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Introduction

The following narrative is composed from an interview which took place between the author Femdom Fred (FF) and the lady formally known as Mistress Sabrina (MS). During the interview Mistress Sabrina talks about the circumstances which lead to her becoming involved in selling her services to a select few discerning customers becoming, with her husband’s encouragement, a professional dominatrix. She goes on to speak about how her initial reluctance eventually turned to enjoyment, so much so that, when circumstances changed and she no longer needed the money, she was reluctant to give it up. That was when David, her devoted husband, came up with the solution that revolutionised their marriage.

There narrative contains detailed descriptions of feminisation, enforced chastity, bondage, corporal punishment, cuckolding, humiliation and more – you have been warned.


FF. What made you decide to become a professional dominatrix?

MS. I’d been married to David for ten years when we suddenly fell on hard times financially. David’s business failed and we were in quite a lot of debt. He tried to find work of course but had no success at all. We were getting desperate. Then one night, as we sat pouring over job vacancies online, I said jokingly that it looked like I’d have to go ‘on the game’. I’d never had to work previously you see; I enjoyed living the life of the happy housewife. David made more than enough to keep us in style and he liked being the provider.

FF. What did David think of your idea?

MS. Well, to my surprise, he took me quite seriously. He said that, with my looks, I’d make a fortune! I just laughed and thanked him for the compliment but there was no way I was going to start having sex with strange men, no matter how desperate we were. That’s when he suggested the whole dominatrix thing.

FF. So it was his idea?

MS. Absolutely. We’d often played games sexually, as most couples do, and found we both enjoyed domination scenarios. At first it was with him in charge and me being his eager little slut but, when we tried switching roles, we both realised that we liked it even better when I took charge. The games developed over time to include teasing and chastity play, forcing him to do menial housework, dressing him in my caste off clothes, spanking and some quite heavy bondage stuff. David loved it when I tied him up and sat on his face, taking my pleasure and suffocating him in the process!

FF. Sounds like fun.

MS. Oh it was, but I hardly considered myself good enough at it to charge someone money for my services. David was adamant though. He showed me some of the many website adverts for professional dominatrixes online and told me I’d probably be much better at it than most of them. The big advantage, as he explained, was that I didn’t need to have sex with my clients. In fact there didn’t necessarily have to be any physical contact at all. All I had to do basically was be a bitch to them. A bit of bullying, some humiliation, maybe a little bondage or corporal punishment and bingo, job done!

FF. So how did it work out?

MS. Very well actually. Of course, I was shy at first, I made a few mistakes, but my clients didn’t seem to mind. They kept coming back, even when I increased my prices. Eventually I had a small group of repeat bookings that was earning me very good money. What’s more, I found I actually enjoyed my work. So much so that, when a relative of David’s passed away and left him a substantial inheritance, enough for us to live very comfortably for the rest of our lives, I found I was quite reluctant to stop. I’d found something I was really good at and I enjoyed dreaming up new ideas to push my clients further into submission. The truth was I didn’t my new career to end.

FF. Did you tell your husband how you felt.

MS. Not at first. I thought he’d think badly of me. It actually came out during an argument. I admitted how I felt and started crying.

FF. What did David do?

MS. David was amazing. He completely shocked me by telling me that he wanted me to continue too. He said he was very aware of how much I enjoyed being a dominant bitch and how good I’d become at it. He said that, far from stopping, he wanted me to continue, to go further, to be free to take things to the next level and beyond; only, not with my clients – with him.

FF. Your husband wanted you to dominate him?

MS. More than that; he wanted me to become his Mistress. He told me how he’d been fantasising for years about becoming my sissy maid, my servant, my slave. He revealed how it had become an obsession for him, to the point where he could think of nothing else. He wanted to put me on a pedestal, to worship me, to do everything for me. He wanted to be at my beck and call 24/7, doing all of the housework, the cooking and the laundry. In return he craved only my contempt. He wanted me to hurt him, to humiliate him, to take total control of his sex life, denying him relief while I enjoyed as much sexual satisfaction as I could possibly want.

FF. Wow! That must have been a shock!

MS. I didn’t really take him seriously to be honest but I think, over the past few years he’s proved himself.

FF. So you have no regrets then?

MS. Not from me certainly, I love my new life, I wouldn’t change it for the world. As far as Pansy Faggot is concerned, well…who cares how she feels?

FF. I take it that’s what you call your husband now.

MS. I don’t have a husband, I have a maid, a skivvy, a little slut that I tolerate because it amuses me to treat her as I do.

FF. You’ve become a sadist then?

MS. Oh I think I’ve always been a sadist; I just needed the opportunity to reveal it. Thanks to the fact that my husband turned out to be a masochist, I got that opportunity. We have the perfect relationship. What does a sadist like me need more than a masochist to allow her to express herself? And what does a masochist like Pansy Faggot need more than a sadistic woman like me to make all his deepest, darkest fantasies come to life? We complete each other, in ways that most couples will never understand.

FF. But what would you do if he ever changed his mind and wanted to go back to a vanilla relationship, or even to end your relationship altogether?

MS. That was a concern for me in the beginning. I so wanted to give my husband all the things he craved but what if I went too far? What if I upset him and caused him to stop loving me?

FF. Yes, what if?

MS. It was David who suggested the solution. He swore he could never stop loving me and the thought of living without me was completely impossible for him to even contemplate. But, to reassure me, he put everything in my name. We had a solicitor draw up the paperwork and he signed it. I own everything now, the house, the car, all the money and property he inherited. So, if he ever leaves then he will be on the street penniless.

FF. So he has no choice but to stay….no matter how badly you treat him?

MS. You misunderstand; he stays because I treat him so badly. In fact, the worse I treat him, the more he wants and needs to stay. Perhaps a psychologist could explain that to you, I can’t. I just know it’s true.

FF. As you said, you complete each other, you need each other.

MS. More than I can possibly explain.

FF. So how did you go about making your husband into your maid?

MS. My idea was not simply to dominate for the sake of it but to make him useful to me at the same time, so I decided to make and train him into a sex toy and maid. He was very keen but I doubt if he fully realised what I had planned for him. My objective was to totally subjugate, humiliate and mould him into absolute servitude to me, 24 hours a day.

All this happened several years ago, and although I had a difficult time at first, I am very proud to say that I have succeeded in breaking him into total submission.  Now I have a docile, attentive trim little male – or I should say maid – who through my guidance, serves my every whim.

With some help from my family and my friends I have turned my former ‘man of the house’ into an excellent facsimile of a female servant and now we are reaping the benefits of it.

FF. Does your maid wear a uniform?

MS.  I have Pansy wear her knee-length plain, cotton, maid’s dress when I send her shopping or on the bus to my sister’s house. At home I like to dress her in short little French maid’s outfits for housework or serving me and my family and friends. She looks so cute mincing around the house in her high heeled booties, showing off her knickers and stocking tops as she walks, while the plunging neckline shows just a little cleavage of her perfectly formed, tiny breasts. I am sure she would rather wear less revealing and more modest clothes but she knows I would never allow that. Her sweet feminine body is a perfect example of how a man can be transformed into a silly bimbo girl, and once they make the change, she-male maids are more docile and more obedient than real girls and easier to control. Pansy is just eight stone and weak as a kitten now, due mainly to her regular dose of female hormones and has become very insecure and emotional and cries a lot. Although I use pain, (or the fear of pain) to control her it is sometimes amusing to show Pansy a rare moment of kindness – the other side of the coin, so to speak. For example, only last week after she had given me a relaxing massage and a session of oral worship to my body, I took her by the shoulders and saying “Good girl” to her I gave my surprised maid a kiss on the cheek, then sent her back to her domestic duties with a light pat on the bottom. She seemed so happy, this simple act was like a dream to her but I brought her back to reality an hour later when, after needing to call her twice to mix me a drink, I had her touch her toes while I gave her six stinging strokes with the cane.

One other thing that I have recently introduced is to make her eat any the leftovers. I find that this is a constant reminder to her of her status in our relationship. In addition there is one important benefit. As she now does most of the cooking, she knows that it has to be right and any spoilt or unappetising food will have to be eaten in its entirety by her. So it is an incentive for her to do well.

FF. It sounds like she has quite a hard life.

MS. Generally speaking I think I treat her reasonably well, I can be hard on her of course and when necessary I am, but as long as she continues to please me, then I am satisfied. Sometimes I allow her to cook a little bit extra for herself; this becomes a treat for her especially if it is one of her favourite meals. Of course it may be cold after she has finished serving me, because I do not allow my maid to eat until I (or my guests) leave the table. That might be considered unfair, but that’s the way it is, I come first. That is power for you and I like it!

As a rule I leave her to her own means, since I have better things to do than to watch over her shoulder all the time. I have achieved what I set out to do, that is to create a personal servant for myself, and for anyone else I choose and, unless I feel like a bit of fun or have to punish her, then we lead our separate lives; mine as the Mistress, hers as the housemaid and sex toy.

FF. So, despite the hard work, do you think Pansy enjoys being your maid?

MS. Pansy knows that I keep him – or rather her, because that’s how I think of him now, I keep her for one purpose only, to serve me and my guests unquestionably in every way. Do you think my maid enjoys eating leftovers, often mixed with my spit or my pee? Do you think that Faggot enjoys wearing a painfully tight rubber corset and knee length rubber bloomers? Do you really think that she enjoys a thrashing at my whim? Or that she enjoys working as a maidservant from early morning until quite often late at night – just like the Victorian maids had to? Finally do you think that she enjoys scrubbing the garden path or patio just because she’s told to? I don’t think so. She knows that the role I have chosen for her and the jobs she’s given to do are unquestionable. Her needs and desires are of little concern to me although I have given in to her fetish for domination. Why not, since it fitted right in with my plans for her.

FF. Pansy must hate those leftovers but I suppose it keeps her slim.

MS. Controlling what she eats and drinks does allow me to make sure she keeps her girly figure, although of course the corset helps, but controlling the other end can be even more enjoyable.

FF. What do you mean?

MS. Let me give you an example. It was a Friday evening in December, I had been drinking and was in a good mood although rather bored. Roger, my lover at the time, was working and all I had to look forward to that weekend was the dinner and party I was giving the following evening. It promised to be a very enjoyable occasion, several intelligent and interesting people were coming and I had hired a caterer to come in to cook and prepare the meal. The scope of the menu was way beyond Faggot’s limited abilities but she was expected to wait at table, serve drinks and, of course, to see to the needs of my guests. I knew that Faggot was nervous about the whole thing for, apart from the importance of the occasion, she knew that I had invited a certain Mrs Rothmor and it transpired that, apart from being a long standing acquaintance of mine from our beauty contest and university days, she was also the office manager at a company that Faggot used to do business with, before he changed his ‘occupation’ and became my house-parlour maid. I could see that the thought of facing this formidable woman in his relatively new subservient role was filling him with extreme trepidation. I was looking forward to it since it would provide an opportunity to humiliate him in front of others, something I’ve come to enjoy as much as she has come to dread. So all in all it promised to be an interesting evening, but I’m sorry I am digressing.

Faggot is used to the taste of my pee and has even come to regard it as a great privilege to be allowed to drink it. I had planned ahead and kept two full bottles of my golden nectar as a treat for her. I summoned Faggot from the kitchen and, under my watchful eye; she drank both bottles, not daring to complain.

I must explain that Faggot`s chastity cage is so designed, that it pulls the penis back between the legs allowing the wearer to sit down to pee but unable to get an erection. Therefore there is no need for me to dance attendance on her when she needs to go. I consider three visits a day adequate for her needs, more than that could suggest she is deliberately shirking her work duties. Once her three visits are used up, she may ask permission to go again, and thereby hangs another rule. Questions may only be asked freely and openly on mornings at 12 mid-day, when I meet regularly with my maid to discuss housekeeping needs, menus, duties, problems and objectives for the week. Questions asked at any other time bring an automatic mandatory penalty of 5 cuts with the cane before I give an answer. I’ve found that my time is saved that way by eliminating stupid questions.

Cutting a long story short, I knew that the back-garden toilet had been used 3 times that day and I’d sneaked out and padlocked it. Soon, I heard the kitchen door go again and I knew that Faggot was trying for a fourth visit. I went out to the back garden and saw her staring with disbelief at the locked toilet. She saw me and immediately started to plead with me saying how badly she needed to go.

“You’ve already had your 3 visits for the day Pansy” I said condescendingly.

“Oh please Madam may I go again please.”

I could see that she was getting desperate. “That was a question dearie, and you know the rules,” I said sharply. She nodded dejectedly. I thoughtfully had brought along the cane so I instructed her to drop her knickers and to get her arse in the air. Very tremulously she did as she was told, and got into position. It was very cold that morning as I recall and I don’t suppose the cold wind on her already tender lower regions was that pleasurable. I raised her temperature a bit by applying the 5 strokes of the cane then told her to stand up, make herself presentable and to repeat the question.

She did as she was told, then curtseying sweetly she said “Oh please Madam may I use my toilet again.” I could see her face was tortured and her legs were beginning to buckle as she tried to hold it in.

“No” I said perfunctorily. “With my dinner party tonight you have a very busy time ahead of you and you’ve wasted enough of it already.” With that I walked inside and slammed the kitchen door. I was really enjoying this.

There were of course 3 other bathrooms upstairs, but I had knocked it into her long ago that these were places of reverence, where her superiors performed their most intimate functions and she was barely qualified to enter these rooms to clean them, let alone use them. Thus there wasn’t much of a choice left to her.

A further 5 minutes went by before I heard her go downstairs to her quarters in the basement and I discreetly followed a minute later. I was just in time to see her stepping out of her pale blue rubber knickers and I shouted to her from the top of the basement steps. She jerked up like a marionette on a string. I went down to her and there on the floor were the wet rubber pants. The inevitable had happened.

“What’s the meaning of this” I shouted.

She clasped her hands in front of her and sunk to her knees behind the pants. Her puppy like eyes looked at me pleadingly “Oh please Madam I didn’t mean to, you gave me so much of your pee,” she said sorrowfully.

“Is that a reason for you to go around pissing yourself?” I said. I was now beginning to warm to the situation. “Do you think I want a piss smelling servant around me and my guests” I barked.

I remember that she looked up at me and said pleadingly “I am very sorry Madam, I really couldn’t help it.” Her body slumped, her head dropped down onto her chest and her chin nestled in the frills of her bibbed apron top. I heard her mumble over and over again how sorry she was. For a moment I felt some compassion for her. I could see that she was truly sorry. She is naturally a neat, clean and tidy person and the humiliation of being unable to control her bodily functions for the first time in years was clearly having a traumatic effect on her. I grinned – this was all because of me.

FF. I can’t imagine how humiliated she must have felt. To think she was once a masculine, intelligent business man.

MS. I suppose over a period of time, the housework, menial chores, lack of exposure to the media, the absence of stimulating conversation and of course my own influence have all combined to dull her mind. Indeed if I released her back into the world as a man, the only job I would be confident of her holding down would be as a cleaner and only then under supervision. Anyway, with a sensuous dampness between my legs, and the warm surge of power and adrenalin in my veins I decided to twist the knife a bit deeper.

Walking round behind her I said “I am not at all pleased with you Pansy Faggot, today of all days with my dinner party this evening, you choose to behave like a baby. Maybe I should treat you as such and put you in nappies!” I smiled as I saw her shoulders heave. From past experience she knew that I do not make idle threats.

I was now in a position slightly behind her left shoulder and I looked down at the pathetic creature in pale blue and white kneeling miserably at my feet. Pressing my advantage home I continued in my authoritarian manner. “Pansy, I will not tolerate servants who cannot control themselves so maybe this will teach you to be more careful in future!” With that I reached down with one hand and grabbed her around the back of the neck. Then before she could resist I quickly forced her head down onto the soaked rubber pants and rubbed her face vigorously into the smelly mess. She uttered some unintelligible sounds and I heard her moan remorsefully. Without waiting to see the results of my actions, I turned and quickly headed back up the basement steps calling over my shoulder for her to get cleaned up and to report to my bedroom in half an hour. I intended to impress upon her the seriousness of her behaviour even though I knew that it was little old me who had led her down this path to shame and humiliation. But still, as I’ve always said, if you cannot amuse yourself and have fun with a servant, what’s the point?

Later on when she reported to my room, I noted that she had changed into her pink sissy maid’s outfit, trimmed with its white lace collar and cuffs. Over this she wore her obligatory frilly starched white apron and of course her frilly maids cap with its matching ribbons dangling prettily at the back of her head. I remember that again I secretly congratulated myself on my accomplishments with this little she-male.

After giving her another tongue lashing, I then applied 20 good stinging cuts of the cane to her arse and promised her double if it ever happened again. All this wasn’t necessary of course; in fact I think it was just my way of releasing tension before my party that evening. But I must say that it worked, for I felt really relaxed and happy that evening and I was especially proud of my maid as she worked and served. Everyone was very impressed by my trim attractive maid, especially Mrs Rothmor, who tormented the poor little slut remorselessly with the most humiliating questions and treated her with the utmost disdain. All in all the events of that evening in December really helped to make my Christmas.

FF. Pansy must hate it when you have visitors.

MS. Oh, she does. Submitting to others was never part of her fantasy but there is really nothing she can do about it. I insist that she answers the door to all callers whilst pinafored and, to add to her humiliation, I add pink rubber gloves, and a frilled mop cap to her ensemble. She has had many funny remarks made about her condition, the funniest being some years ago when she was asked if ‘the husband was in?’ Two corse, older teenage girls stood taking the mickey out of him for ten minutes, and prevented him from closing the door.

FF. I understand that your Mother also took a role in your maid’s training.

MS. Yes, as soon as I told her about our arrangement she had Pansy doing all the chores, and spared her no mercy, every task had to be done by her and to a ridiculous degree of perfection. She insisted that I do not touch the housework at all. Mother agreed with me that Pansy should have no sex life other than being allowed to masturbate once a month. She even supervised how many strokes it took to her bring herself off, and if she did not perform in the allotted number then it was a point for the forfeit book.

Her relief was controlled by the enforced wearing of a device purchased by my mother online. I have the only key and she was always re-fastened inside the device straight away after masturbation. Self-abuse, a problem with her once, was suddenly now impossible.

Pansy was constantly monitored, and my Mother undertook a lot of the responsibility for her continued training. She had to undergo a refresher course on washing and ironing, and for months was doing the washing etc. for my friends as well! For instance, she often did six hours solid ironing for one of my friends and then scrubbed two floors for another friend, TWICE! She was absolutely knackered when I dressed her for bed.

Both Mother and I still bind and cane her for the slightest infraction and most days she will get at least one session of 6 strokes. We also make sure there is a ‘reason’ to give her a severe, very tearful thrashing at least once a week.

My female acquaintances that are ‘in the know’ are very hard on Pansy and delight in making work for her, as they turn out their wardrobes. One of my friends has four daughters and she enjoys bringing along all their school blouses, dresses etc. for my sissy maid to do. The stupid sissy has seen enough of pleated skirts and frilled blouses, but we keep piling it on her. The ironing board is set up in the middle of the lounge, facing us, so we can supervise her as we watch T.V.

As mentioned earlier, we have the occasional ‘forfeit’ evening when the penalty points have gone over the top, and these are really opportunities to have a drink and a good laugh at Pansy Faggot’s expense.

Preparation for ‘forfeit evening’ is always done by Mother, and she takes Pansy off to her room for sometimes hours at a time. But, when she has finished with the silly slut she always looks especially pathetic. She is always dressed in her party frock, but mother often varies the under pinning and accessories.

Mother plasters Pansy’s face with cheap make-up, and be-decks her head in various wigs and ribbons before soaking her in the cheapest perfume. When all the guests have arrived she is made to come downstairs and stand behind the closed lounge door. She knocks and asks in her best ‘little girl’ voice to come in, and the reply is always ‘Yes, come in sissy’.

The girls are hardly able to wait to see what Mother’s done to her this time. The playacting then takes a different turn; as mother throws open the door and drags Pansy behind her. She is then pushed into the centre of the circle for inspection by all present.

The roars of laughter have to be heard to be appreciated, as they point and jeer at her. It always intrigues me how we girls can be so cruel when we have a male cornered. Mother has done her usual job and turned Pansy into a weeping ‘powder puff, this time preferring to put her in three extra petticoats, thus flouncing her tiered party frock out into a ludicrous knee length crinoline. A pretty fancy pinafore sits crazily over his frock, there are frills everywhere, on bending down frilly panties, along with an obvious nappy and plastic pants are exposed. When she tries to sit, petticoats cascade around her, reducing her to a truly penitent little girl. Her pinafore mocks her every attempt at control, huge frills at her puff sleeves set off her helplessness. Her hair is adorned with a ringlet wig and ribbons. She talks in a baby lisp, and walks most awkwardly. She is our own ‘Shirley Temple’ for the night, and we proceed to put her through her paces for several hours.

When she is finally allowed to crawl away she is truly repentant. I have known some of the girls actually reduced to tears of laughter as they make her ‘perform’, and some of the ideas they come up with are very bizarre. She obviously hates these evenings and works like a beaver to avoid forfeit points and the resultant punishment.

The following day is called ‘Mother’s day’ and my dear Mother has full control of Pansy, who is usually so humiliated from the night before that she has no trouble from her at all. She usually keeps her in her party frock as she makes her perform endless menial tasks for her. I can ensure you after several days in that dress she is glad to get back into her maid’s uniform.

FF. How often does poor Pansy have to suffer these occasions?

MS. On average I would say she experiences ‘total humiliation’ on forfeit nights about twice a month. Usually on ‘Mother’s day’ I see one of my lovers. The highlight of my evening is when I get home and I drag Pansy out from her cupboard under the stairs where Mother has confined her and tell her in fine detail of the sex I have just had with a real man. My slave maid stands pinafored before me and is allowed thank me for the reminder of what she will never ever deserve to have again. Mother always joins in, and is always telling her what a great ‘pansy’ she is, and how she has never seen her daughter looking more contented!

FF. You certainly know how to humiliate a guy.

MS. My methods are extreme but they work. Pansy knows who the boss is now and has done for some years, she wears petticoats to remind her of her position and to emphasise her punishment for failing me as a husband. I admit I get pleasure from seeing her put to work and rendered submissive, but I know she deserves all she is getting, and indeed what she is to get, as I have not finished with her yet. It is my intention to carry on with petticoat control for her life-time, I do not intend to ever let her adopt the role of a male again, I do not ever wish to return to the position of housewife and chattel; that is HER role!

My Mother and I intend to add to my maid’s wardrobe this summer with two new outfits, one designed on traditional ballet lines, i.e. a very fancy tu-tu in pink net and nylon, and a replica Alice in Wonderland style costume; both dresses to have full underpinnings and accessories. The dresses she wears now are still in very good condition, and bear testimony to my Mother’s dressmaking skills. As my Mother is only in her mid-fifties my maid can assume she has many more years in front of her dressed in her ‘frilly pretties’.

FF. So, between you and your mother, Pansy must be kept pretty busy.

MS. She is kept very busy, but both Mother and I love piling ever more work onto her, more boring drudgery, the more menial the better.

FF. Can you give me an example?

MS. Well, after Pansy’s first year in service I had the idea of hiring her out as a maid. I wanted her employer to know she was a male though, or at least had been in the past, so as to ramp up the awkwardness and humiliation for her. After a lot of thought I placed and advert in a prestige woman’s magazine advertising the services of a male char and began to receive some very interesting replies. Several were obviously totally useless, the replier not realising the meaning behind the advert; but two were indeed very interesting and requested the opportunity to interview ‘the char’. The advert had stated that Gloucestershire was preferred and fortunately both were within fairly easy driving distance.

So Pansy, Mother and I duly attended interview number one, to find a huge country house, with a long drive. The house was occupied by two sisters, Elizabeth and Julia, aged approximately 55-60. We were made welcome, and the ladies showed us around the many rooms and kitchens etc. It appeared that they could not get a regular domestic that was capable of doing the heavy menial work. There were acres of tiled floors to be scrubbed and a very large kitchen to be kept spotless. Pansy looked at the work involved with absolute horror. I could see her face go ashen when she saw the hall floor and staircases.

After a long conversation, Mother and I agreed that we would release Pansy for one full day each week. Hours to be 8.00 am – 9.00 pm. and that an hourly rate of £1.00 be paid directly to us. The ladies were overjoyed that at last they had a regular domestic for the heavier tasks. I did insist however, that as the pay was so low and that I was subsidising it to some degree that, to save on wear and tear on clothing, that Pansy be allowed to wear a uniform.

To my absolute amazement the ladies excitedly agreed saying that the advert for a ‘male char’ had attracted them in the first place and that they would insist on him being ‘put to the pinafore’. The elder sister then went out of the room returning some ten minutes later with some articles of clothing. Mother and I could hardly stop from laughing as she proudly held up two maids style pinafores and a nylon dress style overall. Elizabeth laughed as she said “These were good enough for the last domestic, they’re good enough for him”. She also had a grotesque rubber apron which could be used when floor scrubbing.

We told the ladies that Pansy had in fact got a full maids wardrobe at home and would love to wear her uniforms in such lavish surroundings. Pansy has been floor scrubbing at Chatham House Hose now for three months. She hates it! The ladies sometimes accompanied by Mother keep her hard at it. She wears the uniform provided and sometimes a Victorian parlour maid outfit. Her jobs are restricted to floor scrubbing, dish washing and kitchen cleaning. Sometimes the whole day is spent on ‘solid’ floor scrubbing for the full 13 hours. She uses only a small hand scrub brush, on hands and knees, her nylon overall covered by her horrible rubber pinafore so kindly lent by the ladies.

They constantly phone me saying how nice it is to see the large house looking it`s best again and how pleasant it is to see a so called man on his knees. The ladies are obviously man haters of long standing, never having married.

FF. Wow, thirteen hours a day and every week! So she spends the other six days serving your Mother and you?

MS. Actually, she has another job working for a lesbian couple who live in Cheltenham. Karen and Margret were the other couple who contacted me after I placed the add, and quite simply asked for his services. He cleans as a domestic there for one day a week. They are ex-army and very strict. The interview was very regimented and Pansy was enlisted in record time. It’s quite a laugh really as Pansy is paid £5 a week, but has to pay £6 for meals. So he does all that work and pays them a £1. His meal is a crust of bread and a glass of water. He does all their housework and I told them he is used to a short rein and uniforms. They have not disappointed me. He wears an Alexandra style uniform of striped shirt, skirt, frilled waist apron and cap. The girls have added some very frilly underpinnings, i.e. petticoat and basque which they say makes his day.

FF. So do you give her any chance to relax at all?

MS. Her predicament at home has not changed. She still works a long day on the chores, in full uniform. We have added to her wardrobe substantially. She now has her ballet tu-tu which is worn for deportment lessons, Mother has had her way, and on Saturdays and Sundays she is put in a frilly party frock, can-can petticoats and her hated nappy and plastic pants. Mother has a thing about forcing Pansy to return to dependence on others I suppose. She is fussed over a great deal when she is a ‘little girl’, Mother often stopping her housework to stand her on a chair and froth out her petticoats, or check her nappy, it’s hilarious to watch.

FF. It sounds like your Mother is very supportive of your marital arrangement.

MS. She’s been wonderful and so has my sister Nikki. Twice a week I send Pansy Faggot on the bus to my darling sister. When she goes out she changes from her ultra-short French maid’s dress to a knee length cotton outfit. When she found out how I’d enslaved my husband, my sister asked if she could borrow her every Wednesday and Friday, of course, I am happy to oblige. Nikki, who is divorced, is out at work on Wednesday and her daughter (my teenage, drop-dead gorgeous niece Unity) is at sixth form college, so Candy can get on with all of the housework. She will polish the whole house and vacuum the carpets, strip the beds and change their linen, wash down all the woodwork (doors, skirting boards etc.) clean the stove and microwave, scrub the kitchen floor and polish the bathroom and the toilets till they sparkle.

Nikki is a qualified beautician and masseur and runs a mobile service. She sometimes comes home between appointments for a shower and a bite to eat and to check up on our stupid maid’s progress. Although Nikki is a gentle and kind person, she will punish Pansy if she feels she is slacking, or for a lack of effort in her work. In the hall closet Nikki keeps a thin, crook handled cane and a strip of knotted, leather, horse harness. Poor Pansy often arrives home with a very sore, well striped bottom. On the other day at my sister’s house the maid must do all her family’s washing and ironing, and there’s always a huge pile of clothes to get through, along with cleaning and polishing all their shoes and boots. Unfortunately for Pansy, on that day, Unity is at home and will tease and mock my poor maid without mercy. Last weekend Unity’s bitch friend Emily was visiting and my beautiful niece found the cane and caned Pansy for their amusement – just for the fun of seeing her cry.

Once home again, Pansy changes back into her ultra-short maid’s dress to continue her never ending household duties. Due to a strict diet of scraps from our plates I keep Pansy at around eight stones and she can slip easily into a small size twelve dress. It was a recent decision to move onto the scraps only diet. The scraps are left in a plastic bowl under the sink with the cleaning products and dirty cloths and rags. Pansy gets to eat the cold scraps once we have gone to bed. Puddings scraps mixed in with savoury scraps. I am presented with the bowl after the last meal has been cleared away and, if she is lucky, I might add some of my spit or my golden nectar for her enjoyment. Of course I make sure that there is not too much food. I like my little she-male to be nice and skinny. With her long blonde hair, pretty face and firm little breasts, Pansy minces around the house in her high heels, swaying her hips and giving sexy glimpses of her panties and stocking tops whenever she moves.

FF. Your niece sounds like she’s really taken to her former uncle – now sissy maid.

MS. Oh yes, she’s quite the little bitch to Pansy now. It was her who suggested that Nicky should write out a report of Pansy’s work to be brought to me in a sealed envelope. Would you like to hear about that?

FF. Very much so!

MS. Well, the first time I put it into practice Pansy returned home about 6.30 walking the three miles from my sister’s house in her high heels, a plastic mac over her short dress. Apparently Nikki had confiscated her bus fare. Although her work is of a very high standard I was certain Nikki must have found something to fault her on, and sure enough, on reading her report card, it seemed our slave had made a poor job of ironing my niece’s blouse and Nikki felt obliged to mention the fact. Now, after removing her coat and handing me the report card with a curtsy, Pansy nervously awaited my response. “Did you have anything to eat or drink at Nikki’s?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress” Candy replied. “Miss Unity gave me part of a sandwich she chewed and spat out and a glass of dish water”.

Clearly my niece Unity had been amusing herself at my slave’s expense again. “It seems from this report slut that you can’t even iron a blouse properly. If you’re so inadequate maybe we should get rid of you and get ourselves a little girl”. Pansy who had been looking down, her blue eyes lowered in my presence trembled in fear, making the bells on her slave collar jingle. She was well aware of my threat that one day we would replace her with a younger boy or girl and she would be dumped penniless and homeless on the streets with no family or friends to run to. No wonder she was scared.

“If we do get another maid I suppose we could always put you on the game, hire you out down at the local gay bar”. I said this to humiliate her but it struck me as not a bad idea and something to be mused over. One of my boyfriends, Royston and I visited this club regularly and had many friends amongst its gay clientele. Hookers and rent boys plied their trade there and in the back room young boys and girls were bought and sold or auctioned off. It was a great place to spend an evening.

“Go into the lounge and beg Royston to put you over his knee and spank you for being an inadequate, lazy bitch, and thank your lucky stars I’m tired and don’t take my crop to you”. Pansy looked dejected and close to tears.

“Yes Mistress” she said and with a little curtsy hurried to obey.

When I eventually followed her to the lounge Pansy was stood in the comer, facing the wall, her hands on her head and her knickers round her ankles. Her bottom was a nice scarlet colour, “I hope you’re not planning to stand around all evening slut?” I asked. “There’s plenty of work for you to do. I’ll be checking up on what you’ve done before I got to bed tonight so get cracking”. The poor dear pulled up her panties over her well spanked bottom, straightened her dress and apron and hurried for the kitchen, but luckily for her she stopped and remembered to curtsy to Royston and me before leaving the room.

I lay down on the couch with my head in Royston’s lap and he gently caressed and stroked my face and long hair. With my boyfriend being at work most of the day the thought of being a dutiful housewife is not for me which is why I have Pansy. Both Royston and I can relax and enjoy our time together knowing the housework and other mundane chores are being done to near perfection by our sissy male maid whose fear of punishment and pain really keeps her on her toes. There is absolutely nothing better than a good beating now and again to motivate a slave.

I normally only cane Pansy for her faults such as poor work or slovenly appearance and, due to my extensive training; I seldom need to apply the cane to her soft feminine body more than once or twice a week. Any minor faults might require on the spot punishment and I will slap her face or the backs of her legs. On the positive side Pansy is fed, clothed and given a reason to exist; to serve her Mistress and make my life easier and more pleasurable. She has a roof over her head for as long as I keep her as our domestic slave maid. Pansy is fully cross dressed now, in full nylon overall, frilly tabard, stockings, sussie belt, and nylon slip. She is never out of rubber gloves and wears a plastic see through protect-all pinny over her uniform, the frilly tabard showing through sweetly. She gets very hot in this clothing and has lost over a stone in weight since starting her hell shifts.

FF. After all the hours of hard work I don’t suppose your poor maid has any energy left to complain. Then being exposed to so many other ladies; women of all ages; must be dreadfully humiliating.

MS. I suppose so, but I enjoy it and that’s all that matters to me and, if I remember her initial pleadings when I agreed to embark on this lifestyle correctly, it should be all that matters to Pansy too.

FF. So, with the help of your Mother, your sister Nikki, and her daughter Unity, you’ve managed to completely subjugate your former husband and made him your devoted slave.

MS. Of course, but don’t forget Pansy’s kind employers, the sisters Elizabeth and Julia and the ex-military couple Karen and Margaret. They play a big part too, in fact, let me tell you about the first time I invited them round to witness one of Mother’s humiliation nights. They had all been pestering me and I finally relented as I did not wish for Pansy to lose her new jobs. Mother adopted her usual role as dance mistress and the effeminate sissy Pansy had the role of dancer. She was forcibly cross dressed in the frilliest sissy party frock, deliciously short, a smock style with all the fullness coming from under her armpits, the bodice bedecked in lace frills and shoulder flounces, a sash around her waist, full gathered ruched ra-ra skirt held out over masses of frothy girlish can-can petticoats over lace trimmed flouncy girls knee length knickers. She had a long blonde wig held up in ribbon trimmed bunches jammed over her own perm, white ankle socks and ballet pumps on her feet.

Mother, when ready put a record on the stereo and Pansy proceeded to entertain; dancing to the music in a very bemused fashion. The audience sat sipping endless G & T’s roaring with laughter at her hopeless petti coated condition. What a super way to treat the so called male. Mother never fails to break her, bringing the little slut to tears usually within a few moments of beginning her treatment. Her ball breaking favourite is to make Pansy go around to each lady in turn, stand before them and perform the most humble and elaborate curtsey. The lady is asked if she is satisfied with the maid’s efforts, which she never is of course, and the fool is made to bob up and down until she is perfectly happy and then it’s on to the next lady. Off she goes again bob, bob, until they’re happy. Some ladies insist on her curtseying in a very girlish manner, holding her petties up and showing frilly panties. Others insist on a very starchy submissive curtsey. Elizabeth was of the latter ilk, preferring the sissy to curtsey before her in a very submissive manner. She gave Pansy Faggot a very hard time, giving her some fifty or so before being satisfied that she had learnt her lesson. She also gave Pansy a hard time verbally, scolding her very cruelly saying she was fortunate to be petti coated by such caring women and that there was no escape from her frilly hell; which is quite right of course. After her dance class, we had the sissy faggot running about serving us, clearing away, washing up etc. And then she was brought in to be put into her hated nappies and plastic baby bloomers.

Lying on his changing mat, Mother drew off her girl’s knickers and, pushing her petticoats to one side, used a key to unlock Pansy’s stainless steel chastity cage. Her private parts were lathered up and the razor stropped. Mother expertly shaved the already stubbly area in a jiff, reducing Pansy to the plucked chicken look that always gives the girls a good laugh. There was no chance of Pansy getting a hard on under the influence of Mother’s rough handling as the big baby was too embarrassed and too busy thinking about what she knew was coming next. Pansy looked to me with pleading eyes but I just smiled in cruel satisfaction as Mother proceeded to liberally smear her little bits in a heat inducing rub, her tiny knob and helmet getting a good seeing to before the cage was refitted and locked securely. As the rub burned into her privates Pansy went bright red and gurgled and dribbled with the sheer pain of it. She tried to act in a manly way, what a joke, but had to let go, gurgling away. The dummy teat is put in place and tied off behind her head, preventing removal. Baby is then lifted into her starched terry nappies, pinned in and two pairs of plastic pants are pulled over them.

Now bedecked in her nappies, party frock and patties she is made to climb into our adapted baby high chair, the fool is restrained with leg cuffs going around her ankles, arms being handcuffed behind her back. In this humiliating position she was pushed in front of my huge dining room mirror and left for two hours to look at herself. The night finished with the forfeit raffle. My guests chose a ticket, the winner getting to dish out the final humiliation before we all retire. This particular night Margaret won the privilege. Pansy was pulled to the centre of the room and Margaret told her the good news. Now I know Pansy particularly hates Maggie as she is very hard on her when putting her to work. Her head dropped onto her frilly chest, as Maggie announced that the sissy baby was to coo for us. If she did not coo in typical baby fashion to our total satisfaction she would be fed and she knew what that meant. As Margaret slipped her hand up his nappy leg under his plastic bloomers Pansy was encouraged to lisp and coo as she masturbated his red enflamed penis. As she teased Pansy cooed and did her utmost to act as a baby, she looked a total prat as we laughed and pointed at her. The frustration was completely overwhelming for the red-faced baby girl as Margaret’s fingers teased her little penis to what Pansy knew was a pointless erection.

I knew of course that Maggie would not spare even Pansy’s best efforts at baby mimicking, and I was right. After about an hour of teasing the pathetic sissy she called Mother to get baby’s tea ready. Pansy shook her head in bemusement. Tears filled her eyes, she knew what was coming and sure enough, Mother came into the room with a tin of cold baby food, her feeding bowl and a pretty pinny for Margaret. As Margaret donned her pinny, to prevent any soiling of her clothes, I tied a frilly baby bib around Pansy’s neck. Pansy tried to plead for forgiveness, her dummy tightly preventing any talk. Maggie opened the jar shovelling the disgusting mix of pureed vegetables into her dish. Then, teasing her she eventually removed Pansy’s teat and she was made to ask each lady if they had really enjoyed humiliating her? They all agreed that they had, and that now it was time for tea.

Maggie gave Pansy a stinging slap across the face, telling her what a big baby faggot she was and that she deserved to be treated as one. At this she scooped up a big spoonful of baby food, holding Pansy’s nose until his mouth eventually opened for air. At this she took the spoon and very cruelly forced the spoonful down into the back of the sissy’s throat. Pansy had to take it and, with a look of shame and indignation, swallowed it into her gut. The same procedure was repeated, Margaret giving her the whole jar over a period of two hours. Unlike me she likes Pansy to savour every mouthful. We all had a truly great night. The ladies were all well entertained and have hinted that they would like to come again.

FF. It sounds like Pansy Faggot’s fate is sealed.

MS. Her sleep pattern is now down to five or six hours a night and, on party nights that is spent in baby wear, nappies and a fully fitted adult cot. She is now undergoing a very strict regime of work, work, work, punishment, work and this last six months we have really pulled her up straight. She asked for a life of servitude to me and that’s exactly what she’s getting. I’ve made it very clear to her that, when I offer her services to someone else, then that is the same as her serving me. I’m sure she doesn’t quite feel the same way but that’s her problem. She wanted me to own her, to dispose of her as I see fit and that’s exactly what I’m doing.

Pansy is put to it at the double all day, Mother, Nikki, Elizabeth, Julia, Karen, Margaret and I shout at her and scold her from morning till night, she is never left alone, someone is behind her the whole time and I must say this regimentation has certainly had a great effect on her. She shakes with fear and is totally frightened of dropping a clanger. Karen was not happy with her cleaning duties a couple of weeks ago, finding she had scrimped cleaning the kitchen floor. She gave her a terrible rollicking, beat the palms of her hands with a bamboo rod until they were swollen and then made her do everything again, using a tooth brush! Pansy was on her knees for six hours before Karen was happy. She will NOT scrimp again. To make the ordeal worse, she made her wear an evil smelling rubber full length pinafore over her uniform, so as she cleaned, she smelled that as well. She has been told that she can wear it again if she makes more slovenly attempts at her cleaning duties. Karen’s RAF training is certainly having a great effect on the poor dear. It was her idea to shave poor Pansy’s hair.

FF. What, as if she was an army or RAF recruit?

MS. Worse than that I’m afraid. I decided some weeks ago and, whilst she was having his usual perm at the salon, I asked Sheila to overdo her perm. She duly sat in her usual window seat, prettily covered in a flowery nylon smock, and Sheila attended to her, however she put extra strong perm on with obvious results. When the rollers came out it was as if Pansy had stuck her fingers in a 240 volt socket, her hair was a complete farce, totally ruined, burnt and frizzed beyond description, just as Sheila had intended. We all took the piss most cruelly and let her wear this disaster for a week or so. I eventually broke the news that I was tired of her new look and that at her next correction night she could expect to be shaved. She sobbed and sobbed at the thought of being an enforced baldy. Her pleadings got so out of hand that Mother finally shut her up by putting her in her scolds bridle for twenty four hours. It was with a vicious smile on her face that she snapped the padlock shut on this fearsome contraption and adjusted the agony pear to force Pansy’s tongue down and mouth open. Pansy remained in this hideous contraption in complete agony for a full twenty four hours; that duly stopped the blubbing at the thought of losing her crowning glory. We seldom use this device, leaving it for special occasions. A baby’s dummy is usually used, and humiliates her greatly and, when tied in place, does the trick; she dare not remove, touch or drop it; it’s instant punishment if she should. She opens up, it’s popped in, tied in place and she knows that she now has no right to even grunt let alone speak. She looks a complete prat, dressed in her frills and flounces, with a pretty pink dummy in her dribbling gob.

FF. So who did the shaving?

MS. The night of head shave was looked forward to by me and everyone else. Mother decided that the stupid sissy should be dressed in her frillies, party frock and petties and placed in a pillory that we found online and purchased for the odd special night. She was already locked in, dressed and ready as the guests arrived; the pillory was placed in the centre of the room. Pansy was held by neck and wrists, looking a total idiot, her best pink party frock held out over masses of can can petties, head through the centre hole, looking a perfect target for some girly fun and games. I will not go into detail about some of the more bizarre things we did to her that night, as you would not print them I am sure. She was laughed at and abused all night, the raffle winner having the final privilege of razoring off her hair. To my total satisfaction, Nikki, my lovely sister won the honour. She clearly relished the job and, as Pansy hung there in the pillory, she stropped the razor and carefully went to work, reducing our maid to a reluctant slap head in approximately twenty minutes. We all gathered around and jeered at her as her long hair fell to the floor. We continued to mock her as we all took turns to polish her pink slap head, eventually unlocking her to take up her position as dance puppet for the rest of the night.

We made her dance, holding her petties up and acting the girlie as her new slap head shone under the lounge lights. We had great fun with the prat, making her clear away the plastic sheeting put down for her shaving, wait upon us and generally hoop jump for us, as we wet ourselves laughing at her. The final indignity before her enforced bedtime was to kneel before us, each in turn, as we tried different wigs on her, scolding her for crying and giving her a stinging slap across the face so that she had something to cry for. Then it was bed time, she was stripped off, frillies being put away neatly, before being made to step into her baby doll nightie. This was tied into place, and she was laid on her changing mat for the on putting of her happy nappy, as she is made to refer to it. Julia stepped forward and with the skill of age soon had our Pansy trussed up in her snowy white nappies, her shaven parts safely out of harm’s way. As she lay there, Julia rustled two pairs of plastic pants in her face and poor Pansy cringed at the shaming thought of going into rubbers, but there was no turning back as this stern older lady hoisted over Pansy’s spread-eagled legs, and making her stand up, pulled them up tight into her crutch. As we all watched Julia’s expert hands eased the pliant plastic tight into Pansy’s thighs, preventing leaks and she made sure all the nappy was inside the pants. With a smirk on her face she flounced Pansy’s baby doll over the nappy, the dress hardly covering the shame of her crinkly waterproof pants.  Julia had put the sissy baby in her special nappy; concentrating all the fullness between her crutch and up her arse, making her walk splay legged, and giving her the typical all nappy look in the rear quarters. She was made to ask for her dummy teat, which was duly tied in place, a pair of frilly tennis knickers were hoisted over her nappy to give a party look, a frilly satin bib was then tied around her neck and, to complete baby look, a pretty bonnet was jammed on her bald head. Pansy was led to her room and made to climb aboard her cot. This is an old invalid bed with sides found in a skip, to which we have added a wire lid, which can be locked down upon the sides once she is safely in.

Pansy was made to lie on her plastic mattress, covered in a red rubber sheet; her ankles were spread-eagled and padlocked to the bottom posts of his cot, wrists manacled to the headboard. She could not turn over or wriggle when in this position and so just had to lie there, her baby dolls pulled back to show her frilly pants. In this very humiliating position, she was allowed to listen to a loop of tape played on a cheap player, the tape outlined her position in soft mocking tones, describing in detail what we intend to use her for and gives vivid details of her pretty dresses etc. Every now and then a nursery rhyme interjected, perhaps Jack and Jill, Bo Peep or something equally childish. This tape played softly all night for the poor baby so she subconsciously heard it whilst sleeping, being slowly brain washed into a state of childhood. Her stomach was, by this time, full of two or three baby bottles of sickening milk and a bowl or two of rusks and fruit puree. She found her cot very uncomfortable, no pillow was allowed and the rubber sheet made her sweat up a treat. Her bottom was sore with heat inducing cream and all was well in the world. The fool had to let go by the morning and her wet nappy was taken off with a scolding and her wet plastic bloomers were stuffed into her mouth as we dressed her for her day’s menial work. Eventually, with a ringing scolding still fresh in her ears, the big bed wetter was put to work as the pathetic sissy maid she is.

FF. And presumably all Pansy had to look forward to was another day of gruelling housework.

MS. That’s right. Another day of interminable housework is all she ever has to look forward to; seven days a week for fifty two weeks a year. I promise you we allow no let up. Karen and Margaret’s regimentation and services background has certainly added an edge to our system. Some people may think we have taken the art of dominance to a fine degree of competence, so be it. My lush of a so called husband used to spend all day fantasising about becoming my sissy maid. Now her time is put to much better use. OK, so she is treated like dirt, so what, she is living her dream. Without doubt, I did not think I would still be dominating her in this way after all this time, but over the years I have become dependent on her doing the domestic work. She is the perfect maid, freeing her Mistress to enjoy the finer things in life; so why change?

FF. But it’s not just the convenience of being waited on hand and foot is it?

MS. No, of course not. I enjoy humiliating her. It actually gives me an enormous thrill to see her petti coated and submissive before me. Sometimes I think I might actually orgasm just from looking at her. Without doubt the enforced abstinence along with those petticoats have been the prime mover in bringing her under my complete control. She offers no resistance now, meekly allowing the dresses and petties to be shamefully applied. They are however still controlling her, her manhood is still challenged by the wearing of them, especially in front of the other ladies. As we approach middle age, I am sure that I intend to keep her so dressed as she grows older. In fact, if anything, I feel her dresses will become frillier as she gets older. Maid’s wear and the little girl look of frilly party dresses are my favourites. My guests are also partial to her party look, loving her growing selection of dresses and making her don masses of petties under them. They never tire of turning her into a lisping simpering girlie.

During a recent humiliation night it was mentioned that, as a fitting symbol of her servitude and submissive role in our lives, Pansy be marked with various submissive tattoos and piercings. I found the idea totally mind blowing and cannot understand why I had never thought of it myself. Well, we took the advice of Vicky, a friend of Karen and Margaret who happens to be a professional tattoo artist and licenced piercer, and she has drawn up a full portfolio of ideas for Pansy.   In approximately four weeks’ time she will suffer the humiliating fitting of a “Prince Albert” and a ‘‘Frenum’’which will allow me to further secure her worthless little clit inside its chastity cage. Then Vicky is going to tattoo Pansy with the figure of a party frocked little girl and the words MY NAME IS PANSY, I AM A SISSY around her lower belly. I have never seen her so fearful at the thought of her humiliation. She is on bended knee pleading for us to change our minds, but no! She must be done! Her betters have decided and her concerns are of no consequence. I haven’t told Pansy yet, but Elizabeth has suggested a large ring be pierced through her nose too. She’s even offered to pay for it. She is such a generous and kind soul.

FF. You mentioned earlier that your niece, Unity, has taken a liking to Pansy and is enjoying learning from her mother and yourself how sissy males should be treated. It must be especially humiliating for Pansy to be ill-treated by a young lady who he must have expected to look up to him in his former life.

MS. Oh, she’s become quite the little dominatrix I can tell you. She asked me one day why I didn’t economize on toilet cleaner and floor polish by having Pansy lick clean the toilets, baths, floors, doorsteps, patios etc. and, while I don’t disapprove (she is my property, after all), I had to explain that I like to keep Pansy’s mouth and tongue fresh and clean for those more intimate duties required of her. It is because of this I didn’t fully approve of a spiteful little game my niece had devised to amuse herself. Unity has grown into a fine young lady and has high hopes of going into modelling and becoming the next Naomi Cambell. One morning I had sent Pansy on the bus to my sister’s to clean for her and, after going around the clothes’ shops and boutiques in town, I decided to have tea with my sister Nikki and collect my maid as she had a lot of chores to do for me that evening.

After a hard day’s work for my sister and her daughter, Pansy normally gets the bus or, if Nicky has been in an especially cruel mood, walks home. She presents her report card to me and is punished for any complaints it contains. Then she changes from her plain outfit into a short maid’s dress, before continuing with the never-ending housework, working her little butt off while my boyfriend and I relax in front of the television, or watch a sexy video, getting us really turned on and ready for bed (and not to sleep).

The sight that filled my eyes when I entered the back door of my sister’s house made me burst out laughing. Pansy was kneeling on the kitchen floor, naked except for her maid’s cap, stiletto booties and her jewellery – large hooped ear rings, her silver belled collar and steel penis cage. She had her head down and her bottom high in the air. Tears were dripping from her cheeks, as she busily licked a pair of my niece’s trainers while Unity stood behind her, flexing a thin cane. Pansy had several bright red weals on her bottom that weren’t there that morning.   Unity looked absolutely drop-dead gorgeous in her tight jeans and sleeveless blouse, her long auburn hair framing her pretty face and flawless skin.

“What’s the stupid bitch done now?” I asked. Unity gave me a mischievous smile.

“Oh Auntie Pam, she’s useless, I asked her nicely to clean my shoes and she made such a bad job of them I’m making her lick them clean. I hope you don’t mind?” I looked at the shoes which seemed to have been polished to perfection.

“Of course, I don’t mind honey, she must leam to do as she’s told.” Emily brought the cane down across Candy’s bottom with a loud crack.

“Lick harder you lazy slut,” Unity said, then added with a little giggle “and don’t forget to lick the soles slut, I took a short cut across the park today and I think they’re muddy.” Crack, Unity brought the cane down again and my tearful maid howled and licked the shoes for all her miserable life was worth. I wondered if Unity really knew the pain she was inflicting on my poor slave maid, probably not and most certainly she didn’t care either. I was sure six of the best with the cane on Unity’s soft bottom would show her just how painful and effective a good caning is, but, of course, that will never happen.

After tea with Nikki and her Unity (served by a pathetically tearful maid), I drove Pansy (dressed once more in her cotton uniform) home with me. How she loves travelling in my warm, comfortable B.M.W. instead of on the bus, in full view of the public. The first thing I had her do when we got home was to brush her teeth and rinse her mouth out with anti-septic mouth wash. Then she changed from her cotton dress to an ultra-short uniform and returned to her never-ending domestic duties.

FF. So Pansy must be completely terrified of Unity now!

MS. And with good reason! The little minx loves tormenting my poor slave for her amusement. Being at the mercy of a pretty but spiteful teenage girl must be very frightening. No task is too menial or degrading for Pansy to perform. The other Sunday, Unity had popped around for a visit and we sat in the sitting room for a couple of hours, chatting and leafing through magazines. The whole time, Pansy had been meticulously cleaning all the windows and mirrors in the large room. This is an especially onerous task for her as she knows from experience that just one small smear will result in a very harsh caning. And it is clearly very hard to eradicate all smears. Unity had paid Pansy almost no attention apart from barking orders for soft drinks or the like. So when she stood to leave I think poor Pansy Faggot thought she had got away lightly from a visit from the teenaged tormentress. However, Unity instructed the maid to get her a jar of Vaseline which Pansy quickly did.

Unity then dipped her fingers into the pot and walked around the room, casually running a smear of petroleum jelly across every window and mirror. She and I then walked from the room leaving an almost tearful Pansy to begin the glass cleaning all over again. As we walked from the room, my sadistic niece spoke to me in a loud voice. ‘‘You will cane the little bitch hard if the glass isn’t smear free in double-quick time, won’t you aunty?‘’ I smiled and agreed I would.

I did give Pansy a hard caning for taking too long (although she could not have done it any quicker), which had her crying and crying. I did not want to think of my lovely niece being disappointed when I reported back to her or to undermine her authority over my hapless maid.

FF. I believe you’ve recently been away on family business. Was Pansy happy to see you when you get home from your trip?

MS. The poor dear is always very glad to see me after I returned from one of my trips, especially when I’ve left her in the charge of Roger, one of my boyfriends, who delights in using her as a sexual stand in for me. It’s only fair really I suppose. He’s a strapping virile male with a sexual appetite to match and, if I can’t be there to take care of him, it’s only fitting that my maid should carry out those duties to the best of her ability.

FF. So your boyfriend is bisexual?

MS. Not really, he feels no attraction at all for real men, just girly sissies like Pansy Faggot. And since, despite her desires to be my sissy maid, Pansy has absolutely no homosexual tendencies at all, being used by one of my lovers is extremely degrading and thoroughly humiliating for her.

FF. No wonder she’s always happy to see you then!

MS. Yes and although such happiness in a servant is pleasing it’s also a little unnatural so I always make sure to let her know in no uncertain terms that her mistress is indeed back in town.

FF. You find happiness in your maid unnatural?

MS. A little yes; I want her to fear me, to be caught between a desperate longing for my attention and an absolute dread for what form that attention may take.

FF. I see. So can you tell us what sort of thing you have done previously on your return home?

MS. Well, on one occasion Roger had devised a new game while I was away and we put it into operation together on my first day back. There is a swing in my back-garden, which is set into the patio. It was left by the previous owner but now, thanks to Roger, it has a use again. The game entails us throwing bad eggs, rotten tomatoes, wet sponges, tea bags, whatever, at Faggot as she swings helplessly on the swing. We have a scoring system; 10 points for a hit on the face, 5 for a breast, and 1 point anywhere else. For this game Faggot is obliged to dress in an old shower curtain which I have modified into a type of slip on plastic tabard or cover all; it is knee length and fits loosely over her rubber bra and pants. Over this she wears a rubber or plastic apron. (She must wear an apron at all times when with me – it’s a symbol of her status). Finally a plastic shower cap is worn on her head. She looks quite sweet in this outfit, particularly as all garments contain yellow and they blend together very nicely. Her arms are secured around behind the vertical chains of the swing and wrist cuffs secure them behind her back. They are then joined to the ankle cuffs on the legs which have been brought back under the seat. Thus secured she is unable to control the swing or get off. The first time we played the game it rained half way through and we had to run inside to avoid getting soaked. I didn’t think it was worth unlocking Pansy Faggot since we planned to continue the game after the shower. So we watched amused through the French windows as Faggot continued to swing helplessly in the rain. It didn’t do her any harm, since she was wearing her ‘waterproofs’, but I do think it dampened her spirit. By the time we finished the game, Faggot and the patio were a mess of eggs, tomatoes and spent sponges. Roger won as usual scoring 95 points, including 4 direct facial hits with the eggs and I with a large tomato. Before releasing the thoroughly deflated little slave we turned the garden hose on her to wash her off, then after unlocking her from her bonds, we went inside leaving her to clear up the rest of the mess.

FF. Sounds like fun, for you and Roger anyway.

MS. We played the game again during the winter when we got a heavy snowfall, using snowballs instead of eggs and tomatoes etc. Faggot was dressed in the same outfit except that Roger had brought along one of his old sweaters and a pair of bib and brace overalls which were too big but never-the-less Faggot wore underneath her shower top for warmth. We had fun throwing snowballs at our maid as she swung to and fro. Roger actually scored 160 points that day which was very good. However I did get a bit worried about Faggot more than once, when her head snapped back like a puppet after being hit square in the face by Roger’s ‘specials’ – but she came through O.K. Afterwards my hands were red and cold and they started to sting when we came back into the warmth, so you can imagine how poor Faggot’s face and hands must have felt. I gave her 1/2 hour to thaw out and then to change into her uniform to serve us high tea. We both laughed an hour later when Faggot brought in the tea things. Although she was nicely made up, her face was like a beetroot and it must have been burning. Roger complimented her on her healthy appearance and stated that the fresh air seemed good for her and he would see to it that she got out more often. He then dismissed her adding that he wanted a clean white shirt ironed ready for that night. I smiled as she gathered up her skirts, said ‘’yes sir’’ very politely then gave a dainty but respectful curtsey to him. She turned quickly and tottered away, the white bow of her apron bobbed saucily up and down and the frills on her shoulder straps fluttered busily as she walked mincingly back to the kitchen. I remember that Roger and I both congratulated each other on a very enjoyable day.

FF. Do you always pick boyfriends who are cruel to your maid?

MS. I don’t choose them on that basis, but it’s always a bonus when they turn out to enjoy tormenting my sissy maid as much as I do. Some of my previous lovers have simply ignored Pansy, others show their disgust for her quite clearly but don’t act on it. A few though, like Roger, really take to the role of Master. Royston was another guy who delighted in lording it over my helpless slave. I remember one evening, it had been a heavy day of lovemaking and I was totally spent, Royston having thoroughly made up for the week since I’d last seen him. He had bought both Pansy and myself a gift each. For me it was a beautiful gold bracelet from Tiffany’s and a less expensive but novel toy for my maid. It was a simple, round, silver collar, no thicker than a pencil. Once fitted around her neck it had a self-locking catch and could no longer be removed. Hanging from the collar were two small silver bells which made a pretty, delicate little sound as she moved.

I immediately made Pansy perform cunnilingus on me and the bells tinkled amusingly as she struggled to bring me to an orgasm. Oral sex has always been my favourite form of pleasure, having been introduced to it by my husband early on in our courtship. Watching my little slave’s bottom wriggle as she sucked on my clitoris I felt that warm sensation that precedes a climax. I had been well fucked by Royston and Pansy drank in the cocktail of pussy juice, semen and sweat as I came in her mouth. Now, as I relaxed in the lounge with Royston, Pansy was in the kitchen doing a pile of ironing. It struck me how the circumstances of oral sex from my ‘husband’ have changed; so much for the better for me, while so much worse for her (the thought of which actually fuels my enjoyment and makes me cum even harder on her tongue than I ever used to).

As I drifted back from my reverie I clapped my hands, summoning her to me. She entered the room, curtsied and stood before us in her little French maid’s outfit. I stood up and walked behind her, taller than her even in her high heels. She trembled visibly and when I touched her bottom, I felt a shiver run down her spine.

“How’s she behaved in my absence?” Royston asked.

“Her usual bone idle self I replied, I had to use my crop on her several times”. I smiled as I remembered all her sobbing and pleading with me. Suddenly without warning I crashed my fist into the small of Candy’s back causing her to lurch forward and crumple on her knees in front of Royston. She knew what was required of her and Royston smiled at me as Pansy’s head began to bob up and down in her Master’s lap and with that I retired for the night. Twenty minutes later Royston joined me and I curled up in his arms to sleep. The time was 12 o’clock midnight. Pansy had to finish the ironing, wash our supper dishes and then clean the kitchen ready for breakfast. She could then wash her little body in the tin bath in the scullery before putting on her pink girlie pyjamas and crawling into her sleeping bag in the corner of the kitchen floor. The next day after she had cooked and cleared away our breakfast things and made our bed I let her have a cold bowl of cereal mixed with water. Pansy’s food is mostly bland and plain. It has to be earned by hard work and it is not unknown for her to go the whole day without anything to eat while I supervise a sumptuous meal for Royston and myself and have Pansy serving and waiting on us. Now and then we treat her to tasty pieces of leftovers as I like to keep her taste buds active.

Her kitchen floor ‘bedroom’ was a temporary measure just until the basement was ready. The plan was for her to sleep down there where she could be close to her laundry work and out of my way when I require some alone time with my current lover.

FF. It’s nice that poor Pansy Faggot can still look forward to being involved in her Mistress’s love life, even if in a very lowly capacity.

MS. Well I suppose I have to let her have something to look forward to. Quite recently I have discovered an exquisite way of making use of my maid’s tongue other than cunnilingus. After making love with my boyfriend I sometimes like to lie naked on the bed and have Pansy lick me clean and remove any sweat that might have formed on my body from my exertions. She must remember it is an occasional treat to be allowed to lick my armpits, belly button and back of my neck and especially my shapely bottom, pushing her tongue between the cheeks, along the crack and into my most intimate areas. It is a lovely, pleasant feeling and I can recommend it to any dominant (or passive) lady.

FF. It must be torturous for poor Pansy, sexually denied and frustrated as she must be, being so close to you, so intimate and yet being unable to do anything to gain the slightest relief for herself! Do you ever allow her any time out of her chastity cage?

MS. She is in her triple-locked chastity cage every hour of every day except when it is removed because I wish to humiliate or tease her, or when I have her wash and shave herself if Mother hasn’t done it. Of course it is CRITICAL during cleaning that Pansy remembers these are not opportunities for her to get hard. She has to feel my regime is 24/7/365 and that there are absolutely ZERO moments of freedom. She does not own the worthless excuse for a cock between her legs; I do!

I either sit and read a book in the bathroom while she performs her hygiene requirements, or I set up the baby monitor in the bathroom and relax elsewhere in the house with the monitor screen and she knows she is, or knows she might be, being monitored. Should she get an erection of any sort, in either scenario, she is punished severely.

If I’m feeling especially sadistic I give her the special treatment. I sit her in an empty bath with her ankles secured together with a braided pet collar and her wrists secured to the D-ring on the front of the rubber collar around her neck with another braided pet collar. I can well recall the last time I had her so bound. I was in my everyday casual but sophisticated and sexy attire and she began to whine and plead and looked so upset when I had finished binding her.

‘It’s no good whining like a little bitch is it? It’s going to happen because it amuses me I’m afraid. And we do need to keep your little birth defect nice and clean don’t we. But we don’t need it getting all hard do we! Like, no doubt, it used to every single time you washed it before I took control of it.’ He stopped his pointless noise but looked at me with sad, pleading eyes. Just that look wakens my cunt. I love it; especially when I ignore it and carry on.

It was a breezy cool morning which was great. I reached for the cold tap and she pleaded briefly as I turned the tap and the cold water flowed into the bath and began to cover the bottom surface forcing from her a noise of such pitiful sorrow. The tap was only open a little.

I spoke in a matter-of-fact tone. ‘‘There, not too much at once. We don’t want you suffering thermal shock do we?’’ I walked over to the window and opened it wide. The cool breeze entered the room. She let out a long sigh that ended with a sort of sob. My cunt was getting wet!

I had opened the tap only a little to drag out the misery for my puppet. The cold water slowly, slowly rose up her legs and butt and, all the while, the gusts of cool breeze made it worse for her. I stood and looked at her with my hands on my hips and a mocking, amused smile on my face.

‘‘Poor puppet. Your Mistress is so mean to you isn’t she. But that’s your life isn’t it?’’ She simply stared up at me with her sad, pleading eyes, occasionally whimpering as though I did not know what she was enduring. I spoke brightly. ‘‘I’ll see you in fifteen minutes or so little Pansy and don’t look so sad, you’re being allowed to use my bathroom aren’t you? It must be better than your usual tin bath in the basement.’’ I walked out. I had not had any intention of masturbating but this activity is soooo mean…………..

Carrying a large jug, and with an extra sweater on, I returned to her after about fifteen minutes and after having enjoyed a glorious orgasm. The bathroom air was now cold and the cold water was just above her naval. I turned off the tap. She was shivering pityfully. I felt like such a bitch. Delicious! I scooped the jug into the water and poured its contents over her head to be sure she would be very cold when she stood. In shock, she let out some very quick, hard breaths. I put the jug down and freeing her wrists and ankles, I passed her the keys to her cage.

‘‘Unlock and remove your cage and wash yourself and do it quickly.’’ She did as I had instructed her. She was so cold and her genitalia were tiny. I again stood and looked at her with my hands on my hips and a mocking, amused smile on my face. She washed her genitalia with soap and water. She was quick. She wanted her miseries to end. I had other ideas and I waited for her to look up at me indicating she was done. When she did so I spoke with a little irritation.

‘’Sit back down then. You can’t rinse your VERY small cocklet up there can you.’’ She looked so sad and took a moment to summon the will to sit in the freezing water but she did not dare to test my patience. She made such noises of misery once sitting down and my tone changed to heavily scornful.

‘’Well you’re always hinting at the wish to be free of your cage to play with yourself aren’t you. You can now. Go on, play and make it all hard. I give you permission to do whatever you want. Bring yourself off; I won’t mind.’‘ She didn’t move. We both knew she was so very cold and her long deprived cock was so shrivelled and numb that an erection would be impossible for her. My tone was disdainful with an amused edge.

‘’Go on play with it. Tickle your little balls at the same time. You have begged to be free of your cage so often, now you are and you’re not doing anything. GO ON SLUT!’’ She began to tug and squeeze at herself; full of misery and shame. I chuckled derisively.

‘’Is that it? So pathetic. It would be pointless me giving you freedom from the cage to play with that disgusting object anyway wouldn’t it. I have done so now; and you can’t even get the little thing hard. Get the cage back on!’’ She did so, clicking all three locks, ball ring, frenum and Prince Albert, closed. After the third click I leaned over the bath and screamed at her to look at me. ‘‘You’re an ungrateful little bitch and you’ve wasted my time!’’ I spat straight into her sad face and walked out of the bathroom.

FF. So is Pansy never allowed to relieve her sexual frustration?

MS. As all Dominant Ladies know, She Who Is In Charge must govern what goes on between their man's legs. Control and manipulate it towards your ends, otherwise...well, you just can't have it any other way! It was the main stipulation I had when I agreed to become my husband’s full time dominant Mistress. I simply could not have him playing with himself whenever he felt like it. The very idea is deeply insulting to a dominant lady. I did originally intend to allow him to make love to me on rare occasions as a special treat, but as our new relationship developed I came to see giving him such a privilege as inappropriate and excessive. The more submissive and feminine I forced him to be, the more inappropriate it felt until I felt obliged to permanently ban him from ever being inside me ever again.

FF. Wow, so does she have any prospect of relief at all? 


MS. In the beginning I had a simple approach to controlling my maid’s cock – she was never to play with herself, which was an easy enough rule for her to follow as she was either wearing a chastity device or restrictive undergarments like a tight girdle or foundation wear. Night and day, every day, it was one or the other and much of the time both, which she simply hated. Peeling down a hot, sticky, uncomfortable girdle but for no real freedom – ha! And then having to lift it all back up in place, making sure the device sits reasonably comfortably under the tightness of the girdle. Oh well, that's what you get when you agree to abide by my rules and live under my authority.


I'm quite content to let her cock remain hidden away for long, long, periods – the reality is, I get off on denying her. That's my right as her Domme. I don't want or need her penis for my sexual pleasures – I'm quite content with other means, whether it be her fingers, tongue, a vibrator or dildo (which, often enough, arises rigidly from a mouth gag I'll have her wear). In all cases, I've trained her to meet my sexual needs to perfection. Of course that’s not to say that I’m deprived of the feeling of a real flesh and blood cock inside of me when I want it, far from it, it will just never be Pansy’s.


Which brings me to how I used to let her have relief and control her orgasms. I decided to allow her an orgasm once a month, so that was twelve times a year, max.


But there was a caveat. Relief for her was not a right but a privilege, one that could be withdrawn if I concluded she had not shown sufficient obedience and discipline over the course of the preceding month. And, unfortunately for her, I applied the rules of the house very firmly and consistently, which often translated into a need to withdraw the privilege. As a consequence she only had relief four times over the course of the first year. “Them's the rules” as they say.


As for those few occasions when she was able to touch herself, I preferred to have no set day or date within the month – the element of surprise made matters all the more delicious for me. I wanted her to have absolutely no expectations of when her orgasm may arrive. At the same time I wanted her to be conscious of the fact it could be at any time of the month when her 'little dribbles' were allowed. Some months she may get to relieve her urges on the last day of the month only to find herself back at it the next day, the first of the next month. I loved the fact she knew that it may then be anything up to 8 weeks before her next play.


She was never ever dressed in 'normal' adult male attire by then. Instead she was always in some type of female clothing, as a dour housemaid, sexy French maid, school girl, little girl, even a baby girl. 


She could be ironing, cleaning, cooking, dusting, vacuuming or performing some other household duty, learning a task like knitting or sewing or perhaps writing lines or an essay that I'd set for her when I'd simply announce, out of the blue, something like, “Little dribbles time has arrived.” 

She had to immediately stop whatever she was doing, stand to attention and ask, “Please Ma'am, may I fetch my puddle dish?” I loved hearing her make that humiliating request. I, of course, acquiesced and off she would scurry, bringing back a shallow glass dish that she kept in her basement bedroom. I always checked that it was spotless – if not, she forfeited that month's relief and then received a thorough punishment for being so tawdry and for wasting my time. I must confess a couple of times I only pretended to find a dirt speck on the dish. I’m sure she knew but she’d never dare question me – she’d never get the chance to cum again!


Because of the way she was always dressed there were always layers and layers of garments in the way. A dress, skirt or pinafore, perhaps an apron too, a petticoat or two or three, hose or tights, panties, maybe a girdle or foundation garment too. I'd lift the hem of her skirt, dress or pinny then pin it to her waist, have her take down all the layers until there was nothing left except her shaved cock and balls sitting there in their little cage. She then had to stand to attention until I handed her back the glass dish before unlocking the cage. Next I would don a pair of latex gloves and commence rubbing a suitable balm or cream thoroughly over her privates. Then finally, once I judged she was ready, I’d instruct her to start rubbing.


Now this all sounds straight forward but there are two devious twists I've used from the outset of our relationship. You might find them overly cruel but I'm sure, others may admire my approach. Simply, I love testing my sissy maid...and this certainly tested her every time.


The first twist was this: that balm or cream I rubbed over her balls, shaft and scrotum would be something like Wintergreen, Tiger Balm, Deep Heat or even crushed chillies. The result took a minute or two to arrive and then...well, the look on her face was priceless.


It's the second twist I really loved: she had exactly one minute in which to reach orgasm, not a single second more.


Yes, not much time...but that's the whole point. She barely got hard before she had to dribble, then it was locked up straight away for another month and back to whatever task or duty she was performing when I interrupted her. Of course with a little added heat downstairs to remind her of the experience.


I'm sure people might find it hard to believe that a man, even a sissy one, can get it all together from flaccid-to-spurt in 60 seconds but I assure you, with the right guidance, training and intent, any man can be made to do so. 


When she felt she was about to orgasm she had to say to me, “Permission to dribble my worthless sissy slime, please Ma'am?” and when I responded with a cold “Yes” she would bring the dish out in front of her and aim her cum into it. Having to aim her little cock down over removed any lingering masculinity from the event as did the strict condition that all hand movement must cease immediately she started to ejaculate. The result is more of a sad dribble than a spurt, a ruined orgasm. Then of course, as soon as she was finished, she had to immediately lick the dish clean.


Of course even the best laid plans can go astray at times and this little scenario is no different. Because of her thorough training and mind-set she could usually be relied on to spurt in less than 45 seconds, helped along by a goodly amount of urgings and promptings from yours truly. She could be very quick on occasion – quick being a relative term when there's only sixty seconds to play with: her record was 23 seconds. Not bad, if I say so myself.


But there were occasions when she ignored my simple rule and didn’t manage to get it all out in time. And then she was in Very Big Trouble. Straight up it was an automatic forfeit of the next month's pleasures for her. And then, for every five seconds over, she received a stroke from one of my canes. And I don't use canes lightly, as her bottom can testify. I got a particular thrill announcing the number of the stroke every five seconds while she desperately tried to hurry her already tiny episode of ruined pleasure.


Immediately after I announced that the first sixty seconds had passed, she had to kneel down and, still playing with herself, place the dish on the floor below her then bend forward and support herself with her left arm. She then had to ejaculate into the dish without picking it up and, most importantly, without letting a single drop of her sticky mess, miss the dish – if it did miss, then she knew she’d be getting an extremely painful, and unpleasant, extra punishment.


If, after another minute, she still hadn’t cum then she forfeited another month's relief. The count of the cane continued every five seconds until the end of the third minute, by which time she had forfeited yet another month's fiddle and I would call a halt to proceedings.


Three whole minutes for a silly little slut maid to rub herself to orgasm was more than enough in my books. As far as I was concerned she should feel very fortunate and privileged that I let her play with herself that long.


She was then told to fetch the cane and after handing it to me, I’d take to her bottom rigorously. Additional punishments followed, though what they are depended entirely on my mood and intent.


So there you go, that was my approach to controlling my maid’s sexual urges; simple, effective, amusing, but most of all, very arousing - for Moi.

FF. You’re speaking in the past tense so I’m assuming things changed.

MS. Yes, although I suppose ‘evolved’ might be a better word.

FF. So what came next for your lucky maid?

MS. Well, of course she continued to wear the chastity cage at all times but I decided only to permit her sexual relief a maximum of three times a year. I had found that she was more conscientious in her duties when she was truly desperate for relief. So I duly decided to oblige her at Christmas, her birthday and at one other times as I thought fit. Of course those could all be immediately cancelled for slackness, mistakes or for breaking any of the rules which I had established. I had an occasion to discipline her shortly after I had first established the above ruling. She had the impudence to ask me when I planned to administer the third period of relief. I was incensed, how dare she presume that it was automatic. I immediately cancelled the third period, allowing her now only two, in addition I applied 20 cuts of the cane to her ass and promptly dispatched her to scrub the garden patio. I had no such trouble afterwards. She only spoke when she is spoken to. I also punished her when necessary by stopping her weekly allowance of 50p, this I was giving her to enable her to replenish her make-up kit or to buy new stockings as required. It was not much but it did teach her to be thrifty as well as giving me a naughty thrill when I thought of all the money she’d signed over to me and how much I was frittering away at will buying lovely things for myself and my lovers.

FF. I guess Pansy has kissed goodbye now to any lingering ideas of manhood.

MS. Since I first started to train her I have given her female hormone treatment, lessons in make-up, deportment, and of course full sexual and domestic training. I am currently teaching her how to sew, because I believe that it is important for a maid to be able to do odd repair jobs. But it is her attitude and appearance that I am most proud of and I secretly congratulate myself on what I have achieved with her.

When fully made up with wig and clothes on, she really looks quite ladylike, sometimes you really cannot tell, without looking closely, that she is in fact a sissy. Even without her corset she now looks slim and her breasts are beginning to develop nicely. Just before I went to America last year, I took her to a private party and our friends complimented me on how pretty she looked. Of course I don’t want her to look too good as that would reduce the humiliation she feels knowing that anyone who sees her knows what she is; neither a real man nor a real woman but a thing, a sissy, a pathetic excuse for a maid.

For those who may be interested, her wig and make-up, which she now applies herself, was just right, not overdone and dressed as she was in her uniform she looked really smart. Seeing as it was a garden party, I allowed her to wear one of her daytime uniforms. This consisted of black low heeled bar strap shoes (high shoes are for evening wear) black seamed stockings, garter belt, and rubber bra and knickers. Over this she wore a knee length, fully fitted, pink princess style overall with a front zip and 3/4 sleeves. On her head she wore a white lace trimmed maid’s cap with pink ribbons to match her overall. The uniform was completed with a white nylon bibbed apron with frilled straps going over the shoulder and ties at the back. For a final touch a clip on name tag was attached to the bib of her apron which read, ‘Pansy Faggot – how may I serve you?’ This outfit was one of four which she has; the others are similar in lemon, pale blue and black (for evenings and special occasions). These are worn of course with the various caps and aprons that she now has.

FF. That sounds like a pretty comprehensive job of feminisation.

MS. Oh the only reminder she has that she was ever a male is the tiny penis between her legs which is now permanently restrained and completely redundant.

FF. Redundant, you mean….

MS. Yes, although my lovers and I make use of my sissy maid sexually she is taught that it is for our pleasure, not hers, and she will never be allowed to have an orgasm. Serving her attractive betters should be pleasure enough for our shy, timid little slave maid. After the first few years, when I finally realised that our exciting relationship experiment was for real and forever, I set myself a 5 year target of making her completely impotent. No more relief schedules. I wanted her to fully appreciate that she was no longer important enough to have her needs considered much less met; not even two or three times a year. This has meant a tearful caning each time her little penis tries to erect inside its chastity device. To start with this meant every time I used Pansy’s tongue for my intimate pleasure, but she is learning. The conditioning is working. I am accelerating the conditioning by often having Pansy moisturise my whole body after I have showered or bathed. A tearful caning normally follows the moisturising. My firm thighs, my shaved labia, my heavy breasts and my firm shapely rear all test her rule of impotence. But each caning is her fault. If she keeps her little encased penis flaccid, she does not get the cane. It is her choice.

Obviously, Pansy has not had intercourse for years. After taking my first lover and cuckolding her I realised that, even when we were a normal couple, I had little interest in being with him in “that way”. I decided it might be fun to allow my maid one last opportunity to orgasm then she would be fitted with a new chastity cage, one with internal spikes to discourage inappropriate erections. I strapped a fake latex vagina to a heavy bench in the garage! She had to wear two condoms and a rubber band was secured about two-thirds of the way down her organ. She was warned she must not penetrate deeper than this. If she did, the session would stop immediately, she’d get a Linnex treatment instead and her last chance to cum like a man would be gone forever. Needless to say, she was very excited but very nervous and had to focus hard, which spoiled her ‘fun’ too.

Her arms were secured to a heavy leather collar around her neck and then I caned her. She had to stand absolutely still and thank me for every stroke or the session would be cancelled. Then, with tears rolling down her face she had one minute exactly; such a delightful contrast to my daily, long, leisurely, repetitive orgasms.

If she failed to stop immediately when her minute ended, it would be a Linnex treatment followed by a severe caning every day for a week.

It was so funny to watch her as she was so desperate. She orgasmed powerfully at 37 seconds but she lost so much control during her release, she totally forgot her need for focus, and slipped deeper than the elastic band.

So, within a couple of minutes of this, she found herself secured with an exceptionally thick coating of warmed Linnex smeared over her entire cock – and rubbed well in! In her state of post-orgasmic euphoria it apparently burned and burned more fiercely than ever; which I can believe, as she most certainly screamed more loudly, and writhed more violently against her restraints than ever before as I roared with laughter.

But, it was all her own fault for taking advantage of my benevolence.

FF. So she’s never had another chance to get relief?

MS. Well, now that her teeny peeny is in a perpetually limp state, she couldn’t perform even if I let her try. But that doesn’t mean she can’t satisfy me in another way – that is, with her mouth. In fact, most days end with Pansy’s face between my legs. Usually she is on her back as I straddle her face – and I must say that she has become very skilled at using her lips and tongue in that position to bring me the pleasure I desire.

And for the past few years, I have often added a face dildo to our routine – one that is strapped in place over Pansy’s chin in such a way that she can still work her magic with her tongue while I give the dildo an energetic ride. The silly little slut is often left with her lipstick totally smeared and with slightly sore (or even bruised) lips – but those are outcomes she relishes as signs that I really enjoyed myself!

But that is not the only kind of sex I have. Throughout the many years of our Mistress/slave relationship, I have had boyfriends – handsome, well-endowed, professionally successful men who take me out on dates (to dinner, to a show, perhaps to a concert – and occasionally on luxurious and very romantic and sex-filled vacations). Of course, I do all of this with Pansy’s knowledge and approval, because she understands that I have needs that she simply cannot hope to satisfy.

FF. So Pansy is ok with you taking lovers?

MS. Well, I wouldn’t say she’s happy about it but she’s learned that she must accept it. Let me give you an idea of how our relationship works now. Take one day last month; Pansy had finished giving the house a thorough cleaning and had done the laundry, and she was ready to do one of the things she most loves in life now – to be my helper as I get ready for a date.

She started by running my bath for me and then helped me undress, and when I was in the bath I enlisted her services to help wash me and shampoo my hair. Then while I relaxed in the warm bath for a few more minutes my sweet and humble servant waited obediently at attention with two large bath towels in hand – which she wrapped around my body and my hair as I stepped out. I then sat while Pansy polished my fingernails and toenails (she actually took some cosmetology classes a few years ago and does an excellent job) and then dried and brushed my hair. During this time we chatted – about where my boyfriend and I were going that evening and so on. I confess that I also teased her a bit (as I often do) about how different she is from Mike, a young man I’d only been seeing for a few weeks, and about how much I was looking forward to feeling his strong arms around me, his lips against mine, and his beautiful big hard cock inside of me.

Pansy did get a little sad at that moment, and said that she sometimes wonders what her life would have been like if she weren’t such a small-dicked sissy who’d begged her wife to dominate her. Her sad look and comment amused me, and in response I gave her a little kiss and reminded her how fortunate she is to be my beloved sissy maid, and that it was silly of her to waste time thinking about how different things might have been for her because – it was obvious that she was born to be a sissy, and that it was laughable to even think about her as a “real man”.

When I got home from my night out Pansy greeted us at the door in her well-trained way – with a curtsy and with eyes submissively down. Then as we went into the TV room, she brought us drinks and asked if there was anything else she could do for us. By then I was sitting on a couch with my head on Mike’s shoulder and his arm around me, while Miranda, my friend was on a chair in her boyfriend Alex’s lap – and it was Miranda who told Pansy that Alex wanted to see her limp little peeny. Pansy blushed a deep shade of red and looked at me to see if this was something she really had to do. Of course, I nodded yes – and she then obediently stood in front of Alex, dropped her panties and lifted up her skirt to show him her little sissy clit in its chastity cage. I reached down to my anklet (where I keep the keys), unlocked the little cage and then showed Alex how completely unresponsive Pansy’s clitty is, even when it’s squeezed and stroked. I also showed Alex the design of the new chastity cage (with its internal spikes) so that he could really understand how the conditioning had occurred. Of course, every time I gave the sissy’s limp peeny a flick, we all laughed, while she hung her head in shame.

I then put Pansy’s chastity cage back on and dismissed her…………..

Mike and I went up to my bedroom.

On our way to the bedroom, I also called out for Pansy to join us. Now, I should explain that, usually, I do not permit Pansy to be present when I’m in the bedroom with my boyfriends, but occasionally I do – as a kind of reward when she has been particularly well behaved. Well, if I’m honest, also as a harsh reminder to her of what she’s lost and will never have again. So while Mike led me by the hand to the bedroom, Pansy scampered behind us and, while my young lover and I stood kissing and embracing and petting each other, Pansy knelt on the floor beside us. After a few minutes of passionate kissing, I stepped back so that my maid could do what she knew would be her role – removing my clothes. This is, as they say, a bit of a bittersweet task for her, because she loves everything involved in slowly removing my clothing and lingerie to reveal my beautiful nakedness, but at the same time, she is painfully aware at all moments that she is doing it to prepare me for sex with my boyfriend.

While I was being disrobed, Mike removed all of his clothes except for his boxers – though they did little to hide the evidence of his arousal. And when I was completely naked, Pansy then crawled on her hands and knees over to Mike to remove his one remaining item of clothing – something Pansy has learned to do very carefully. And then finally, when Mike’s gorgeous erection was in full sight – and as I always do at that moment – I made my sissy maid focus all of her attention on it, noting how much bigger it was than hers had ever been, and I then directed her to give it some gentle kisses and to lubricate the head with her tongue. It always gives me a little thrill to watch Pansy doing that – partly because it is the prelude to taking a real man’s huge cock inside of me, but also because it is such a powerful demonstration of how well my sissy husband has been trained and of how fully she has come to accept her position of effeminate sissified subservience in our relationship. And then – after giving the tip of Mike’s hard cock on final kiss, Pansy left –as I always require her to do at that point – and then Mike and I got into bed for a night of passionate lovemaking.

FF. Do you ever spare a thought for your maid when you’re in bed with your lover?

MS. Of course I do, though I doubt if I think about her as much as she thinks about me. Having said that though, I suppose our reasons for thinking of each other are actually very similar. As I lie under my powerful young lover, kissing him, wrapping my legs around him, pulling him into me, gasping his name, urging him to fuck me harder, I think about how cruel I am to Pansy, how cold and heartless I’ve been, how sexually frustrated and desperate I’ve made her. Such thoughts fuel my passion and drive me to orgasms of an intensity I would never otherwise experience. Pansy, I’m sure, is lying alone in her tiny cold little bed thinking of the same things and imagining what I am doing, being driven mad with longing for a release she knows will never come. On the one hand she is desperately unhappy, humiliated and frustrated but, on the other hand, those are the very things she needs to make her happy. She wants…no she needs to suffer for her Mistress, it’s her strongest deepest desire, it’s the only way she can find peace and fulfilment.

FF. So it’s your responsibility to ensure her suffering continues.

MS. It’s not just my responsibility, it’s my pleasure and her suffering needs to do more than just continue, it needs to grow. In order for our relationship not to go stale, in order for her not to become desensitised to my treatment of her, I must constantly come up with new ways to torture and humiliate her, to give her the only happiness she can have and the only fulfilment she craves, through serving me, suffering for me, giving up everything, her sex life, her pride, her manhood, her rights as a human being; all for little old me. Such is the depth of her love for me. I often wonder if anyone who hasn’t experienced that sort of relationship could possibly understand it.

FF. So how do you do that; keep coming up with new things, pushing the boundaries?

MS. Fortunately I have a very active imagination and, of course, I’m a complete bitch, ha, ha! Seriously though, a lot of it is about punishments. When a serious beating is needed – I am not talking here about a quick bend-over for a few strokes of some convenient implement before resuming chores – there are always three stages: written punishment, the beating itself and then some post-beating thinking time, typically in the corner with her hands on her head. I lightly tie her thumbs with a ribbon and place a glass Christmas ornament on top of her folded hands, so I can be sure she will not stir. The ornaments are cheap and smash easily – I make sure I keep plenty in, as they are hard to find out of season and nothing else works so well.

We often play a guessing game – there is so much drudgery in my maid’s life, after all, I expect she enjoys the opportunity to play a little game. I’ll admit I do not know that, as I have never asked her, but I expect she would agree with me that these games bring a little joy into what is her often rather dismal existence. In fact, I am sure she would, since disagreeing with her Mistress is not an option she would ever dare consider.

I write a duration on a piece of paper and fix it to the wall in front of her face, blank side out. She then tells me her own estimate of how long she should have to remain there and I leave her to it. I then return, at the time she specified (unless unavoidably delayed for one reason or another, or unless I forget) and turn the paper over. If it is less than she had requested, the corner time is over. If more… then she must multiplying the difference by three and serve the resulting corner time. If the duration runs late into the night, then I would typically use a webcam and review on fast-forward in the morning, rather than relying on the glass ornament. Of course, any chores still remaining from the day must also be completed before bedtime, without any stinting.

Sometimes, for variety, I will at the end produce a wooden chair, and place on it my doormat (I mean my real doormat, of course, not Pansy) which is made of thick, bristly and slightly irregular coir. Her thinking time will be spent sitting on that: ribboned hands on head and two glass ornaments balanced in place, one on her folded hands and the other on her lap. My estimate will be fixed to the wall in front of her, as usual. Of course, she will have no idea what duration I might have decided on. Fifteen minutes? One hour? Two hours? Maybe it should be less than the usual standing corner time, because I understand it can be quite uncomfortable (I wouldn’t know, of course: I have never tried it and never will). Or perhaps it should be longer – after all, she is sitting down.

Anyway: I will leave the decision to her, in the usual way.

Of course, I can simply impose one capriciously but I do like her to feel that a punishment is her own fault and that she could have avoided it if only she had acted differently. Regret can bring such sweet tears, even before any pain is applied. What will she fail at to incur my anger this time? Perhaps I will wear a ruffled blouse today… a little 1980s perhaps, but it is a complete nightmare to iron properly. She rarely gets it right.

And then of course there must be consequences. Mustn’t there?

FF. You certainly do have an interestingly twisted imagination. Give us another example of poor Pansy’s punishments please.

MS. Whenever her ego, or what’s left of it, gets in the way, she is subject to a date with Nurse Linnex. This is rubbed thoroughly into her little clit and elicits many howls and shrieks of agony. She really is a big baby over this. I have also frequently threatened to tie off her ball sac with a stocking and liberally coat her balls with melted Linnex too. The concept has long terrified her as she is well aware how bad the pain is when her penis just brushes against her testicles, and releases a little of the embrocation, when she writhes around. I have teased her by caressing her with a stocking while she waits for the Linnex, and taunted her of it occurring, but always the stocking had been put away, until the day I’m going to tell you about.

Well, on the evening in question, she was scheduled for a Linnex treatment for some minor disobedience at a party we had attended the evening before. Since my sister Nikki had messaged earlier in the day to say she was going to call me at seven; shortly before this time, my maid found herself standing by the bed, arms folded in front of her, with her hands clasping her shoulders, while I encased her like a mummy in many revolutions of plastic wrap.

She looked so pathetic and helpless, her eyes pleading to be excused the torment to come, begging tremulously to be forgiven. Needless to say this was met only with cold contempt. With her torso bound, she next lay on the bed, with her heels raised on a bolster, allowing me to wrap her legs from her ankles up to her lower thighs, leaving her immobile and very exposed.

I picked the Linnex off the bedside table, suggesting, “Perhaps we should warm this up so we can apply a thicker coating?” She struggled and begged me not to warm the Linnex. Indeed she was still pleading forgiveness when Nikki rang and I picked up the phone. My welcome greeting to my sister was quite a contrast to the cold disciplinarian Pansy was dealing with!

“Just a sec, Nik,” I continued, “I just have to get something out for Pansy, and I’ll be right with you.” And on a whim, I took a black stocking out my top drawer and draped it over her thighs and little toy. The colour drained from her face and she trembled in terror, as I left the room brightly chatting away to Nikki; my maid’s insignificance exemplified, compared to my chatting with my lovely sister.

Pansy was in a terrible state when I returned nearly an hour later, no doubt having heard my laughter in the background, and tears were now flowing as she begged for the Linnex, but pleaded desperately not to have her balls coated too. Of course I wouldn’t hear of this, we don’t do leniency in our house. “Right,” I coldly snapped, “it’s about time we put Nurse Linnex to work!”

Without further ado, I unlocked and removed her chastity cage then drew the stocking under her privates in a see-saw motion, finally stopping with it centred under her little organ where it meets her groin, before very tightly wrapping the stocking twice round the base of her penis and ball sac; then, even more tightly, several times around the very top of her ball sack, so her scrotum was stretched tight with her balls totally exposed and bulging out like taut balloons. She was breathing deeply, big gasps, shivering and whispering aloud, “Oh no…. please no… I can’t take this….. please Mistress…. please this can’t be possible… I can’t believe you’re really going to do this… please… please spare me Mistress…”

This happened before the days of the pinned chastity cage and her appendage was as hard as a rock, balls ready to burst. I calmly advised, “I am sure you are anxious to get started, but I need a minute to prepare the Linnex.” I quickly returned with a bowl of steaming hot water covered by a towel, to keep the heat in, and my hair dryer. The Linnex was wrapped in some cling wrap and left to steam in the water, while I blow-dried Pansy’s privates. She was soon squealing as I worked the hot air to open up all the pores.

Satisfied with my preparations, I put on a pair of rubber washing-up gloves and readied the Linnex. Gripping the base of her organ firmly in my left hand, I softly hummed “Here we go round the mulberry bush”, as I pressed firmly down and rubbed the melted stick slowly round and round the knob, again and again, round and round; then up and down the shaft, all around, up and down, and then in circles round and round, slowly descending to the base, and then slowly back up to the top, circling in the other direction, and around, and down again until it was coated in many layers of the nasty embrocation. I then smiled down at her as we waited for the searing pain to commence.

It normally takes about eight minutes to reach a crescendo, and it is always so amusing to watch her face as she anxiously waits, ever hopeful the scorching pain will not come this time, then the look of despair as the first warming effects arrive! It was a very hot, sultry evening so the effect was worse than normal. Coupled with the opened pores, and lengthy application, she was screaming and jerking helplessly on the bed within a few minutes; conscious of little but the fiery agony enveloping and engorging her worthless penis.

Smiling brightly I advised, “I’ll give you ten minutes to enjoy that and then we’ll continue,” as I replaced the stick in the hot water bath.

When I returned she was still squealing and writhing like a stuck piglet, as I calmly donned the rubber gloves again. This time I firmly gripped her at the very base of the scrotum with my left hand, pulling the sac even tighter, so her testicles were as hard as a football, allowing me to press firmly down and thoroughly rub the Linnex in, ensuring it penetrated deeply and that the entire sac was liberally swathed in the pungent embrocation.

The escalation effect was marvellous; her screams were enough to wake the dead! I could hear her from the far end of the house. In fact after about five minutes I had to attend to her. She was coated in sweat, from her exertions and the sultry night only made it worse. Even I had a light sheen of perspiration on my brow. She was writhing and jerking and begging for some relief, “Please Ma’am, please, I need you to cool it down, I can’t take it, I can’t, it’s too much. I need an ice-pack, the air-conditioner, anything, it’s too much, please, please, a cold flannel, ice…. Please?

I lightly remarked, “My my, you do carry on, I’ve never heard so much noise, it’s a good job we don’t have neighbours!” She continued to groan loudly, begging for relief, an ice-pack, anything to take the pain away.

Eventually I decided I would have to do something about the all the complaints and loud bawling. “Pansy Faggot, you are going to give me a headache with your histrionics. Give me a few minutes, I have an idea how to provide some relief and help you cope better.”

“Thank you, thank you, Mistress” he gasped, ‘’please do it quickly Mistress, I simply can’t take it anymore.”

After a few minutes I returned with  some ice packs and a gag. The gag inserted, I smiled, down at her, “There, that’s a big relief from all the screaming, I couldn’t hear myself think. And you can bite down hard on the rubber to help cope with the pain.” She was still grunting and writhing, but I could see she was also biting down hard on the gag, and it was much, much quieter.

She looked on aghast then when I took the ice packs and wrapped them in a towel that I placed around my neck and shoulders. I burst out laughing, “You didn’t really think they were for you? What would be the point of going to all this trouble to maximise your suffering and then letting you off?’’

“Now, I realise the heat trapped in here helps enflame the Linnex, so you don’t want the air-conditioning turned on; but it is far too hot and stuffy for me, so I am going to leave you to enjoy the full effects of Nurse Linnex; while I relax and cool off in the lounge with my ice pack, a cold drink and the air-con turned up high.” She shook her head and jerked about as the reality of her ongoing suffering bit home.

Her writhing and agonised groans lasted for over two hours! Most enjoyable. We would definitely be doing that again, I decided, maybe with a hefty double or even triple dose of Linnex, two hours apart, and we could add a hot water bottle!

FF. Is there never any relief from your cruelty for poor Pansy? Surely not even a die-hard masochist like her, so desperate to please her Mistress at any cost to herself; surely even she cannot live like that 24/7.

MS. Of course I occasionally take pity on my little skivvy and I show her the true quality of my mercy, with an act of kindness. On my way up to bed, I might, for example, pop into the study where she is hunched over my desk, writing lines in a task that she knows will keep her up until 3am at the earliest (with chores to do from 5.30 the next day, as every other). Asking her how many she has done, and observing her wretched face as she tells me she has not yet reached 200 of the 500 assigned, I might take pity and smilingly declare that she can reach the 200 and make an early night of it – or even just tell her, she can put her pencil down then and there. The relief, joy and gratitude on her face is a tonic, it truly is.

Or I might perhaps pause during a thrashing and ask the sobbing wreck, strapped so tightly over the whipping bench, whether she is truly sorry. On being assured that she is, I might perhaps declare that I will let her off the remaining strokes, as she seems so sincerely contrite, and put the cane aside before loosening her straps and allowing the thankful skivvy to stagger off to resume her duties, stammering out her gratitude and her appreciation of her kind, merciful Mistress.

Why do I act in this soft-hearted fashion? Well, let me quote John Cleese’s character in the film Clockwise: “It’s not the despair, Laura. I can take the despair. It’s the hope I can’t stand.”

You see, there will be other occasions on which skivvy is sitting at my desk, facing a numbingly tedious written imposition stretching impossibly late into the night, many, many other occasions. Her hand aching, her buttocks numb from sitting on the hard stool, her mind a whirl with the humiliation of being unable to escape this mind-numbingly tedious and thoroughly pointless task. And she will hear me walk past the door of the study… perhaps I will come in. Or perhaps she will simply be listening intently, trying to decide whether I have already gone up to bed and left her to her task, or whether she still has hope. Because, thanks to my occasional acts of kindness, she does always have hope. And that hope, my dear, transforms what might be merely a tedious and unpleasant but inevitable night of discomfort into something quite unbearable. Because she can never resign herself completely to the inevitable while hope remains.

Of course, that hope rests on the most slender thread imaginable. Her heart may leap when I enter the room, only to fall into despair when I pick up some item or other and leave her to her fate. She knows in her heart of hearts that this is the most likely outcome. Perhaps, after asking how far she has got, I will casually double the lines she must write, or pick up the sheaf of scribbled papers and tear them up, instructing her to begin again in a colour more to my liking. These are both much more likely than an act of mercy on my part – and she knows it. But while she still has hope, there is always a chance for her to pray for it silently, and the crushing of that hope when I dash it more than makes up for those rare occasions when I have to act against my nature and extend the little sissy a little  mercy.

FF. You’re encouraging her to hope, only to have those hopes dashed?

MS. Consider the little slut strapped across the whipping bench, receiving a good dose of the cane. I ask if she is truly sorry. If I am simply to carry on regardless of her answer, then some formulaic sobbed “I’m so sorry Mistress” might be as good a response as any other. But she knows I can be merciful, she knows I can be kind. And oh! – how desperately she pleads, how she shrieks for that mercy she knows I can so very easily bestow, remembering those vanishingly rare occasions on which the flogging ceased as a result! How much more she screams when the whipping simply resumes after her desperate begging, or is doubled or tripled at a whim. And yet, later in the punishment, her breathing hoarse as she has little left from screaming, I might ask her again and her submissive heart will leap anew at the thought that I might yet let her off even the few remaining slashes from that dreadful cane and she will beg and plead for me again.

Of course, she knows the chance is always vanishingly small. She must tell herself repeatedly not to get her hopes up: that silently wishing and praying for mercy is almost certain to be ineffective against my stern resolve to enforce my regime. But she can’t help herself, can she? Try as she might, she cannot help thinking that this latest unbearable slash of fire across her throbbing backside will be the last, that the remaining strokes that she can hardly imagine ‘taking’ might not have to be taken at all. Please? And then the whirr of the cane through the air and the crack of the latest outrage on her poor abused flesh and the scream that follows a thousand shrieking nerves reporting pain ablaze across her rump. And then, once again, as the pause before the next one lengthens: that unbearable glimmer of hope.

Hopes dashed can be so much more unpleasant than hopes never entertained at all. Don’t you agree? Daily, I inflict pain and suffering on Pansy’s body, of course, but the greatest pleasure of all is to crush her soul, to break her spirit. And hope is like a drop from the fountain of youth: it rejuvenates and restores her spirit, enabling me to crush it once more. To crush it, break it, annihilate it… and yet it comes back for more pain and humiliation (and more there will always be), thanks to hope.

FF. I have to say, your cruelty is matched only by your inventiveness.

MS. You must understand that, without hope, I would have a shambling zombie of a servant to abuse – shambling from chore to punishment and back again in a constant state of degradation and defeat. But by keeping hope alive, I have a human being: beaten and subjugated, to be sure, not much of a human being but, as there is always that glimmer of spirit, there is a spark of humanity there. A human being longing and praying that things might turn out not to be as bad as her fears… and all the more vulnerable to the misery when those fears are realised. To be plunged into despair: again and again and again and again. Delightful!

They say sometimes one must be cruel to be kind. But only the sadist knows that to be cruel – to be truly cruel – one must just occasionally be kind.

FF. I’m interested to know if you plan your punishment sessions in advance or just ‘wing it’ as you go along.

MS. I have a list of my current, favourite depraved activities and I peruse it before I start each day. It is like perusing a menu at a fine dining restaurant. It is so hard to choose! But what I don’t choose today, I can have the next time or the time after that! (Which is quite often the following day).

I split my menu list between those activities that are mainly about physical pain for Pansy Faggot and those that are mainly about that terrible combination of extreme humiliation and extreme tedium. I did this as I realised that creating and dashing hope followed two sets of principles, depending on whether the activity is mainly about physical pain, or mainly about the combination of humiliation and tedium.

An example regarding an activity that is mainly about physical pain for my sissy maid is deterrent punishment. It used to be that I would get to the stage where Pansy is pleading with all her heart, then I would become aroused as I carried on, (for a further ten to fifteen minutes), until I felt both a true deterrent had been achieved, and I had become so turned on I could wait no longer for an orgasm. I would then simply end the deterrent punishment.

Now though, I get to the stage where the poor dear is pleading with all her heart, and after another say three or five minutes, I ask her, ‘‘Do you think you have had enough to be deterred from disobedience in future young lady?‘’ She answers in an emotional panic of muffled noise through her gag that, yes she has, and I will answer, ‘Well I’m not sure about that. I’ll continue for a little while longer to make sure.‘

And that routine is then set until the end. Every three to five minutes, I ask, she answers and I say, ‘I’m not sure about that. I’ll continue for a while longer to make absolutely sure.’ Until finally when I ask, and she answers, I then say, ‘‘Yes bitch, I too think you have had enough to be deterred from disobedience for now.’’ And I stop.

Each time I have asked, ‘’Do you think you have had enough to be deterred from disobedience?’’ her hopes have been raised that once she has answered, I will stop. But each time she answers, yet I continue and her hopes to end the searing, burning strokes are dashed.

Such a simple technique but it has increased my feeling of meanness and my arousal considerably and, I have no doubt,  increased Pansy’s subjugation to me and the awe with which she regards me.

FF. What about the activities you mentioned that are all about humiliation and tedium?

MS. I will use as an example,  Pansy Faggot having to spend an hour or three colouring-in with the aid of her big dolly Suzette Simperkins, which was a gift from my devious sister. Given the routine Pansy must follow it is staggeringly humiliating and at the same time mind numbingly tedious. I will not describe that activity further but move straight to the new dashing hopes aspect it now involves.

Before there were dashing hope aspects, Pansy would simply have to colour-in with her dolly until I decided the activity was over, usually between an hour and three hours. Now after perhaps forty minutes I go through the following routine for the first time, and then repeat the routine every fifteen minutes or so after that.

‘’Do you think Suzette Simperkins has had enough colouring-in time Pansy?’’

Obviously she answers, in her lisping voice, ‘’Yeth Mithdreth, I do think Thuthette Thimperkinth has had enough colouring-in time.’’  (It is a firm rule that Pansy must talk only in a silly lisping little girl voice when we are having a ‘dolly session’).

Then I answer, ‘‘Well, I’m sure she hasn’t. Why don’t you ask her?’’ She then asks her and answers, pretending to be her dolly, that, she has not had enough. (She would not dare have her answer otherwise, as I had said, I was sure she had NOT had enough.) Then I respond, ‘Well, as she has not had enough yet, let’s give her another thirty minutes. (Instead of thirty minutes, I may say, ‘an hour’ or may say, ‘a couple of hours’).

I repeat this question and answer routine every twenty minutes or so, for as many hours as I want. Then, when I am ready to end the activity, I go through the question and answer routine but at the appropriate point I say, ‘’Well I think you’re probably right and she has had enough. Why don’t you ask her?’’ She knows she can then ask her dolly, and answer pretending to be her that, yes she has had enough, and the activity is at an end.

So, with the new principles in operation, her hopes are raised and dashed a good number of times. I am embarrassed to say the pleasure/arousal is considerable each time I dash her tentative, desperate hopes.

FF. So which does Pansy fear and dread the most, physical punishment or tedium and humiliation.

MS. I can’t say for sure since I’ve never bothered to ask her, but I’m sure she hates both for different reasons. And, of course, I sometimes mix the two together anyway. For example, at random moments of the activity, I might padlock her wrists together and say, ‘‘The marks from your deterrent punishment have faded and you know how much I like to see them while you suffer your humiliating tedium. Get on your knees and forehead now!’’ I then apply the cane and follow the deterrent punishment dashing hopes procedure while I do.

Or, I say, ‘’My pleasure would be increased if your ridiculous excuse for a cock was all burning and sore while you suffer your humiliating tedium.’‘ I remove her chastity cage and apply one stripe of Linnex to the object and then say, ‘‘Do you think one stripe is enough to give me my extra pleasure?’’

Obviously, full of anxiety, he answers. ‘’Yes Mistress.’’

I then say, ‘’Hmmm, I don’t think so.’’ And I apply another stripe and then I ask again.

And so the routine continues until finally, when he answers my question and I agree with him that, yes, I too think he has had enough stripes to give me the extra pleasure my whim desires. By then he may have had anywhere between two and ten stripes of the nasty Linnex and his tiny cage is quickly refastened with his little clit burning like fire inside it.

A dashing hopes routine is also used for how long I might have him with his dildo padlocked into place down his throat past the gagging point while enduring his humiliation/tedium activity or for sitting on coir matting while enduring his humiliation/tedium activity. If you have never sat on coir matting after a caning, I can tell you, going by Pansy’s reactions, that after the ten minute mark is passed, and on up to an hour or more, IT IS AGONY. And the moment she may be allowed to rise from it, the pain for half a minute or so, sometimes reduces her to sobbing. Of course I do sometimes have her rise, and after thirty seconds sit down again, just for my own amusement.

FF. You’ve described in some detail how your maid is dressed for various tasks but I noticed, in some of the photographs you showed me, some of the outfits, as well as thoroughly feminising and humiliating, are very uncomfortable looking. Is that just for your amusement too?

MS. In the beginning I focussed on making Pansy’s outfits as feminine and humiliating as possible, just as you say. Then there were the childish outfits Mother designed for her party nights. Eventually though, it occurred to me how much fun I could have by adding an element of discomfort to her uniforms. Pansy has always had a bit of a sweater fetish, while at the same time being very sensitive to itchy wool herself. So I had the idea of making some of her outfits out of horribly hot itchy wool-mohair, or sheep’s wool.

Imagine how miserable and frustrated I can make my faithful little maid by forcing her to wear hot itchy wool girly-sissy outfits. She now has a number of school girl uniforms, all of heavy wool flannel for the skirts and dresses, and itchy wool sweaters to wear right against her skin over a bra. She even has a pink thick wool knit cheerleader outfit, and a woollen romper to do chores and get punished in, both curtesy of Mother.

In one of the pictures I showed you Pansy is dressed in a teenage girl red and white wool dress which is way too small and super tight fitting on Pansy over a bra, and then a woolly pink mohair sweater. I took this picture after she finished cleaning the kitchen and before the she was off to do the bathrooms. What you can’t tell from the picture is that this was taken on a 90 degree summer day!

One of the other pictures shows what Pansy is made to wear while cleaning for my sister Nikki sometimes. It is a wired toilet bowl scrub brush. The wooden handle goes straight up with coarse twine threaded through the handle hole and tied just under Pansy’s chest so that the wire brush part hangs down between her legs with the brush bent slightly inward toward the crotch. Twine is tied to the bottom of the brush and a second length of twine is tied around Pansy’s wee wee. The twine tied to the brush is pulled back between her legs , up through her rear cheeks (the twine is very coarse) and tied in back to the twine around her chest. Then Nikki takes the twine tightly tied just behind the head of the wee-wee and pulls it through the bristle brush yanking the wee-wee through the bristles until the brush is back as far as it can go on the shaft. To make sure the wee-wee slides easily through the brush she first coats the wee-wee with extra strength icey hot or something similar (Tiger Balm is even more effective). Nikki says that it was Unity’s idea. Apparently my cruel bitch of a sister promised poor Pansy some time out of her chastity cage. She must have been so looking forward to that, and so disappointed when she found out the reason for Nikki’s apparent generosity.

It does not take very long for Pansy’s tiny cocklet and inner thighs to be very red and sore. The poor thing walks and crawls so slowly when wearing the toilet bowl brush. You can just imagine how sore she is after just a few hours with the brush on and it is always on for at least 5 - 6 hours. Poor Pansy’s pee pee is soooo sore after this treatment that the sissy does not want to touch it even if Nikki tells her she can try playing with herself to get relief.

FF. She wouldn’t be able to get a hard on anyway would she?

MS. Oh no, not after so long in the chastiy cage with the sharp pins lining the inside. She wants to get hard just as much as she ever did, more I suppose, but she simply cannot override her mental conditioning.

FF. So she never gets any relief at all from her constant sexual frustration?

MS. Well she does get an occasional milking when it suits Mother to give her one. The three of us, Nikki, Mother and I agreed that I should not have any involvement in any sexual relief for my maid; it would simply be too inappropriate. I am her Mistress and it is her job to satisfy my needs, not the other way around. However, we did recognise that, for medical reasons, some form of release should occasionally be granted to the poor dear. It was Mother’s idea to milk her with an Aneros wand, a smooth curved plastic rod that is inserted into Pussy’s bottom until the end rubs against her prostate. It’s then the work of only a few minutes to massage or vibrate her prostate to the point where she dribbles away the huge backload of sperm that she accumulates in her swollen little blue balls.

From Pansy’s tears I’m quite certain there is very little in the way of sensation for her. Her little cocklet remains soft and safely locked away in her pinned restrainer as the worthless fluid drips from the drain hole in her cage and pools in her little dish as she kneels on top of the coffee table in the lounge. Mother insists on Pansy having an audience to witness her miserable degradation. I like to take a seat at her head and shout at her to lift her head allowing me to look deeply into her sad submissive face. I smile cruelly at her misery and sometimes comfort her by spitting in her miserable face. It really is a world away from the satisfying sex life any normal husband would expect to enjoy as his right. Then, instead of the blissful come down with loving cuddles and soft sexy kisses that my lovers enjoy after cumming, Pansy gets to lick her disgusting milky fluid from her little dish, but only after offering it to every lady present for them to spit on.

Pansy has a high heels shoes and boots fetish and a fetish for my feet when wearing high heeled shoes. This is wonderful because I adore wearing high heels. An easy and powerful tease when she is locked in her tube and she has been denied for years. Last year, as a birthday treat, I allowed Pansy to watch me giving my boyfriend a nice slow blow job as Mother milked him into his dish. I took off one of the high heels I was wearing and held it over the end of my lover’s cock as he came copious amounts inside it. Then, with a wink and a smile to my faithful maid, I poured the thick manly cum from my shoe into Pansy’s dish, allowing it to mix with her own pitiful offering before ordering her to drink up. The contrast between my lover’s deeply satisfying, manly experience and the pathetic degradation of my maid had my loins on fire and I couldn’t wait to drag my boyfriend into my bedroom!

FF. Speaking of sexy shoes, what does your maid wear on her feet?

MS. Her Christmas present from me last year was a gorgeous pair of lockable 6 inch heeled, pink ankle strap shoes which are very, very uncomfortable for her. I’ve spent many happy afternoons fixing Pansy by her posture collar to a beam in the ceiling of my sitting room, with her wrists bound, gagged and blindfolded – in a pair of high heeled stiletto shoes or boots. We started with two inch heels originally then progressed to three, four, five and now six inches. Nikki laughed when she saw the latest ones, commenting that his heels were now three times the length of his cock!

A lot of training has gone into getting her to wear them for extended periods. I watch TV while she has to remain silent for the duration. She is currently up to two hours with the new shoes. It is a delight to watch her legs tremble and her fruitlessly shift her weight from one foot to the other clearly in agony. I’ve told her it’s only fair as we ladies have been suffering from our heels for generations just to look nice for our men. Now the shoe is on the other foot (pun intended).

Another discomfort is her square of coir matting. It is 12 inches by 12 inches. She has to kneel on it while sucking her stick-on dildo, stuck to the patio doors. She has to sit on it on a chair at my desk when she is a schoolgirl writing lines. She has to sit on it on her little girl’s chair when she is playing with her dolly or watching her Disney Princess DVD. It leaves lovely marks on knees or bottom and she groans deliciously when lifting her weight from it and the new pain bites.

FF. Have you ever considered writing a book about your experiences as a dominant wife?

MS. Not really, Pansy is more of a writer than I am, though not by choice.

FF. Really, how so?

MS. I had the idea of making her keep a diary of her innermost thoughts and feelings. Originally it was so that I could read it myself and make sure that I was on the right track in my domination of her. That was in the early days when I still lacked confidence a little. Once I became more sure of myself and started to focus on what I wanted rather than worrying about what my sissy maid wanted I decided the diary was no longer necessary. It was Nikki who suggested I could use it to really embarrass and humiliate Pansy.

Now I have taken to having Pansy, dressed in one of her woolly sissy school girl outfits, read the diary entries to me a few nights each week. It is very entertaining and amusing for me, as well as any guests who might be at the house. Pansy does not find it at all fun since the sissy must read in her lisping sissy girl voice, disclosing all her frustrations, her humiliations, her feelings of loss and unhappiness, of love and yearning for me her Mistress, her jealousies of my lovers and so on!

When she reads she must stand with perfect posture, no slumping shoulders or bent legs, her sweatered little boobs thrust out. One hand is held behind in the small of her back, the other holds the book. Pansy may use the hand behind her back to quickly turn the page but then it goes right back behind. She must stand with her toes touching and heels apart -what a wonderful detail! Sometimes, if she is being punished, I will have her stand in the corner facing the wall and read- which means the sissy has to speak even louder. I often quietly leave the room to do something else but, since she can’t see if I do, the poor thing may spend an hour reading to the wall. If I’m not satisfied that she has revealed enough in her diary I’ll have her stripped naked and suspended by her wrists from a beam in the basement ceiling. I have a nasty little horse whip that I use to redden her skin all over then, for the rest of the day or evening she’ll be dressed in a special maid’s outfit that Mother has sown a hessian liner into. She hates that outfit so much as it is so miserably scratchy and itchy LOL! Mother can actually make her cry now just by mentioning it!

Another new item I have just had made is a hobble skirt- made out of an  old pink/white checked  really scratchy wool blanket but with the entire rear end cut out so Pansy’s rear is on constant display. I had her chain sew in the hem just below the knees, which I can pull tight and lock, forcing her to take little mincing sissy steps. Put the sissy in 5″ heels (soon to become 6” heels, ha!) and the poor things rear end is swishing back and forth for everyone’s entertainment. And of course it makes paddling that much easier.

FF. Hessian against whipped raw skin must be horrible!

MS. Mother has started using it to line a few of Pansy’s outfits. She likes to double it up in the gusset area which forces Pansy to walk with her legs slightly bent and apart- sort of a baby waddle -because the hessian is so scratchy and irritating. I can assure you that a full day in hessian lined panties or a hessian lined maid’s dress, doing housework or yard work, will leave one miserable sissy- and lots of entertainment for anyone watching the sissy squirm and writhe in itchy misery!

Another new torment was suggested by little Unity. I now make my sissy wear thick girls woolly mittens while colouring her fairy colouring books. The mittens are made out of  thick wool and have no separate thumb so the sissy’s entire hand is encased in the mitten. Having to wear the mittens just makes the sissy’s task that much more difficult and assures plenty of reasons for the sissy to be punished for being sloppy. The mittens have pink and white tassels to which I had the sissy sew on some little bells so that, as she colours, the bells will tinkle. That way I and any guests know the sissy is busy doing the mindless, and indeed, horribly boring task.

FF. Apart from travelling to her other places of housework, does Pansy ever get to go outside?

MS. Yes, but only to wash windows, clean mine or my boyfriend’s car or cut the grass. My home is on a half-acre lot, most in the back. Pansy has to mow the lawn using an old manual mower. For lawn mowing she wears a thick pink mohair body suit (think of a dancer’s leotard in wool) with matching wool legwarmers, and thick woollen mittens on her hands. I tie her hands to the handle bar of the mower and also tie her ankles together so she can only take small mincing steps. There is a button fly on the body suit so I can unbutton the fly and pull out the sissy’s little caged cock. I use coarse rope and tie a ten pound concrete brick to the ring of the chastity device, pull the rope between her legs so she has to drag the brick with her wee-wee as she mows the lawn. And just to make sure she stays focused on her work, I make her wear a thick Icelandic wool balaclava with no eye openings so she can hardly see anything through the woollen weave.

I and my friends can sit on the screened-in porch or around the pool relaxing while Pansy mows the lawn. It takes her over 3 hours with the old small mower to mow the lawn and I have to say it is quite amusing to watch the sissy struggle with pulling the heavy brick between her legs, her ankles hobbled and her high heels sinking into the grass. When she is finally done mowing she gets to use a very small rake to rake up and bag all the cut grass, still dragging the brick behind her.

If I have guests we usually take turns to creep up on Pansy and give her a few well-placed strokes of my cane to encourage her efforts. It always ends  in tears; of laughter for us but of frustration and humiliation for Pansy Faggot.

FF. She must work up a hell of a sweat!

MS. She certainly does, but it’s nothing a good hosing down with cold water in the back yard can’t put right. Actually, she does occasionally work up quite a sweat in the house too. I love having my slave bound, helpless and either in exquisite pain and discomfort or in absolute sensory deprivation. When I want to teach her a lesson, or if I’m just feeling especially cruel, I put my sissy maid into itchy scratchy woollen outfits from head to toe before putting the poor thing in very tight uncomfortable predicament bondage, while I go out or when I just do not want the sissy around.

I like to irritate her useless penis and balls first by rubbing them with coarse sisal rope. I find that  binding her balls with scratchy twine before thoroughly coating her penis and balls with extra strength capsaicin helps to intensify Pansy’s response.

I enjoy slowly and methodically applying the first coat and then watching as she squirms and dances around as much as she can in her bound position, hoping that by shaking her bits in the air she will cool the burning heat. Then after 10-15 minutes I show Pansy the tube of capsaicin and suggest it is time for another coating.

Lastly I have a special chastity pouch that was made for Pansy. It is pink satin with white ribbons on the outside- lined with hessian sacking on the inside! So after a second coat of capsaicin is thoroughly applied, I don a pair of rubber gloves, stuff some very fresh nettles into the pouch and slip it over her already well irritated and sore balls and wee-wee, tying it tightly (the pouch was made purposely small to that it will fit very tight and squash her wee-wee) so that she is constantly feeling the harsh stinging, course rubbing and burning sensation. If I’m feeling really mean, or showing off to my sister or some other guest, I keep on the rubber gloves and play with Pansy’s cock and balls, fondling them gently and sexily, telling her it’s ok, she can cum if she wants to. Of course there is no chance of that but the resultant cries of frustration, pain and despair are music to my ears.

I have left Pansy in this state for up to two hours when in predicament bondage or much longer when locked into the latex bondage sac. That’s when she really works up a sweat, screaming and crying pitifully around her gag, unable to see or hear anything through the thick rubber bondage hood. The poor dear has no idea if I’m even in the room to hear her any more. Watching her squirm and writhe with absolutely no hope of relief gets me so hot I just have to rush upstairs to my bedroom where I can watch her on the monitor as I cum and cum on my vibrator.

Yes I do have a number of very intense orgasms putting Pansy through her paces, watching the sissy suffer and enjoying the laughter and comments of friends who know about and see the sissy mincing around, or more often crawling. I cannot quantify the number of orgasms I have in response. If I am around Pansy all day it could be 10-12, but even just watching the sissy lick my bathroom floor and toilet for 15-20 minutes can result in multiple orgasms. A couple of my boyfriends have commented more than once, that it is obvious to them that, when I abuse the sissy in front of them, I do get very, very excited.

FF. Pansy Faggot has been your maid for several years now. Is there no sign that either of you are getting bored or fed up with the situation?

MS. I can say without any qualification that the thrill and fun of having a total sissy slave has not lessened one bit for me in all that time  (and nor the intensity of my orgasms). As for her, she’s having the time of her life. How do I know? Because her behaviour tells me so.  For example, just showing the silly little slut the tube of capsaicin will result in her begging me to allow her to do the most degrading things rather than having the cream applied. Poor stupid sissy – I accept her offers to degrade herself and suffer other miserable punishments, and still apply the capsaicin. No matter how many times we have gone through this routine, Pansy still begs for some other treatment hoping against hope that I will not use the this burning cream or an alternative like Linnex.

I am happy to share with you and your readers examples of what Pansy begs to do to avoid having me apply capsaicin to her little wee-wee and balls. First I should clarify the context in which she begs. It is not a question of her somehow agreeing or suggesting to do something which I otherwise could make my sissy do. Rather what she will say when she sees me taking out the capsaicin or a similar liniment such as extra strength Tiger Balm or icy hot, is, ‘Please Ma’am, wouldn’t doing X entertain or amuse you more than applying the liniment?’

So I ask her to tell me exactly what she thinks will give me more pleasure. Of course the result of her suggestion is that I almost always end up making her do what the sissy suggests, while still applying capsaicin or something else either before or more often after. However, every once in a while, I do decide to not use the liniment and it those few times that gives the stupid slut hope.

Some examples of what she begs permission to do are licking clean all of the toilets with her tongue or scrubbing the garage floor with a tooth brush. When I suggest this is not as amusing as applying the capsaicin, Pansy will add that she would then lick the floor with her the tongue.

Offering to sleep in the garage is another one. Or parading around the house in a sissy outfit consisting of a cropped very thick, itchy lopi pink and white wool sweater with bows , a matching very short pink and white wool skirt with a big bow on the rear, matching leg warmers and mittens, shouting ‘I am a useless sissy faggot and my wife sleeps with real men!’ I actually accepted her offer to do this one while Elizabeth and Julia where there.

Another time she offered to parade around the garden in a sissy romper outfit consisting of very tight pink/white thick itchy woollen bottoms attached to a white heart shaped mohair top with “sissy” across the top which attached to the bottoms with two straps which go across the shoulders and attach to the rear of the bottoms with big white buttons, again with matching leg warmers and opera length mittens, all while Mother was visiting with two friends.

One of my favourites is when she gets so desperate she pleads to be allowed to fluff my lover or be his toilet when he next comes over – I suggested this would only work if the sissy agreed to do both!! I am sure you can appreciate how much fun, not to mention arousing it is, to just hold a tube of capsaicin and watch the wimp beg and plead in the most servile terms to be allowed to degrade herself. And knowing that the sissy will get to do what she suggests while still subjecting her wee-wee and balls to a very thorough application of the cream always has me on the verge of cumming.

FF. You seem to have Pansy’s punishments off to a fine art.

MS. I happen to have a very strong sex drive and, unfortunately for my poor maid, nothing gets me hotter or makes me cum harder than seeing her miserable, frustrated, humiliated and in great pain. There are three stages to my method, beginning with the eye to eye preamble eliciting heartfelt pleading, followed by doing the ‘thing’ and then having a loud orgasm while the suffering is ongoing.

It always works best if the activity that is about to happen is extreme enough that Pansy will be beside herself with fear. If it is not that extreme, my strategy will fail. For example a heavy application of Linex to her entire groin or a second nettle whipping to her precious little clit when she has only just received a long and terrible nettle thrashing to it, but the second is exclusively to the head of her cocklet. Or a continuation of a SERIOUS deterrent punishment when she has been pleading with all her heart for some time and I pause; and she thinks it is all over.

For each stage there is pleasure in simply doing each one. But there is the extra pleasure of listening to that heartfelt, emotional, hopeless pleading for a while before doing the ‘thing’. And there is having an orgasm once the suffering has truly kicked in; just to show what a depraved bitch I am and how her extreme suffering is not an impediment in any way to my very relaxed pleasure.

So before beginning the application of the Linnex, or the second nettle whipping, or the resumption of the thrashing, comes the eye to eye talking. Explaining in great DETAIL what I am about to do, confirming the agony that she will be feeling; then listening to that delicious pleading; and eye to eye contact is maintained throughout. When this phase has been milked for all its worth, then I do the ‘thing’.

Thing done and the little slut in proper agony, a leisurely session of masturbation follows for me which, even if she can’t see, she can hear when my cries of ecstasy fill the room.

When it is all over and the sub’s head hits the pillow that night, she will think back to those eye to eye moments and she will sleep the contented sleep of a truly dominated sub who is under the TOTAL power of the heartless bitch that owns her, the beautiful Mistress she loves and worships with all her heart.

FF. The eye to eye moment is very important to you then.

MS. Oh yes, but to my maid too. She never feels more dominated, more owned than when I hold her gaze, relishing the fear and dread I instil in her. Looking deeply into her soul as I squeeze her little balls in my leather gloved hand, the long conversation of mocking and pitilessness, and the responding desperate tearful pleading,  just before applying a TERRIBLE coating of Linnex to her little penis.

FF. Surely though, there are a limited number of punishment techniques that allow you to keep eye contact throughout.

MS. That’s true but when you get it just right it is a very intense experience for both parties involved. It is so thrilling, looking into the eyes of my slave, who is looking back at me, at the exact moments of regulating or increasing my torment of her. Neither of us looks away for even a second and the result is a connection on the deepest level.

Increasing the electrical power of a Tens Unit which is wired to her pathetic cock and little blue balls is a perfect way to achieve the connection. But to be honest, even moving the dial around very slowly, it is only a second or two between, uncomfortable, and, poor Pansy thrashing around in her bonds screaming for mercy and not being able to hold eye contact.

One new activity I have been enjoying experimenting with, on a bound little maid, is pushing a dildo down her throat, past the gag reflex point. Doing so as I look into her pleading, distress filled eyes. SO HOT! …….. Much to her immense shame and extreme discomfort, I am training her to be able to deep-throat a long, thrusting cock like a well-practised whore. Her early training in this embarrassing task has included wearing an appropriate whore-money-maker outfit and an hour of forced video watching, while bound, of a video compilation of deep throating. Then comes the practical lesson!

Face slapping and spitting can just about work as an activity for engaging the phenomenon too, but I find I have to keep telling her to get her head up and look at me between slaps. It is a huge turn on though, to see the tears rolling down her red-flushed cheeks and my spit covering her eyes, making her blink repeatedly as she tries to look back into my eyes.

There are activities of humiliation that can engage the phenomenon of course, but perhaps not quite so intensely as when physical pain/discomfort is involved. My favourite is to lock eyes with Pansy Faggot while I am speaking on the phone to a boyfriend and arranging my next date with him or telling him how much I enjoyed our love making last time and what I want him to do to me next time. Then, with eyes still locked with my faithful embarrassed little maid, I describe to my lover the parody of a little girl outfit Pansy will be made to wear and the little girl activities she will be made to perform for his amusement when he visits me at home.

More common an occurrence can be a question and answer session designed to humiliate. I remember one time when my niece Unity was visiting me and staying over. Pansy was dying with shame as she had been made to wear a parody of a little girl outfit and her dollies were nearby. Her shame reached staggering levels as Unity locked eyes with her and then, as I’d discussed with her earlier, engaged in a question and answer session. (And, oh my, her demeanour and her eyes could not have been more disdainful, cruel and mocking.) I had made clear to Pansy that even the slightest failure to engage fully would result in a phenomenal and immediate thrashing!

Dear Unity was perfect, leaving long pauses between each question, to milk every last drop of shame from the red faced maid before moving onto the next question.

Which is your favourite dolly? ………………………What’s her name? ……………………………..Why is she your favourite dolly, you little faggot? ………………………………………..What little games do you play with her. ……………………………Do you love her with all your heart? ………………………Ask her if she loves you with all her heart. And on and on and on went the questions. Poor Pansy was shattered by the end and her shame was so intense as she was forced to look into the disdainful, cruel and mocking eyes of this beautiful young girl the whole time.

FF. That is seriously intense; I’d feel deeply sorry for Pansy if I wasn’t absolutely sure that she is living her dream. Unlike most of us males who can only fantasise about being so completely owned, she is experiencing it for real, all day, every day!

MS. Yes she is, I often remind her of how lucky she is, not that she’d dare show the smallest sign of ingratitude of course.

FF. The thing that I’m wondering about though is; where do you go from here? How do you keep escalating things, frustrating more, humiliating more and punishing more? What more can you demand of her that you haven’t already stripped from her?

MS. Oh I have lots more ideas to explore yet. I want Pansy to start learning to perform nursery rhymes, with a lisping girly voice and effeminate childish actions to boot. I’m toying with the idea of making Unity her teacher. I think she’d be very hard on Pansy and very strict and, of course she would have my full permission to ‘encourage’ her naughty charge in any way she saw fit. The little mix is a natural dom and she has a real nasty streak that I’d love to giveher free reign to exercise fully on my silly maid. On top of the embarrassment of being made to perform like that by a young girl, think of the humiliation of being made to repeat her finished performances at one of Mother’s party nights. Or, worse still, for the entertainment of one of my lovers.

Nikki confided in me recently that she’d like to try pissing straight into Pansy’s mouth while forcing her to hold eye contact. I think it’s a lovely idea. Nikki has nothing but utter contempt for my poor maid and, being able to show it in such a graphic way, would give both her and I a great deal of enjoyment I’m sure.

FF. Lots more to come for poor Pansy Faggot then.

MS. Yes lots, and I haven’t even mentioned my latest idea.

FF. Tell us more….please!

MS. I want to fall in love. I want to fall in love with a real man, right in front of Pansy Faggot, in fact I want her to help me do it. I’ll need to find the right man of course. Royston loves to take his belt or a cane to Pansy. He enjoys physically hurting my maid. I think he does it to emphasise his ownership of me, to put Pansy in her place kind of thing. Plus, of course, he knows it turns me on when he beats my sissy servant and that he will reap the full rewards for his efforts.

Then there is Roger. He loves to humiliate Pansy, to make her squirm, to degrade her by forcing her to suck him then fucking her squirming girly ass, which I also enjoy watching immensely (although I sometimes wonder who he prefers fucking, me or my maid).

Unfortunately though, neither one of them though feels like long term partner material.

Michael however is a definite possibility. He impresses me more each time we’re together and I think I may be developing real feelings for him. He really seems to get the relationship between my maid and I. He clearly enjoys punishing or humiliating Pansy whenever he gets the chance but he just seems better at it. Despite being the youngest he seems to have an amazingly mature and natural ability to reduce poor Pansy to the lowest possible depths of despair and humiliation and he does it with very little apparent effort. Of course, the fact that he has a huge cock which seems to remain rock hard 24 hours a day, doesn’t hurt!

So we’ll have to see. I think that, for Pansy, seeing me falling clearly in love with another man, would be orders of magnitude more frustrating, more painful and more exciting than anything that has gone before. I’d like Michael to move in with us, to be the man of the house. To make love to me every day, whenever, wherever and however he wants to while, at the same time, rubbing my sissy maid’s nose in it, teasing her, frustrating her, punishing her in the most cruel and severe manner for no better reason than that it amuses him or that he wants to turn me on with his cruel masculinity. Then I can wrap my arms around my darling, kiss him deeply and tell him I love him all while looking over his shoulder and staring straight into the eyes of my humble, sexless, scared little maid.

I’m seeing Mike this weekend, I think I’ll ask him to stand behind my maid and apply cane or whip strokes to her butt, while I look into her eyes. But, to engage the phenomenon I mentioned earlier, each stroke will be individually requested. I can look into Pansy’s eyes and say to Michael, ‘The first stroke please darling‘. Thwack! ‘Another babe‘. Thwack. ‘I love watching you beat her, give her another for me but harder.’ Thwack!

I think it’s important that Pansy is sure, before I go any further with Mike, that, whatever Mike may do to her, however badly he may treat her, she has no avenue of complaint, no way to escape because, not only does Michael have my permission to do as he pleases with my property, the more he abuses the privilege, the more impressed I’ll be and the more I’ll want him. What a position for the poor sissy to be in!

What I’d really like to do, if the time comes to invite Michael to move in with me, is to have Pansy do it. The silly slut often cries when I go out on my dates now and it’s not just from the jealousy of knowing that another man will be getting from me all the things I withhold from her. It’s also because she yearns so desperately for my company. She’d honestly rather have me there with her, punishing her, frustrating her and humiliating her, than be without my presence. So all I need to do is to explain to her that, the only way I can stay at home more is if I have a live in lover to satisfy all the needs she is so completely unequipped to meet. And, if that’s what she wants, then it’s only right and fair that she should approach the man concerned, the man of my choice, the man I’ve fallen in love with, and plead with him to become her Mistress’s live in lover and her own Master.

Perhaps I’ll have to remind Pansy of the wedding vows we exchanged all those years ago. ‘For better or for worse’ – better for me, worse….much for Pansy Faggot.


Check Out The Titles Below For More Exciting Stories From Femdom Fred.

Featuring Female Domination, Enforced Chastity, Bondage, Cuckolding, Corporal Punishment, Humiliation, Enforced Cross Dressing, Sissy Maids & More!

Cuckolding Tales

Cuckolding Tales Pt2

Cuckolding Tales Pt3

Cuckolding Tales Compendium

(All 3 Above Titles In One Volume)

The Making Of A Sissy Maid Pt1

The Making Of A Sissy Maid Pt2

CUCKOLDING – The Ins & Outs Of Life With A Hot Wife

How My Husband Became My Maid

Victoria’s Maid

FEMDOM EXTREME – The lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.

FEMDOM EXTREME II – The further lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.

FEMDOM EXTREME III – The final lengths a dominant lady will go to in order to please the man she loves.
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