from university. Tall, entitled, and too clever for his own good, 

he wandered the halls like a prince, always pretending he wasn’t watching. But he was. 

He brushed past Clara too closely in the corridors, complimented her with a tone just too smooth, 

stared too long while she bent to polish the lower furniture. She caught him once trying to tug 

playfully at the sash on her apron. Another time, his hand “accidentally” grazed her waist as she 

dusted near the library shelves. 

The locked zipper made her feel safer. Without it, she realized, someone like Alric might’ve tried 

more. 

Lady Verelmont had seen enough too. “My son,” she said bluntly to Clara one evening, “does not 

understand limits. That uniform makes them clear.” 

Still, some things weren’t solved by locks alone. Clara began to notice him testing other boundaries—

his gaze drifting toward her chest, a brush against her thigh when handing her a dish. She was never 

alone with him anymore, per house rules, but proximity still allowed mischief. 

It was Mrs. Dalwick who quietly offered a solution. 

“You may request the padded undergarments from the house supply,” she said, looking almost 

apologetic. “Some of the girls prefer it.” 

Clara accepted. The lightly reinforced bra and padded shorts added bulk, reducing both physical 

sensation and visibility. It was another layer of distance—one she welcomed. 

 

There Were… Other Advantages. 

The uniform’s locked nature wasn’t just for protection—it served the estate’s interests too. Maids 

couldn’t vanish for long stretches of unsupervised breaks. To use the restroom, they had to find Mrs. 

Dalwick or one of the senior staff to be unlocked. It was embarrassing at first, but Clara noticed the 

unintended benefit: the maids became tighter as a team, looking out for each other, stepping in with 

quiet understanding. 

“You alright?” another maid, Elsie, whispered once, after Clara returned from such a trip looking 

shaken. Alric had passed her in the hallway, winking. 

Clara just nodded. She was learning, adapting. 

 

With Time, Things Settled. 

Alric seemed to grow bored. The padlock, the padding, the lack of privacy—none of it offered the 

opportunities he wanted. The maids kept their distance, the staff rotated assignments regularly. And 

Clara? She found strength in her uniform, oddly enough. What had once felt restrictive now felt like 

armor—crafted not just of fabric and lace, but of firm boundaries and quiet resistance. 



She never forgot the reality of her position, nor the risks. But she took pride in her work. In the shine 

of the floors she scrubbed, in the polish of every mirror, in the dignity she protected even when 

others tried to chip it away. 

The padlock clicked each morning with a soft, final sound. And with that, Clara stepped into the halls 

with her head high, every inch of her uniform locked not just with a key—but with purpose. 

 

The Locked Uniform – Chapter II: The Keeper of the Keys 

Years passed in steady rhythm within the stone walls of the Verelmont estate. The seasons turned, 

silver was polished, chandeliers dusted, linens pressed. And Clara—no longer the wide-eyed village 

girl—had grown into a figure of quiet authority and resilience. 

Mrs. Dalwick’s retirement came with little ceremony but a heavy weight. The older woman, always 

efficient and aloof, left Clara with a firm handshake and a ring of brass keys. 

“You’ll do well,” she said simply. “You’ve seen what this house needs.” 

And just like that, Clara became the new housekeeper of Verelmont Manor. 

 

The role came with challenges. 

Clara now oversaw six maids, two footmen, and the kitchen staff. She managed rotas, supplies, and 

the strange, still unspoken rituals of the house—including the uniforms. 

Each morning, she met the maids in the dressing wing, inspecting their appearance and personally 

securing the small silver padlocks to the base of their zippers. The girls, many younger than she had 

once been, were nervous at first. But Clara had been in their shoes. She explained the rules with 

care, never harshness. 

“This isn’t control,” she told one tearful new maid who flinched at the sound of the lock snapping 

closed. “It’s protection. You’ll see.” 

She made it a point to know when and why a maid needed to be unlocked—never letting them feel 

ashamed, only seen. Clara remembered every feeling she had endured, and she made sure no one 

else felt as alone as she once had. 

But with the title of Housekeeper came a curious twist of tradition: Clara, too, had to wear the 

uniform on days she assisted directly in the field or during major events. And according to house 

protocol, her lock had to be secured by someone of higher authority. 

Which left only Lady Verelmont. 

 

The lady was not always easy to find. 

Lady Verelmont, now aging but ever sharp, had become increasingly private. She kept erratic hours, 

retreating to her greenhouse for hours, sometimes days, rarely appearing in the servants’ wing. 

Clara often found herself in a delicate limbo—fully dressed, uniform immaculate, zipper up, but the 

lock in hand. She couldn’t seal herself in. It would be against house rules. 

Sometimes, she waited at the lady’s door for an hour. Other times, she was summoned suddenly. 



“Turn,” Lady Verelmont would say curtly, and with a metallic click, Clara was sealed in once more. 

The padlock still gave her that same internal stillness—a sense of structure, safety. But being 

dependent on the Lady made her realize just how quietly vulnerable Mrs. Dalwick must have felt too. 

 

She began to change the system. 

Clara introduced a small register—private, encrypted—tracking unlock requests. It wasn’t for 

oversight. It was to ensure no maid went too long waiting, caught in discomfort or worse. She 

rotated her keys with a small circle of trusted seniors, ensuring someone was always available to 

assist. 

But Lady Verelmont did not change. Clara remained dependent on her for her own lock. 

There was one evening, before a formal dinner, when Clara stood fully dressed at the mirror, hands 

folded neatly at her waist, waiting. The other maids bustled past, sealed and ready. And she, the 

housekeeper, the guardian, stood unfinished. 

Finally, Lady Verelmont entered, her expression unreadable. 

“You’re the one with the keys now,” she said softly, approaching. 

Clara nodded. “Except for mine.” 

The Lady smiled—rare, and almost fond. 

“Yes. Some locks are tradition. And some… are trust.” 

She locked Clara’s uniform with an elegance born of habit, and Clara, as always, stood taller 

afterward. 

 

The balance remained delicate. 

As the Verelmonts aged and the estate slowly modernized, Clara stood at the center: the bridge 

between old-world formality and modern respect. She kept the uniforms not as relics of control, but 

as shields—ensuring that no maid endured what she had without support. 

And in the quiet moments, when she turned the tiny key in another girl’s lock, she remembered. Not 

just the discomfort—but the strength it had forged. 

Because now she was the keeper of the keys. 

And she would wield them with care. 

 

"The Locked Uniform – Chapter III: The Challenge" 

Clara always knew it would happen eventually. 

It came one rainy afternoon in early spring. A new maid arrived—young, clever-eyed, and brimming 

with questions. Her name was Marian, and she hailed from the city, where house staff wore plain 

tunics, clocked in and out, and spoke freely. She was polite, certainly, but sharp-tongued, with the 

edge of someone who didn’t like being told what to do just because. 



She stood in the dressing wing, staring at the uniform laid out for her—black romper, white apron, 

lace trim, and the silver zipper with its waiting loop. 

“You’re serious?” she said, holding it up. “This is... what, costume theater?” 

Clara, poised as ever, folded her hands. 

“It’s the house uniform.” 

“And the zipper goes all the way up the back—where we can’t reach. Why?” Marian tilted her head. 

“I heard some of the girls talking. You lock us in?” 

Clara didn’t flinch. “Yes.” 

Marian blinked. “Why?” 

 

Clara could have given the easy answer. 

She could have said “house rules” or “tradition.” But something in Marian’s look—earnest, 

skeptical—deserved more. Clara gestured for the young woman to sit. 

“I wore that same uniform,” she began. “When I was your age. When I first arrived, it shocked me 

too. I felt foolish. Exposed. But the truth is, it protects you more than it restrains you.” 

Marian raised an eyebrow. “Protects me from what?” 

Clara hesitated for just a moment, then told her the truth. Not the explicit parts—only enough to 

cast light. 

“This house once had a young heir. He had… trouble understanding boundaries. The uniform was the 

Lady’s answer to a problem that too many houses ignore. It meant the staff could work without 

fearing a hand slipping in where it didn’t belong. The lock is symbolic—but it’s also real.” 

Marian’s face softened, but she was still thoughtful. “So… we wear this, get locked in, and that’s it? 

No one can mess with us?” 

Clara shook her head. “It’s not foolproof. Nothing is. But it’s a message to the house and to yourself: I 

am not yours to touch. And no one is.” 

She rose, moving to the wardrobe. “You don’t have to stay. If this feels wrong to you, say so now. But 

if you wear this, I’ll make sure no one ever makes you feel less than safe. That’s my promise.” 

Marian was quiet. Then, she slowly nodded. 

“Okay. But you’d better not lose that key.” 

Clara allowed herself a rare smile. 

“Never.” 

 

In time, Marian came to understand. 

The first few weeks were awkward. Marian fidgeted in the uniform, occasionally tugging at the collar 

or sighing after requesting an unlock. But she watched—how Clara treated the girls, how no one 

mocked another’s discomfort, how safety and discipline coexisted. 



She noticed how Clara always made eye 

contact before locking the zipper—a 

moment of consent, not command. 

She began to realize the uniform wasn’t 

about obedience—it was about trust. 

One night, weeks later, as Marian helped 

polish the silver before a banquet, she 

turned to Clara and asked quietly: 

“Did it ever feel like… the uniform made you 

invisible?” 

Clara paused. 

“It did,” she said. “But only because no one 

listened to the one wearing it. That’s what I 

changed.” 

 

Clara’s uniform had changed, too. 

She no longer needed to wear it daily. But when she did, she wore it with pride. On those days, 

Marian would glance at her with a mix of respect and something almost like admiration. 

And every time Clara turned her back to the Lady to be locked in, she reminded herself: this wasn’t 

just about control. 

It was about guarding the dignity of those who served. 

And ensuring the next girl never had to fight alone. 

 

 

 

 

 


